Google 


This  is  a  digital  copy  of  a  book  that  was  preserved  for  generations  on  Hbrary  shelves  before  it  was  carefully  scanned  by  Google  as  part  of  a  project 

to  make  the  world's  books  discoverable  online. 

It  has  survived  long  enough  for  the  copyright  to  expire  and  the  book  to  enter  the  public  domain.  A  public  domain  book  is  one  that  was  never  subject 

to  copyright  or  whose  legal  copyright  term  has  expired.  Whether  a  book  is  in  the  public  domain  may  vary  country  to  country.  Public  domain  books 

are  our  gateways  to  the  past,  representing  a  wealth  of  history,  culture  and  knowledge  that's  often  difficult  to  discover. 

Marks,  notations  and  other  maiginalia  present  in  the  original  volume  will  appear  in  this  file  -  a  reminder  of  this  book's  long  journey  from  the 

publisher  to  a  library  and  finally  to  you. 

Usage  guidelines 

Google  is  proud  to  partner  with  libraries  to  digitize  public  domain  materials  and  make  them  widely  accessible.  Public  domain  books  belong  to  the 
public  and  we  are  merely  their  custodians.  Nevertheless,  this  work  is  expensive,  so  in  order  to  keep  providing  this  resource,  we  liave  taken  steps  to 
prevent  abuse  by  commercial  parties,  including  placing  technical  restrictions  on  automated  querying. 
We  also  ask  that  you: 

+  Make  non-commercial  use  of  the  files  We  designed  Google  Book  Search  for  use  by  individuals,  and  we  request  that  you  use  these  files  for 
personal,  non-commercial  purposes. 

+  Refrain  fivm  automated  querying  Do  not  send  automated  queries  of  any  sort  to  Google's  system:  If  you  are  conducting  research  on  machine 
translation,  optical  character  recognition  or  other  areas  where  access  to  a  large  amount  of  text  is  helpful,  please  contact  us.  We  encourage  the 
use  of  public  domain  materials  for  these  purposes  and  may  be  able  to  help. 

+  Maintain  attributionTht  GoogXt  "watermark"  you  see  on  each  file  is  essential  for  informing  people  about  this  project  and  helping  them  find 
additional  materials  through  Google  Book  Search.  Please  do  not  remove  it. 

+  Keep  it  legal  Whatever  your  use,  remember  that  you  are  responsible  for  ensuring  that  what  you  are  doing  is  legal.  Do  not  assume  that  just 
because  we  believe  a  book  is  in  the  public  domain  for  users  in  the  United  States,  that  the  work  is  also  in  the  public  domain  for  users  in  other 
countries.  Whether  a  book  is  still  in  copyright  varies  from  country  to  country,  and  we  can't  offer  guidance  on  whether  any  specific  use  of 
any  specific  book  is  allowed.  Please  do  not  assume  that  a  book's  appearance  in  Google  Book  Search  means  it  can  be  used  in  any  manner 
anywhere  in  the  world.  Copyright  infringement  liabili^  can  be  quite  severe. 

About  Google  Book  Search 

Google's  mission  is  to  organize  the  world's  information  and  to  make  it  universally  accessible  and  useful.   Google  Book  Search  helps  readers 
discover  the  world's  books  while  helping  authors  and  publishers  reach  new  audiences.  You  can  search  through  the  full  text  of  this  book  on  the  web 

at|http  :  //books  .  google  .  com/| 


r 


•  •  •  • 


78467 


I     I 


axltrm  d  anx  aimt  Jag. 


I   I 


BY 


FLOKENCE  WILFORD, 

AUTHOR  OF  **  PLAY  ASD  EABNEST,**  **  THB    MABTBS  OF 
CHURCHILL  ABBOTS,"  ETC. 


LONDON : 
JOSEPH  MASTERS.  ALDERSGATE  STREET, 

AKD  NEW  BOND  STREET. 


MDCCCLXII. 


-2S^^.  ;^.  •«^. 


LONDOM : 
PRINTED  BY  JOSEPH  MA8TEBS  AHD  C0.» 
ALDEBSGATE  STBEET. 


A  MAIDEN  OF  OUR  OWN  DAY. 


**  Quiet  talk  ehe  liketh  best 

In  a  bower  of  genUe  lookn, — 
Watering  flonara,  or  reading  1xH>kl. 

*'  And  hee  voice  it  murniura  lowly. 
As  a  silver  stream  may  run, 
Which  yet  feels,  jou  feel,  the  aun." 


^N  the  cathedrai  town  of ,  there  stood 

two  or  three  years  ago,  an  old-fashioned 
grey  stone  house,  tiie  front  of  which 
looked  upon  a  dullaide-street,  and  was 
eminently  straigfat-up-aud-down  and  unattractive, 
but  which  at  the  back  had  its  angularity  relieved 
by  deep  bow-windowa,  with  balconies  overrun  with 
dhina  roses  and  Virginia  creeper.  And  these 
back  windowa  looked^passing  over  a  small  square 
court,  containing  a  tiny  grass-plat,  and  a  paved 
walk  leading  to  nothing, — upon  a  wild,  neglected, 
but  still  beautiful  garden,  where  peeping  up  among 
mountain-ash  trees,  luxuriant  bramblea,  uid  the 
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trailing  wreaths  of  the  periwinkle,  might  be  seen 
some  &agments  of  a  ruined  building  which  had 
once  been  a  convent,  but  which  now  deserted  by 
its  inmates,  was  fast  crumbling  into  utter  decay. 
The  chapel  belonging  to  the  convent  had  alone 
been  saved  from  ruin  by  timely  repair,  and  now, 
fenced  off  from  the  garden,  was  opened  for  the 
use  of  the  few  Eoman  Catholics  who  dwelt  in  the 
old  city,  or  its  environs. 

Its  little  bell  was  tinkling  away  one  afternoon, 
when  a  young  girl  stepped  out  upon  the  balcony 
of  the  bow- windowed  house,  leamng  forward  as  if 
listening,  not  however  in  the  direction  of  the 
chapel,  but  towards  the  town,  from  whence  might 
be  heard  the  deep  swell  of  the  grand  cathedral 
chimes. 

"  They  have  just  begun,  G-randmamma,  we  shall 
be  in  good  time  I  think,*'  she  said,  stepping  back 
into  the  room. 

Such  a  neat,  bright,  charming  old  lady  rose 
from  a  seat  near  the  table  as  her  granddaughter 
spoke !  She  was  about  the  middle  height,  neither 
thin  nor  stout,  with  a  fair  fresh  complexion,  and 
plainly-banded  white  hair,  which  looked  the  whiter 
from  the  contrast  with  a  close-fitting  black  bon- 
net ;  her  dress  and  shawl  were  black  also — and 
what  can  be  more  becoming  to  an  old  lady  ? — ^re- 
lieved only  by  the  soft  grey  tint  of  her  chinchilla 
boa  and  muff.  Though  above  seveniy  years  old, 
she  was  far  more  erect  than  her  granddaughter  at 
seventeen,  and  the  pale  thoughtful  face  of  the 
young  girl  would  have  been  improved  by  some  of 
the  glow  and  brightness  which  gave  such  a  charm 
to  the  older  countenance. 

Yet  G-yneth  Deshon  though  neither  bright,  nor 
pretty,  was  not  altogether  unattractive,  more  espe- 
cially now  as  coming  forward  she  offered  her  arm 
to  the  old  lady  with  a  sweet  loving  look,  and  the 
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affectionate  remark,  '*  Now,  Gkranny,  this  is  the 
proudest  moment  of  my  day ;  I  like  walking  out 
with  you  so  much,  ana  I  do  think  people  look 
quite  differently  at  me  from  what  they  do  when 
they  meet  me  by  myself." 

"  I'm  a&aid  when  you  go  out  by  yourself  you 
hunch  up  your  shoulders,  Qyneth,  and  look  buick 
at  ererybody,"  said  the  old  lady  playfully,  "  so  no 
wonder  if  they  return  the  compbment  by  looking 
black  at  you." 

ajneti  smfled,  a  singular  wnile,  kindling  in  the 
depths  of  her  grey  eyes,  sending  a  sudden  gleam 
oyer  her  whole  face,  and  then  as  suddenly  disap- 
pearing. 

"  I  daresay  I  did  look  rather  black  wh^i  I  went 
to  buy  that  flamiel  for  you  this  morning,  G-rand- 
mamma,"  she  said,  *^  for  I  was  deep  in  meditation 
about  a  new  story  which  I  am  making,  it  is  to  be 
something  quite  different  &om  anything  I  have 
written  before,  and  the  hero  is  to  be  Sumitanda, 
the  prince  of  Oruma,  the  Japanese  prince,  who 
was  converted  to  Christianity  by  Louis  Almeyda, 
the  Jesuit,  you  know." 

"  Or  rather  I  don't  know,  my  child,  for  I  have 
forgotten  most  of  what  I  once  read  about  those 
devoted  Jesuit  missionaries ;  I  remember  beins 
very  full  of  it  at  the  time,  but  old  age  steals  much 
of  our  knowledge  away  from  us.  Only  as  you 
have  mentioned  the  flannel,  GTyneth  love,  let  me 
say,  that  I  wish  you  would  be  particular  to  ask 
for  Wehh  flanael ;  I  always  fancy  no  other  kind 
bas  half  so  much  wear  in  it.  Do  remember  to  ask 
for  Welsh  next  time." 

"  Yes,  dear  Grandmamma,"  said  G-yneth  readily, 
and  she  added,  "  if  I  am  forgetting,  I  shall  only 
have  to  think  of  Sumitanda,  and  that  will  recall 
it  to  me." 

"  But  think  of  putting  away  "Welsh  flannel  and 
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a  Japanese  prince  in  the  same  pigeon-hole  of  your 
mind !"  said  the  grandmamma,  with  a  humorous 
glance  of  her  blue  eye  ;  "  you  should  really  try  to 
arrange  your  ideas  a  little  better.  And  now  teU 
me,  how  is  the  story  getting  on  ?" 

"  Pretty  weU,  but  it  is  not  very  easy,  I  want  to 
know  more  of  what  the  Japanese  were  like  before 
the  missionaries  came  to  them  ;  they  seem  to  have 
embraced  Christianity  so  much  more  readily  than 
most  other  heathen  nations,  and  I  don't  fufly  un- 
derstand why ;  Xavier's  Life  does  not  tell  me  half 
enough." 

"  "We  might  go  to  the  library  and  see  if  we  could 
discover  any  more  books  on  the  subject  before 
going  home  this  afbemoon,"  said  Mrs.  Deshon, 
"  but  now  I  think  we  must  hasten  onwards,  must 
we  not  ?" 

They  had  emerged  from  the  by-street,  and  were 
descending  a  hill  towards  the  lower  part  of  the 
town,  which,  wrapped  in  a  sofb  golden  naze,  looked 
almost  like  one  of  the  dream-cities  of  the  desert, 
save  where  the  grey  tower  of  the  cathedral,  and 
the  green  fir-capped  hiU  behind,  pierced  through 
the  mist,  and  stood  out  clear  against  the  autumn 
sky.  But  the  city  did  not  vanish  at  their  ap- 
proach, melting  into  cloud-land,  and  leaving  only 
a  drear  sandy  plain  in  its  place,  on  the  contrary 
as  they  drew  nearer  each  quaintly-fashioned  house 
and  shop  came  distinctly  into  view,  with  the  nobl^ 
market  cross  at  the  end  of  the  street,  round  which 
was  gathered  a  crowd  of  loungers,  chiefly  soldiers, 
whose  gay  scarlet  uniform  gave  colour  and  bright- 
ness to  the  scene. 

It  was  no  magical  golden  city,  but  a  pleasant 
old  English  town,  and  Gryneth  would  not  have  ex- 
changed it  for  any  other  dwelling-place  in  the 
world,  at  least  so  she  thought  as  she  walked 
slowly  by  her  grandmother's  side  along  the  avenue 
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which  led  away  from  the  High  Street,  up  to  the 
western  door  of  the  grand  old  minster.  Just  be- 
fore they  reached  the  door  they  were  joined  by 
one  of  the  canons,  and  his  daughter,  a  girl  about 
Gh^eth's  own  age.  She  was  small,  fair,  and 
plump,  with  rather  insignificant  features,  rosy 
cheeks,  and  a  blithe,  bonny,  though  somewhat 
mischievous  snule  shining  out  the  moment  she 
spoke ;  her  name,  Bose,  exactly  suited  her,  and 
Gyneth,  who  was  devoted  to  Tennyson,  had  a  pri- 
vate theory  that  the  line, 

*'  A  rosebud  set  with  little  wilful  thorns,  and  sweet  as  Eng- 
lish air  could  make  her,  she," 

must  have  been  specially  intended  for  a  descrip- 
tion of  Eose  Bumaby.  The  canon  was  a  grave 
formal-mannered  man,  very  kind  in  reality  though, 
and  much  liked  by  Mrs.  Deshon,  who  had  known 
him  for  many  years,  and  who  had  been  a  most  true 
and  tender  mend  to  his  Httle  motherless  Eose. 

Directly  Bosie  caught  sight  of  the  old  lady  and 
her  granddaughter,  she  danced  lightly  up  to  them, 
the  brown  feathers  of  her  hat  dancing  in  sym- 
pathy, and  the  ripple  of  that  ever-ready  smile 
playing  round  her  lips.  But  there  was  scarcely 
time  for  greeting,  as  it  was  near  the  hour  of  ser- 
vice, so  with  a  sudden  repression  of  her  mirthful 
looks,  Bose  followed  Mrs.  Deshon  and  Gyneth 
into  the  cathedral,  and  took  her  place  beside  them. 

On  coming  out  again  however,  she  deserted 
them  for  a  moment,  and  tripped  after  an  old  blind 
bedesman,  who  led  by  a  httle  child,  was  slowly 
taking  his  way  homewards.  What  she  had  to  say 
to  him  was  not  very  apparent,  but  he  smiled,  and 
the  child  smiled,  at  the  nothings  so  sweetly  and 
kindly  uttered,  and  whether  with  reason  or  no, 
poor  old  Peter  Lowell  was  accustomed  to  look 
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forward  to  bis  daily  greeting  from  Miss  Bumaby, 
as  to  one  of  the  greatest  enlivenments  of  His  mono- 
tonous existence. 

The  canon  announced  his  intention  of  walking 
home  with  Mrs.  Deshon,  and  the  two  girls  set  off 
together  to  explore  the  contents  of  the  lending- 
library.  Erom  thence,  affcer  a  fruitless  search  for 
some  books  relating  to  Japan,  they  adjourned  to 
the  convent  garden,  which  was  not  open  to  the 

Eublic,  but  to  which  the  dwellers  in  that  particu- 
ir  street  were  at  all  times  allowed  access. 
G-yneth  began  a  confidential  account  of  the  plot 
>of  her  romance  about  Prince  Sumitanda,  and  mean- 
while Eose  robbed  the  romancer  of  her  bonnet, 
and  proceeded  to  wreathe  her  hair  with  the  leaves 
of  the  Virginia  creeper.  And  mixed  up  with  Gy- 
neth's  entnusiastic  description  of  her  hero  were 
little  lively  interjections  of  "  Mein  liebchen,  don't 
move  your  head,"  "  you  will  be  quite  irresistible 
in  a  minute,"  "  His  Japan  Highness  would  have 
given  a  pair  of  bran  new  chopsticks  for  a  sight  of 
you !"  and  a  hundred  other  bits  of  merry  nonsense, 
which  G-yneth  perhaps  scarcely  heard,  and  cer- 
tainly did  not  appear  to  heed.  And  when  the 
work  was  finished,  and  a  flush  of  scarlet  leaflets 
crowned  the  heavy  masses  of  hair  that  drooped 
around  Gyneth's  pale  face,  Sose  gave  one  fond 
mischievous  glance  into  the  depths  of  those  shady 
grey  eyes,  and  then  stopped  the  eloquent  lips  with 
a  kiss,  regardless  of  the  mteresting  crisis  of  affairs 
at  which  the  Japanese  hero  had  at  that  moment 
arrived. 

Inventors  are  usually  jealous  of  interruption, 
and  one  hears  of  a  French  man-milliner  who  when 
some  new  device  for  a  *  garniture '  or  a  *  capote ' 
had  entered  his  fertile  brain,  was  wont  to  suspend 
outside  his  door  a  placard  on  which  was  inscribed 
"  M.  Herbaut  compose !"  so  fearful  was  he  lest  the 
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chance  arrival  of  some  yintor  should  destroy  the 
airy  fabric  of  his  creative  imagination ;  but  con- 
trary to  the  usual  rule,  G-yneth  Deshon  betrayed 
no  annoyance  at  being  interrupted  in  the  thread 
of  her  narrative :  she  goodhumoiuredly  left  the  de- 
velopment of  her  hero's  fortunes  to  another  op- 
portunity, and  her  soft  imdertoned  laugh  chimed 
in  harmoniously  with  Sosie's  silver  peal. 

"  And  now,  you  dear  little  dreamer,  as  you  have* 
got  out  of  Japan,  let  us  have  a  little  common- 
place conversation,"  said  Bose,  with  an  attempt  at 
gravity ;  "  how  do  you  like  the  new  minor-canon  ?'* 

"  I  don't  know,  I  can't  judge." 

"Can't  you?  why  I  have  made  up  my  mind 
already  that  I  don't  like  him.  How  wretchedly 
he  intones !  It  reminds  me  of  Chaucer's  Prioress, 
who  '  entuned  in  hire  nose  ful  seemyly,'  which  by 
the  by,  Chaucer  observes  in  commendation,  though 
I  am  sure  it  ought  to  have  been  the  reverse." 

"Bose!"  exmimed  Gyneth,  in  a  scandalised 
tone. 

"  Ah,  I  am  very  naughty,  I  know,"  laughed 
Bose  in  return ;  "  but  really  you  must  own  that 
my  criticism  is  correct ;  and  he  is  the  very  fun- 
niest man  to  speak  to !  He  gives  one  his  hand  to 
shake  as  if  it  were  a  loaf  of  bread,  or  a  soup- 
ticket,  and  one  ought  to  be  inexpressibly  beholden 
to  him  for  it." 

Oyneth  gave  a  glance  of  amused  comprehension, 
but  would  not  be  betrayed  into  any  disparaging 
comment  on  the  gentleman  in  question. 

"  He  was  at  Corfu  some  time  ago,"  she  observed, 
**  and  kindly  took  charge  of  a  packet  for  me  when 
he  returned  home." 

"  Ah,  I  was  talking  to  him  about  your  people 
when  he  dined  with  us  yesterday ;  it  seems  he  was 
staying  with  his  brother,  who  is  a  major  in  your 
papa's  regiment,  so  he  saw  a  good  deal  of  your 
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fiunily ;  he  said  Lambert  was  bis  fEiYOiirite  among 
them." 

'^ Lambert!"  echoed  Gyneth  in  diBappointed 
accents;  ''why  ehonld  he  be  preferred  to  the 
others  I  wonder  ?  He  is  not  half  so  handsome 
and  derer  as  Lawrence,  nor  so  sweet  and  fiiscina- 
ting  as  Jeannie;  I  never  cared  as  much  for  him  as 
for  the  rest." 

^  Bnt  it  is  five  years  since  you  have  seen  him, 
is  it  not  ?  you  might  be  fonder  of  him  now,  you 
would  be  1  am  sure,  if  he  is  reiJly  so  good  as  Mr. 
Willis  represents." 

''  Yes,  and  if  he  is  all  that  Cousin  Lewis  has 
described  to  me.  But  I  don't'wish  to  form  my 
opinion  firom  report,  I  mean  to  wait  and  judge  for 
myself" 

^  B^;inning  with  a  prejudice  against  him  ?"  said 
Bose.  ^  For  my  part  I  confess  I  am  rather  pre- 
possessed in  his  favour,  and  have  a  great  curiosity 
to  see  him." 

^  Which  may  perhaps  be  gratified  ere  long,"  re- 
joined Glyneth,  **  for  he  is  going  to  Cambridge  in 
January,  and  will  no  doubt  come  and  see  me  on 
his  way  there.  The  doctors  think  he  is  strong 
enough  now  to  face  an  English  winter." 

^  Oh  I  am  glad.     Does  he  write  to  you  often  ?" 

''  Never, — Mamma  and  Jeannie  are  my  only  cor- 
respondents, except  that  just  at  Christmas-time  I 
generally  get  a  long  letter  from  papa,  and  some 
frmny  little  notes  in  large-hand  from  the  children." 

''  Don't  you  long  for  them  all  to  come  home?" 

"  Sometmies ;  but  though  I  should  like  dearly 
to  see  them,  I  dread  leaving  grandmamma.  And 
somehow, — I  suppose  it's  very  wrong  of  me,  Bosie, 
— ^I  have  a  horror  of  large  fiunilies,  they  seem  to 
quarrel  so,  at  least  they  idways  do  in  books." 

Bose's  eyes  opened  wide  in  amazement. 

"  Why  I  always  like  large  funilies  so  much.     I 


▲  HATDEir  OF  OrB  OWK  DAT.  9 

think  there  is  always  some  Am  going  on  among 
them,  and  it  must  be  so  pleasant  to  have  a  number 
of  sisters  and  brothers  to  care  for  one,  and  pet  one, 
and  enter  into  one's  little  plans.  I  cannot  help 
being  sorry  that  I  am  an  only  child." 

But  the  pensive  shade  which  her  face  wore  for 
a  moment,  cleared  off  as  her  father  appeared  on  the 
balcony,  and  beckoned  to  her  to  come  to  him.  "  I 
don't  know  after  all,"  she  said  smiling,  "that  I 
want  any  brothers  and  sisters,  I  don't  think  I 
could  spare  the  least  bit  of  papa's  love,  I  want  it 
all  for  myself." 

"  Could  I  spare  any  of  grandmamma's,  I  won- 
der ?"  thought  Gyneth  to  herself,  when  Eose  had 
left  her, "  should  I  he  content  if  she  were  to  become 
equally  fond  of  Lambert  for  instance  ?  And  this 
may  come  to  pass  if  he  spends  all  his  vacations 
with  us.  I  wonder  if  he  means  to  ;  I  must  ask 
Lewis  on  Sunday,  and  get  him  to  tell  me  all  about 
my  brothers,  and  why  he  is  so  fond  of  Lambert. 
Oh,  I  wish  Sunday  were  come !" 

Sunday  was  a  white  day  always  to  Gyneth  and 
her  grandmamma,  not  only  for  George  Herbert's 
reasons,  though  those  were  not  forgotten,  but 
partly  because  this  '  Lewis'  of  whom  she  had 
spoken  came  down  on  Saturday  evening  every 
week,  and  spent  the  Sunday  with  them.  He  was 
a  barrister,  upwards  of  thirty  years  of  age,  and 
known  to  his  London  friends  as  a  clever,  shrewd, 
yet  kindhearted  man,  well  versed  in  the  literature 
of  the  day,  and  an  agreeable  addition  to  an  evening 
party ;  but  to  Mrs.  Deshon  and  Gyneth  he  was  a 
great  deal  more  than  this.  To  the  former  he  al- 
most filled  the  place  of  her  two  sons,  one  of  whom 
was  dead,  and  tne  other  absent ;  to  Gyneth  he  was 
a  link  vrith  the  busy  outer  world,  that  world  of 
struggling,  thinking  human  beings,  about  which 
she  v^aa  wont  to  perplex  herself  so  vainly. 
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Not  that  she  moulded  her  opinions  on  his,  or 
was  content  to  accept  his  views  of  men  and  things ; 
she  did  battle  with  him  yaliantly  on  Saturday  even- 
ings, and  threw  down  the  gauntlet  again  at  his 
hurried  Monday  morning  breakfasts ;  but  on  Sun- 
day disputes  were  laid  aside  by  common  consent, 
and  the  day  was  given  up  to  peace,  cathedral 
services,  good  reading,  sacred  music,  and  "  the 
Christian  Year." 

These  visits  of  *  Cousin  Lewis'  were  almost  the 
only  break  in  the  peaceful  monotony  of  G-yneth's 
life.  On  the  other  days  of  the  week,  she  read  to 
her  grandmother,  visited  the  poor,  walked  with 
Bose,  wrote  stories,  speculated,  studied,  and 
dreamed,  with  but  little  interruption  or  variation. 

Her  grandfather  had  been  one  of  the  canons  of 
the  cathedral,  and  his  widow  was  well  known  and 
much  respected  in  the  town,  so  there  were  of  course 
morning  visits  to  be  received  and  returned,  and 
though  Gyneth  was  not  *  introduced,'  her  grand- 
mother was  accustomed  to  take  her  everywhere 
with  her ;  but  morning  visits  are  for  the  most  part 
dreary  work,  and  though  Q-yneth  felt  honoured  by 
the  acquaintance  of  the  dean's  wife  and  daughters, 
and  other  female  dignitaries  of  the  place,  she  did 
not  feel  enlivened,  and  was  too  reserved  and  shy 
to  respond  to  the  efforts  made  for  her  entertain- 
ment. The  first  eight  years  of  her  life  had  been 
spent  with  her  father  and  mother  in  the  West  In- 
oies,  where  Colonel  Deshon's  regiment  was  then 
stationed,  the  next  three  years  had  been  passed  at 
school  in  England,  and  then  she  had  been  consigned 
to  her  grandmother's  care,  a  delicate  drooping 
child  of  eleven,  intelligent  and  thoughtl^  beyond 
her  age,  but  with  a  melancholy  languor  about  her 
which  quite  grieved  the  heart  of  cheery  active- 
spirited  Mrs.  Deshon. 

Eive  years  in  the  healthful  happy  atmosphere  of 
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her  grandmother's  home  had  brightened  up  the 
languid  little  maiden  in  some  degree ;  if  Q-yneth 
were  never  actually  merry,  she  was  now  seldom 
sad,  and  the  calm  serenity  which  generally  charac- 
terized her,  was  quite  as  rar  from  dejection  as  from 
mirth.  Yet  under  the  serene  stillness  of  her  out- 
ward bearing  a  whole  sea  of  troublous  thoughts 
surged  unceasingly,  and  aU  the  mournful  problems 
of  the  world  were  revolved  again  and  again  in  the 
brain  of  this  quiet-seeming  damsel.  A  fact  which 
was  scarcely  suspected  by  any  one,  though  now 
and  then  Mrs.  Deshon  caught  a  glimpse  of  her 
granddaughter's  inner  mind,  and  was  roused  to 
the  gentle  remonstrance,  "  My  dear  love,  don't 
think  so  much,  try  to  live  more  in  what  is  passing 
around  you.  You  make  me  feel  as  if  I  had  done 
vrrong  in  taking  you  from  school,  where  you  had 
other  young  folks  to  keep  you  active  and  lively." 
And  Ijewis  Qrantham  too  surmised  somewhat  of 
the  truth,  and  called  G-yneth  "his  little  philoso- 
pher," and  teazed  her,  and  led  her  on  to  talk,  and 
then  laughed  at  her ;  so  goodnaturedly,  however, 
that  it  would  scarcely  have  tried  any  one's  temper, 
certainly  not  a  temper  so  sweet  as  that  of  G-yneth 
Deshon. 


n 


CHAPTER  n. 

"  Have  more  than  thou  showest, 
Speak  less  ihan  thou  knowest, 
Learn  more  than  thou  trowest." 

Shakbsfbase. 

R  A  NDM  A  MM  A ,  Cousin  Lewis  will 
be  Here  directly,  I  see  him  coming 
down  the  street." 

This  announcement  was  made  by 
G-yneth  one  winter  eyening,  at  the  door  of  the 
kitchen,  where  stood  Mrs.  Deshon  peering  into  the 
OYen  which  the  cook  was  holding  open  for  her,  and 
in  the  recesses  of  which  might  be  seen  a  tray  of 
small  round  cakes  of  a  most  tempting  aspect. 

Mrs.  Deshon  was  old-fEishioned  enough  to  like 
to  be  her  own  housekeeper,  and  took  an  innocent 
pride  in  initiating  '  EUza,'  a  good-humoured  teach- 
able country  girl,  into  certMu  culinary  mysteries 
which  are  not  to  be  learnt  from  any  modem  cookery- 
book.  Moreover,  she  considered  it  necessary  that 
Lewis  should  be  regaled  with  all  the  delicacies 
which  the  genius  of  hospitaUty  could  suggest,  and 
how  coidd  she  be  sure  that  Euza's  unassisted  skill 
would  suffice  for  the  preparation  of  so  many  good 
things  ?    Thus  it  generally  happened  that  when 
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Gjneth  after  doiming  her  eyenm^  dresB,  descended 
to  the  drawing-room  towards  tea-time  on  Saturdi^s, 
she  found  no  one  there,  and  that  if  she  proceeded 
to  the  kitchen  she  was  nearly  sure  to  discover  Mrs. 
Deshon  engaged  in  the  manufacture  of  some  choice 
species  of  tea-cake,  or  superintending  the  prepa- 
ration of  some  more  substantial  dish. 

The  old  lady  turned  round  when  her  grand- 
daughter spoke.  "  Take  dear  Lewis  to  the  drawing- 
room,"  she  said,  "  I  will  be  with  him  in  a  minute." 

But  Lewis  would  not  be  taken  to  the  drawing- 
room.  When  Gyneth  met  him  in  the  hall,  and  in- 
vited him  to  come  up  stairs,  he  inquired  for 
^  G-ranny,'  as  he  called  her,  though  a  distant 
cousinship  was  in  reality  the  relationship  between 
them,  and  on  being  told  that  she  was  in  the  kitchen, 
declared  that  he  would  go  and  take  a  peep  at  her 
there. 

So  when  Mrs.  Deshon  looked  up  from  her  em- 
ployment of  turning  over  the  little  cakes  daintily 
mth  a  fork,  that  all  sides  might  be  equally  baked, 
it  was  to  see  a  curly  brown  head  nodding  at  her 
from  the  door,  while  a  pair  of  satirical  brown  eyes 
scanned  her  movements,  and  a  row  of  very  white 
teeth  were  ostentatiously  displayed,  as  if  in  anti- 
cipation of  the  work  befcre  tnem. 

•*  Oh,  Lewis,"  said  the  old  lady,  shaking  her 
head  at  him,  "  I  declare  you're  just  the  same  as 
you  were  many  years  ago,  when  you  used  to  come 
creeping  after  me  into  the  kitchen,  and  stealing 
the  plums  out  of  my  tarts." 

" '  The  child  is  fitther  to  the  man,'  you  know," 
observed  the  culprit,  advancing  warily  into  the 
room,  "  and  you  don't  consider  what  a  refreshment 
it  is  to  me,  Grranny,  to  see  a  kitchen,  I  who  live  in 
chambers,  and  dine  at  a  club,  and  have  only  an 
hebdomadal  taste  of  the  privileges  of  domestic 
life." 
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''  And  do  you  count  it  as  one  of  them  to  Burprise 
an  old  woman  in  working  costume?"  said  Mrs. 
Deslion  smiling,  and  glancing  down  at  the  spotless 
white  apron,  which  had  been  assumed  as  a  protec- 
tion to  her  black  siLk  dress. 

"  Certainly  I  do,  and  I  only  wish  all  costumes 
were  so  becoming.  How  tempting  those  cakes 
look !  They  are  done,  aren't  they  ?  See,  there  is 
a  delicious  brown  one ;  ah !  thank  you,"  and  he 
stretched  out  his  hand  with  pretended  eagerness 
for  the  cake  which  Mrs.  Deshon  could  not  resist 
giving  him,  and  which  he  devoured  with  all  the 
appetite  of  a  schoolboy. 

Gyneth  still  stood  near  the  door,  a  little  amused, 
perhaps  also  the  least  bit  disdainful. 

"  Come,  go  up  to  the  drawing-room,  Lewis," 
said  the  old  lady,  as  the  last  crumbs  of  the  cake 
disappeared,  and  the  lawyer  rubbing  his  hands 
pronounced  it  *  delicious.'  "  There  is  Gyneth 
laughrag  at  us  for  being  so  sOly." 

"  Gyneth  ?  Oh !"  as  if  he  had  not  noticed  that 
she  had  followed  him  ;  and  turning  towards  her,  he 
added, "  Have  you  been  waiting  for  me  ?  I  ought 
to  apologize.  '  Eegular  meals  at  regular  hours,  in 
proper  places,'  is  the  maxim  of  civilized  sociely  I 
know,  but  a  return  to  primitive  simplicity  is  re- 
freshing sometimes,  don't  you  think  so  ?" 

"I  don't  know,  I  think  I'm  rather  proud  of 
civilization." 

'''Ah,  my  little  philosopher  looks  at  everything 
en  grand  serieux"  ne  answered  playfully,  "  well,  I 
will  try  and  gratify  her  by  *  behaving  pretty,'  for 
the  rest  of  the  eveniag.  Lead  the  way  up  stairs, 
fair  Propriety." 

She  shook  her  head  smilingly  at  the  epithet,  but 
accompanied  him  to  the  drawing-room,  whither 
Mrs.  Deshon  soon  followed  them,  to  do  the  honours 
of  the  tea-table.     It  was  '  thS  ^  la  fourchette^  so 
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far  as  Lewis  G-rantham  was  concerned,  and  he  did 
ample  justice  to  it,  though  not  forgettiQg  to  attend 
most  assiduously  and  gallantly  to  the  wants  of 
the  two  ladies. 

''  I  had  a  long  letter  &om  Lambert  this  morn- 
ing," he  observed  presently,  "he  seems  very  anxious 
about  little  Edgar,  the  doctors  think  Corfu  does 
not  agree  with  the  child,  and  Lambert  says  he  gets 
thinner  and  more  weakly  every  day." 

" Poor  little  darling,  said  Mrs.  Deshon,  "what 
does  Fanny  think  of  aoias  with  him  I  wonder,  she 
lu»  not  mentioned  his  ilhTeBS  to  me." 

'  Fanny'  was  Mrs.  Edgar  Deshon,  Gyneth's 
mother. 

«  Lambert  writes  as  if  his  anxiety  were  scarcely 
shared  by  the  others,"  said  Mr.  Grantham,  "  ner- 
haps  he  observes  Edgar  more  attentively  than  tney 
do,  for  he  has  him  constantly  with  him,  teaches 
him,  and  all  that." 

"  So  I  understand ;  and  how  forlorn  the  poor 
child  will  be  when  Lambert  goes  to  coUege.  I 
wonder  could  we  have  him  here?  English  air 
would  soon  brace  him  up,  and  you  would  not  dis- 
like having  a  Httle  brother  to  pet  and  play  with, 
would  you,  my  dear  Gyneth  ?" 

"  Oh,  Grandmamma,  I  should  like  it  of  all 
things,"  said  Gyneth ;  "  poor  dear  little  boy :  it 
would  be  delightful  to  nurse  him,  and  walk  with 
him,  and  amuse  him.  I  daresay  he  would  soon 
get  better  in  English  air,  as  you  say,  and  besides 
it  would  be  a  nice  change  for  him.  Jeannie  says 
she  thinks  Lambert  makes  him  work  too  hard." 

Lewis  Grantham  paused  in  the  act  of  sipping 
his  tea,  to  look  across  at  Gyneth,  and  very  mali- 
cious was  the  incredulity  which  this  glance  ex- 
pressed, "  Lambert  is  the  kindest,  most  considerate 
brother  that  ever  child  had,"  he  said. 

"  Let  me  see,"  mused  Mrs.  Deshon,  "  Lambert 
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will  be  going  to  Cambridge  very  soon,  and  he 
might  bring  Edgar  to  England  with  him,  and  leave 
him  here  with  me.  I  will  write  by  the  very  next 
mail  and  propose  it  to  Fanny." 

"I  am  very  curious  to  see  Lambert,"  said 
Gfyneth. 

"  Only  cyriaua  /"  queried  Lewis  rather  sharply  ; 
but  Gyneth's  sereniiy  was  undisturbed. 

"  Eemember,"  she  said,  "  it  is  five  years  since  I 
have  seen  him,  and  eight  since  I  have  been  much 
with  him.  Tou  know  far  more  of  him  than  I,  for 
he  never  writes  to  me  as  he  does  to  you,  and  be- 
sides it  is  not  much  more  than  a  year  since  you 
saw  him,  is  it  ?  wasn't  it  in  the  autumn  of  last 
year  that  you  went  out  to  Corfu  in  Mr.  Hutchin- 
son's yacht  ?" 

"  Yes,  and  I  shouldn't  mind  going  again  next 
autumn ;  it  was  delightful  cruising  about  among 
the  islands,  especially  after  Lambert  joined  us. 
He  was  well  up  in  all  the  classic  traditions,  and  had 
a  boy's  natural  enthusiasm  about  them,  whereas 
Hutchinsonpronounced  them  all '  bosh,'  and  would 
talk  of  no  Greeks  but  modem  ones,  and  of  those 
only  to  abuse  them.  By  the  by,  how  Gladstone 
is  getting  laughed  at  for  his  Homeric  enthusiasm  1" 

"  By  newspapers  and  common-place  people,"  ex- 
claimed Gyneth  with  unusual  energy. 

"By  *  Mrs.  Grundy'  in  short,"  said  Mr.  Grant- 
ham, "  and  Mrs.  Grundy  generally  has  common 
sense  on  her  side.  But  he  is  not  without  de* 
fenders,  there  is  a  most  amusing  letter  in  the 
paper  to-day,  applauding  all  that  he  has  been  say- 
ing, and  showing  a  most  marvellous  sympathy  with 
the  poor  unfortunate  Greeks." 

"  Amusing  ?"  inquired  Gyneth  doubtfully. 

"Tea  to  me,  though  it  seems  to  have  been 
written  in  all  sober  seriousness.  I  will  read  it  to 
you  after  tea,  I  have  the  paper  in  my  pocket. 
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Ah — '*  as  Mrs.  Deshon   rose  to  ring  the   bell, 
"  allow  me,  dear  Ghranny." 

"  Mayn't  I  read  it  to  myself?"  asked  Gyneth, 
when  the  tea-things  were  removed,  and  her  cousin 
had  unfolded  the  newspaper. 

"  Certainly,  if  you  prefer  it ;  but  I  thought  per- 
haps Mrs.  Deshon  would  like  to  hear  it." 

^*  So  I  should,  dear  Lewis,  it  is  quite  a  treat  to 
hear  you  read,  and  G-3rneth  will  not  mind  I'm  sure. 
I- will  just  fetch  my  netting,  and  then — ."  But 
Lewis  Grrantham  was  half  across  the  room  before 
she  could  finish  her  sentence,  and  in  another 
minute  he  pounced  upon  the  netting-box,  which 
was  on  a  side  table,  and  brought  it  to  her. 

The  old  lady  set  herself  comfortably  to  work, 
and  Gryneth  took  up  some  embroidery,  but  there 
was  an  unaccountable  nervousness  and  agitation 
in  her  manner,  and  she  broke  her  thread  so  ofben 
that  half  Mrs.  Deshon's  pleasure  in  the  reading 
was  spoiled  by  the  apprehension  that  G-yneth  had 
been  cheated  into  buying  rotten  embroidery  thread, 
which  she  considered  one  of  the  many  iniquitous 
inventions  of  this  Brummagem  age,  in  which 
cheapness  is  more  considered  than  durability  and 
wortn. 

Yet  tha  lawyer  read  well,  and  the  letter  was 
origiual  and  spirited.  The  cause  of  the  Greeks 
was  eloquently  pleaded,  the  old  heroic  spirit  was 
declared  to  be  latent  in  them,  and  Mr.  Gladstone 
was  warmly  applauded  for  having  appealed  to 
them  through  their  patriotic  traditions,  instead  of 
addressing  himself  only  to  their  feelings  of  self- 
interest  as  some  other  Englishmen  had  done.  He 
had  not  begun,  so  said  the  writer,  by  considering 
them  "  rascals,"  and  then  treating  them  as  such  ; 
he  had  believed  them  capable  of  the  same  patriot- 
ism, the  same  veneration  for  their  illustrious  an- 
cestors, as  glowed  in  his  own  breast,  and  if  these 
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feelings  were  ever  so   dormant  in  their  hearts, 
surely  he  had  taken  the  best  way  to  arouse  them. 

It  was  evident  that  the  writer  was  an  enthusiast, 
and  had  looked  at  the  inhabitants  of  the  Ionian 
Isles  through  a  somewhat  rose-coloured  medium^ 
but  there  was  a  generous  ardour  in  the  sentiments, 
and  a  £u*e  and  grace  in  the  style  which  made  Mrs. 
Deshon  exclaim  as  her  cousin  ceased  reading, 
"Well,  that  is  a  very  good  letter  for  a  young 
man,  and  one  would  rather  that  the  youn^  took 
too  bright  a  view  of  their  fellow-creatures,  whether 
G-reeks  or  Englishmen,  than  the  reverse.  "Were 
it  not  that  he  expresses  himself  so  well,  I  should 
guess  the  writer  to  be  scarcely  more,  than  a  boy, 
but  a  very  clever  and  high-minded  boy,  such  a 
one  as  Mrill  make  a  fine  man." 

Gyneth  looked  up  eagerly,  a  bright  flush  ting- 
ing her  cheek,  her  shady  eyes  glowing  with  an  in- 
w^*d  Are;  but  if  she  had  meant  to  speak,  the 
words  were  arrested  by  her  cousin's  saying,  "  On 
the  whole  I  am  inclined  to  think  this  is  written 
by  a  lady,  well-educated,  a  dabbler  in  classic  lore 
even,  but  very  young,  and  just  that  mixture  of 
enthusiasm  and  preiudioe  wnich  makes  a  ssealous 
partisan." 

"  But  my  dear  'Lewis,  a  lady,  a  ytmng  lady, 
writing  in  a  newspaper,  and  about  such  a  subject ! 
Impossible!"  said  Mrs.  Deshon  incredulously. 
"  Why  no  ordinary  woman  could  imagine  herself 
at  all  a  judge  of  the  matter,  and  moreover,  I  can- 
not beheve  that  a  lady,  and  much  less  a  veiT 
young  lady,  would  put  forth  her  opinions  in  such 
a  decided  way." 

"  Forgive  me,  dear  Granny,  if  I  differ  from  you," 
said  Mr.  Grantham  lightly ;  "  very  young  people 
are  more  decided  than  any  other ;  they  have  not 
learned  to  doubt  the  truth  of  their  own  convic- 
tions, and  they  fancy  that  truth  requires  only  to 
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be  stated  to  obtain  immediate  credence ;  thus  in  a 
moment  of  eager  impulse  some  innocent  young 
girl  sits  down  and  dashes  off  a  letter  to  the  editor 
of  a  magazine  or  a  newspaper,  when  an  older  and 
more  experienced  person  would  think  twice  about 
it,  or  probably  never  do  it  at  all,  knowinj?  that 
their  opinion  even  if  correct,  could  be  of  little 
value  to  the  public." 

He  was  glancing  over  the  letter  again  as  he 
spoke,  and  did  not  look  at  Gjneth.  Neither  did 
Mrs.  Deshon;  she  was  counting  the  stitches  of 
her  netting  with  a  puzzled  thoughtful  air,  and 
presently  exclaimed,  "  My  dears,  I  am  afraid  it  is 
very  uncharitable  of  me,  but  I  can't  help  thinking 
this  nineteenth  century  is  rather  like  the  times  of 
Behoboam,  when  the  young  men's  counsel  was 
taken,  and  the  old  men  were  scoffed  at.  In  my 
earlj  da^rs  young  girls  went  about  their  home 
duties  quietly  and  modestly,  and  were  content  to 
take  their  opinions  on  pubHc  questions  &om  their 
elders ;  now  they  discuss  and  argue,  and  run 
about  to  meetings,  and  write  in  the  newspapers, 
and  the  old  ideas  about  modesty  and  teachable- 
ness are  quite  set  aside.  Not  that  it  is  so  with 
all,  there  are  some  like  my  Qyneth  here, — ^why 
my  precious  child !"  For  at  this  moment  Q-yneth 
rose  from  her  chair,  and  kneeling  down  by  her 
grandmother's  side,  laid  her  head  on  her  shoulder, 
and  burst  into  a  passion  of  tears. 

^  Dear  Ghrandmamma,"  she  sobbed  out,  "  forgive 
me ;  don't  think  me  so  very  dreadful ;  I  wrote 
that  letter ;  it  was  very  foolish,  very  wrong  of  me, 
but  indeed  I  did  not  mean  any  hajm ;  it  was  im- 
pulsa,.  as  Cousin  Lewis  said." 

Unbounded  astonishment  was  Mrs.  Deshon'^ 
first  feeling,  then  certainly  displeasure,  but  pity 
for  the  offender  was  so  mingled  with  it,  that  she 
passed  her  arm  round  the  weeping  girl,  pressed 
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her  fondly  up  to  her,  even  kissed  her  tenderhr,  be- 
fore she  nerved  herself  to  say  in  accents  of  very 
gentle  reproach,  "  My  child,  1  won't  pretend  that 
I  am  not  shocked  and  grieved,  for  I  am,  but  I 
daresay  I  am  too  strict  and  old-fashioned  in  my 
notions.  I  know  it  is  the  custom  now  for  young 
people  to  follow  their  impulses  and  speak  out 
their  minds,  and  it  was  expecting  too  much,  to 
think  that  you  would  always  be  different  from  the 
other  young  folks  of  the  day." 

"  But,  Grandmamma,  I  am  worse,"  said  Gyneth 
bitterly,  "  I  am  sure  Rose  would  never  think  of 
writing  in  the  newspapers,  or  of  putting  herself 
forward  in  any  way,  no,  nor  would  any  of  the 
girls  that  I  know.  Oh,  how  could  I  be  so  con- 
ceited, so  horrid!  Don't  kiss  me,  dear  Grand- 
mamma, be  as  angry  with  me  as  I  deserve." 

But  she  might  as  well  have  asked  a  dove  to 
comport  itself  after  the  manner  of  an  eagle.  Mrs. 
Deshon  was  as  she  said,  "  shocked  and  grieved," 
but  these  feelings  never  with  her  found  vent  in 
anger.  She  continued  to  caress  her  granddaugh- 
ter, and  to  make  excuses  for  her ;  any  word  that 
seemed  to  imply  blame  stole  out  unawares,  and 
was  instantly  recalled. 

"  But,  my  love,"  she  said  after  a  while,  "  tell  me 
how  you  sent  this  letter,  and  why  you  made  such 
a  mystery  of  it." 

"  Not  to  deceive  you,'*  said  Gjneth,  raising  her 
head  proudly;  "please,  dear  Grandmamma,  don't 
think  me  so  bad  as  that.  I  wrote  it  yesterday 
morning  when  you  were  at  the  almshouses,  and  I 
posted  it  when  I  went  down  to  meet  you.  I  did 
not  think  it  would  have  been  in  the  paper  so  soon  ; 
I  thought  if  they  put  it  in  at  all,  it  would  not  be 
till  Monday,  and  then  I  meant  to  get  Monday's 
paper,  and  read  it  out  to  surprise  you,  and  make 
you  guess  who  wrote  it ;  I  was  so  silly,  I  never 
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thought  of  your  being  vexed.  Tou  know  I  was 
reading  yesterday  that  letter  in  which  Mr.  Q-lad- 
stone  was  ridiciiled,  and  the  G-reeks  abused  and 
slandered,  and  then  I  thought  of  what  Cousin 
liowis  had  told  us,  and  of  all  that  Jeannie  had 
written  about  them  to  me,  and  I  sat  down  and 
dashed  off  this — I  cannot  speak,  but  when  I  write 
the  words  all  seem  to  come — I  thought  that  truth 
must  triumph  whoever  wrote  it ;  and  oh,  Grand- 
mamma, I  was  in  a  way,  a  fit,  my  thoughts  seemed 
to  choke  me !" 

"Poor  child,  poor  love,*'  was  aU  that  Mrs. 
Deshon  could  say,  meanwhile  she  was  feeling 
G-yneth's  forehead  and  hands  which  were  burn- 
ing hot.  "The  child  is  overexcited,"  thought  she, 
"  I  have  not  taken  enough  care  of  her.  Yet  how 
could  I  guess  she  ever  troubled  herself  about  such 
subjects,  she  who  looks  so  quiet  ?  In  my  young 
days  I  should  as  soon  have  thought  of  crying  for 
the  moon,  as  of  distressing  myself  about  a  parcel 
of  troublesome  Greeks." 

Poor  G-reeks !  the  tender-hearted  old  lady  was 
rather  hard  upon  you  at  this  moment,  but  forgive 
her,  she  was  not  thinking  of  you  in  the  abstract, 
but  only  as  having  been  the  im^conscious  cause  of 
injury  to  her  precious  grandchild. 

"  Come,"  she  said  soothingly,  "  sit  down  in  the 
armchair,  my  dearest,  and  rest  your  poor  hot  head. 
There,  that's  right,  and  now  1  wiU  go  and  fetch 
some  eau-de-cologne  to  bathe  it,  and  meantime 
don't  think  any  more  of  all  this,  but  talk  a  little 
to  Lewis;  poor  Lewis!  we  have  quite  neglected 
him." 

When  she -had  left  the  room,  Mr.  Grantham 
tried  at  first  to  appear  still  absorbed  in  the  news- 
paper, but  as  two  or  three  minutes  passed  and  she 
did  not  return,  he  could  not  resist  stealing  a  glance 
at  Gyneth,  and  then  drawing  nearer  and  nearer, 


22  A  SAIBEN  OF  OITB  OWK  DAT. 

till  the  curly  head  was  hanging  ahnost  over  her 
chair,  and  the  bright  eyes  beaming  down  at  her 
with  an  eimression  of  mingled  mischief  and  sym- 
pathy. She  discerned  only  the  miscl\ief,  and 
thought  he  was  laughing  at  lier :  she  would  have 
given  much  to  be  able  to  bring  her  habitual  cold 
serenity  to  her  aid,  but  her  heart  was  too  full  of 
shame  and  vexation,  and  she  could  only  turn 
away  her  head  that  he  might  not  see  her  tears. 

But  Lewis  did  not  move,  and  his  glance  grew 
softer  and  more  solicitous,  though  it  was  in  the 
drollest  tone  in  the  world  that  he  said,  "  So  I  find 
my  little  philosopher  is  strong-minded  enough  to 
write  to  a  newspaper,  and  yet  weak-minded  enough 
to  be  terribly  distressed  when  she  finds  the  editor 
has  actually  put  the  letter  in !" 

"Oh,  Lewis,"  sobbed  poor  Gyneth,  "how  can 
you  be  so  cruel  P  think  how  I  have  vexed  grand- 
mamma." 

"  Yes,  I  do  think,  and  I  am  very  sorry  for  it. 
What  a  sweet  soul  it  is !  We  fine  nineteenth- 
century  people  will  never  make  such  ^andmothers ; 
the  good  dear  old  people  are  all  gettmg  devoured ; 
when  future  little  Ked-riding-hoods  arrive,  they 
will  find  only  wolves."  And  he  made  a  face  so 
absurdlv  like  that  which  illustrators  following  tra- 
dition nave  ascribed  to  Sed-riding-hood's  wolf, 
that  G^eth  was  betrayed  into  a  momentary  smile, 
and  the  involuntary  quotation,  "  What  great  eyes 
you  have,  grandmamma  1'  " 

It  was  very  silly  of  course,  but  somehow  &yneth 
felt  the  better  for  having  forgotten  herself  and  her 
own  troubles  one  minute,  even  in  this  babyish  way. 
She  did  not  sink  back  into  the  chair  again,  but 
rose  saying, "  I  must  not  £ret,  for  it  distresses  grand- 
mamma ;  only.  Cousin  Lewis,  your  poor  philoso- 
pher cannot  help  being  ashamed  of  having  shown 
herself  to  be  such  a  conceited  goose." 
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She  spoke  ligbtl}r,  but  her  lips  quivered,  and 
seeing  this,  her  cousin  dropped  his  bantering  tone, 
and  said  quite  gravely,  *'  1  think  jou  are  too  hard 
upon  yourself,  Q-yneni,  *  a  conceited  goose '  could 
not  have  written  that  letter,  it  is  very  innocent 
and  Quixotic,  but  there  is  nothing  that  you  need 
be  ashamed  of  in  it." 

"  But  I  ought  not  to  have  written  it,  it  was  con- 
ceited, ridiculous,  and  oh, — "  her  voice  broke  down 
into  a  sob ;  she  could  not  tell  him  what  made  her 
grief  BO  bitter — the  dread  that  she  had  been  un- 
maidenly,  that  she  had  acted  like  one  of  the 
"strong-minded  women"  whom  she  had  been 
taught  to  hold  in  horror. 

But  Lewis  arched  his  eyebrows,  and  looked 
droll  again.  "Tou  don't  expect  me  to  endorse 
all  those  hard  names,  I  hope,"  he  said  smiling, 
"  I  might  if  I  thought  you  were  going  really  to 
turn  into  one  of  those  self-opinionated,  argumen- 
tative young  ladies,  upon  whom  dear  granny  has 
been  discoursing  so  eloquently,  but  I  don't  believe 
there  is  any  fear  of  that ;  I  feel  sure  your  first 
•  appearance  in  the  columns  of  a  newspaper  will 
also  be  your  last,  at  least  for  a  good  many  years 
to  come." 

"Still  I  can  never  undo  this,"  said  Gyneth, 
taking  up  the  paper.  "  May  I  put  it  in  the 
fire?" 

"  If  you  like,  but  I  think  it  is  a  good  plan  to 

E reserve  some  memorial  of  one's  defunct  follies ;  I 
ave  a  whole  drawer  fuU  of  mine,  and  find  it  very 
wholesome  to  look  into  it  occasionally." 

The  half-playful  suggestion  was  accepted  by 
Gyneth  literally,  she  cut  out  the  letter  and  placed 
it  in  her  workbox,  then  sat  down  calmly  to  work 
again ;  calmly  that  is,  so  far  as  outward  appear- 
ances went,  but  the  sweet  face  drooped  lower 
than  usual  all  that  evening,  and  self-reproachful 
thoughts  were  still  busy  within. 
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Mm.  Deflbon'B  esrii-de-cologne  was  Bcarcely 
needed,  nor  the  other  remedieB,  a  search  for 
which  hod  occasioned  her  prolonged  aheence  from 
the  drawing-room,  but  these  signs  of  her  loving 
care  were  not  unappreciated  by  Gyneth.  Oh  how 
could  she  study  to  please  this  dear  grandmamma 
enough!  Assuredly  she  would  be  more  eameet 
in  her  efforts  for  the  future,  most  certainly  no 
more  letters  to  newspapers  should  ever  cause  grief 
between  them ! 


CHAPTEK  HI. 

"  I  WW  thee  mux  and  nought  dteoenied, 
For  Btranger  to  admire, 
A  genous  aspect,  but  it  burned 
With  no  unearthly  flro." 

Lyra  Apoiioliea. 

I  INTER  seemed  determined  to  show  that 
year  how  mild,  and  yet  how  wet  and 
dreary,  an  English  winter  can  he. 
But  there  was  flometimen  a  hright 
gleam  of  snnBhine  in  the  mornings,  and  when  this 
was  the  ease  G-yneth  might  generally  be  found  on 
the  downs  beyond  the  city,  and  always  with  a 
slight  childish  figure  by  her  side,  whose  thin  pale 
face  was  lifted  eagerly  to  catch  the  fresh  English 
breezes,  as  he  climhea  his  way  upwards,  and  whose 
blue  eyes  kept  brightening  and  brightening,  as  he 
got  gradually  into  the  higher  and  purer  air  on  the 
summit  of  the  hills. 

"  A  very  pretty  little  boy,"  Gjmeth  thought  her 
brother,  and  she  had  learned  to  mark  with  delight 
the  dawning  bloom  which  was  slowly  chasing  away 
the  pallor  from  his  cheek,  and  to  watch  anxiously 
for  the  rare  sweet  smile  which  sometimes  crept 
shyly  from  under  bis  Ions  eyelashes,  and  then 
deepened  till  the  fringed  lids  were  raised,  and  the 
innocent  eyes  flashed  out  in  all  their  beauty. 
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But  the  child  himself  was  a  mystery  to  her,  a 
mystery  which  she  had  determined  to  fathom, 
though  she  had  neglected  to  obtain  the  clue  to 
it,  as  she  might  have  done,  from  her  brother 
Lambert. 

Lambert  had  accompanied  his  brother  to  his 
grandmother's  house,  and  had  remained  there  for 
a  week  before  proceeding  to  Cambridge,  and  Gy- 
neth,  forgetting  her  prejudices,  had  welcomed  him 
gladly,  and  tried  to  be  companionable  to  him,  but 
her  sny  advances  had  met  with  a  far  greater  shy- 
ness on  his  part ;  he  could  not  be  persuaded  to 
talk  of  himself,  nor  much  of  his  home,  and  when 
as  a  last  resource  Gyneth  turned  the  conversation 
on  general  subjects,  the  few  opinions  which  he  did 
hesitatingly  put  forth,  were  so  widely  different 
from  her  own  as  to  produce  a  feeling  akin  to  an- 
tagonism. Only  once  had  he  been  drawn  into 
something  like  confidence,  and  that  was  the  day 
before  he  went  to  Cambridge,  when  she  and  Edgar 
and  he  had  climbed  upon  the  highest  ridge  of  the 
downs,  and  sauntering  slowly  along  it,  began  a  de- 
sultory conversation,  in  which  many  things  were 
touched  upon,  and  some  common  grounds  of  inte- 
rest discovered. 

Edgar  had  submitted  to  be  carried  by  his  bro- 
ther up  the  steepest  part  of  the  hill,  and  when  first 
set  down  clung  lovingly  to  his  arm,  addressing  all 
his  prattle  to  him,  and  only  now  and  then  casting 
a  furtive  glance  at  Q-yneth,  whom,  spite  of  a  week's 
intercourse,  he  seemed  to  consider  almost  a  stranger ; 
but  when  presently  his  cap  blew  off,  and  Gyneth, 
fleeter  of  foot  than  Lambert,  started  off  in  chase, 
and  brought  it  back  in  triumph,  the  little  lips 
offered  a  kiss  of  gratitude,  and  the  disengaged 
hand  stole  into  hers,  and  remained  there  content- 
edly. She  returned  the  caress  with  interest,  feel- 
ing very  much  pleased,  and  little  imagining  that 
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while  she  had  been  cap-huntmg,  Lambert  had  re- 
monstrated with  the  child  on  his  ungraciousness 
towards  her,  and  had  suggested  the  kiss  as  a  pro- 
per acknowledgment  of  her  kindness. 

In  this  happy  ignorance  she  said,  smiHng, "  Now 
I  shall  have  some  hope  that  Edgar  will  not  quite 
ciy  his  eyes  out  when  he  is  left  alone  with  grand- 
mamma and  me." 

"  I  hope  he  does  not  mean  to  cry  at  aU,"  said 
Lambert ;  "  he  is  going  to  make  himself  very  happy 
with  you,  aren't  you,  Eddie  ?  Only  please,  Gfy- 
neth,  he  ha«  set  his  heart  on  writing  to  me  eveir 
day,  and  on  no  one's  seeing  the  letter,  if  grand- 
mamma doesn't  mind." 

**  Oh,  I  am  sure  she  will  not ;  but  is  he  such  an 
accomplished  letter-writer  abeady  ?" 

"  Accomplished !  we  won't  say  much  about  that, 
but  he  knows  I  can  understand  his  hieroglyphics. 
Of  course  I  don't  mean  that  the  letter  need  be 
posted  every  day,  it  can  grow  by  degrees  and  be 
sent  off  at  the  end  of  the  week." 

"  Oh,  Bertie,"  said  the  child,  pleadingly,  "  why 
mayn't  I  send  one  every  day?" 

"Because — "  Lambert  hesitated  and  coloured, 
then  added  firmly, "  it  would  be  a  waste  of  money." 

There  was  a  double  "  Oh !"  of  wonder  on  Qy- 
neth's  part,  and  deprecation  on  Edgar's,  and  the 
child  continued,  "  I  know  you  were  right  not  to 
let  me  buy  the  sugar-lambs  in  Corfii,  Bertie,  and 
I  never  wiU  buy  things  to  eat  with  my  money  any 
more,  but  this  isn't  Hke  that ;  it's  quite,  quite  dif- 
ferent ;  do  please,  dear  Bertie,  let  me  send  you  a 
letter  every  day." 

"  You  have  forgotten  what  I  told  you  on  Sun- 
day, Eddie,"  said  Lambert,  gravely. 

"  No,  I  haven't ;  you  said  papa  hadn't  so  much 
to  give  in  charity  as  he  would  like,  because  we  aU 
cost  him  so  mucn ;  but  then  why  should  Jeannie 
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dress  like  the  proud  queen  in  the  fairy  tale,  if  we 
hayen't  enough  money  to  give  to  the  poor?" 

Lambert  looked  distressed;  perhaps,  because 
Gryneth  turned  on  him  a  glance  of  half-amused 
and  yet  half-dismayed  inquiry.  "  Edgar  imagines 
that  Jeannie's  gay  ball-dresses  are  something  very 
wonderfiil  and  costly,"  he  explained ;  "  but  I  told 
you  you  must  not  concern  yourself  about  that, 
JSddie;  all  you  have  to  do  is  to  try  to  be  self- 
denying  and  careful  yourself." 

"But  this  matter  of  the  postage-stamps  is  so 
trifling,"  said  Gyneth,  "  I  will  give  them  to  him 
withpleasure,  if  you  will  let  me." 

"  Yes,  I  know  it  is  nothing  in  itself,  and  pray 
don't  think  I  want  to  teach  Eddie  stinginess,  but 
if  you  knew  how  they  all  at  home — I  mean — " 
catching  up  his  words  in  some  confusion,  ''ho'nr 
anxious  I  am  that  he  should  not  get  into  the  habit 
of  indulging  himself  in  every  fancy  merely  because 
it  is  his  fancy." 

G-yneth  looked  up  smiling;  Lambert's  senti- 
ments  were  so  wondrous  wise  for  a  youth  of  nine- 
teen, that  she  almost  expected  to  see  the  pheno- 
menon of  the  "  old  head  on  young  shoulders,"  but 
his  light  hair  and  eyebrows,  and  fair,  delicate  com- 
plexion, made  him,  on  the  contrary,  look  even 
younger  than  he  was,  and  the  quiet  refined  face 
would  have  been  almost  effeminate,  if  it  had  not 
been  for  the  resolute,  determined  expression  of  the 
firm^-set  mouth. 

"  But,  Lambert,  I  want  to  understand,"  Gyneth 
said,  growing  grave  again,  "  ought  we  really  to  be 
so  very  careful  ?  has  not  papa  a  good  income  ?" 

"  Yes,  very  fair,  but  he  nas  had  so  many  ex- 
penses— Lawrence's  education,  and  my  iUness,  and 
other  things,  and  in  his  position  as  colonel  of  the 
regiment,  he  is  obliged  to  entertain  a  good  deal,  so 
all  together — ^but,  Gryneth,  I  would  rather  you 
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should  judge  for  yourself  how  matters  stand ;  the 
regiment  will  probably  be  ordered  home  this 
summer,  and  then  you  will  soon  learn  to  know  us 
and  our  ways." 

^*  But  will  papa  and  mamma  care  to  have  me 
with  them  P  Grandmamma  speaks  sometimes  as 
if  she  should  like  to  keep  me  silwayg/' 

"  Ah,  but  there  will  be  some  objectors  to  that, 
and  first  of  all,  mamma,  I  think,  for  if  Jeannie 
marries  she  will  want  you  at  home  very  much,  and 
I  suppose  you  know  Mr.  Hutchinson  is  likely  to 
press  for  the  wedding  ere  long." 

"  Yes,  I  know,  and  I  am  sorry.     Lewis  says  Mr. 
Hutchinson  has  no  imagination." 
,   "  And  is  that  such  an  oflfence  in  your  eyes  ?" 

"Not  exactly;  but  I  never  could  care  in  the 
least  for  a  very  unimaginative  person  ;  and  a  whole 
life  passed  with  one  would  be  a  species  of  martyr- 
dom, I  should  think." 

"Bertie  says  you  mustn't  call  things  martyr- 
doms," interrupted  Edgar;  "he  didn't  like  Panny 
to  say  it  of  her  music  lessons." 

"  1  see,  you  think  it  too  high  a  word,"  said  G-y- 
neth  reflectively ;  "  and  sodt  is,  you  are  quite  right, 
Lambert,  I  am  sorry  I  used  it." 

Lambert  looked  as  confused  as  if  he  had  been 
the  person  in  fault.  "  It  does  seem  a  pity  to  make 
words  like  that  common,"  he  said ;  "  and,  besides, 
I  think  one  feels  sorry  to  find  either  oneself  or 
other  people  usin^  exaggerated  expressions,  talk- 
ing about '  tremendous  inflictions,'  and  '  insufler- 
able  bores,'  and  '  awful  undertakings,'  and  '  perfect 
penances,'  when  much  smaller  words  would  suffice." 

"  You  are  like  grandmamma ;  it  makes  her  quite 
indignant,  when  one  of  the  drapers  in  High  Street, 
who  is  always  selling  ofl*,  sticks  a  placard  with 
'  Tremendous  Sacrifice ! ! !'  on  it,  to  a  shawl  which 
he  is  going  to  seU  for  twenty  shillings  instead  of 
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twenty-fiye.  She  says  people  are  getting  bo  ac- 
customed to  exaggeration,  tliat  they  will  in  time 
forget  how  to  spe^  the  plain  truth  at  all." 

"  Those  matter-of-fact  people  whom  you  dislike 
BO  much  are  the  best  truth-tellers,"  saia  Lambert. 

''  Yes,  perhaps,  when  they  are  speaking  of  facts  ; 
but,  oh,  how  unfair  they  are  when  ideas  are  dis- 
cussed, and  how  unjustly  they  judge  of  other  people 
because  their  imagination  is  not  strong  enough 
to  suggest  to  them  any  other  springs  of  action 
than  those  which  influence  themselves !" 

And  G-yneth  thought  of  Mr.  Hutchinson's  harsh 
judfiinents  of  the  Greeks,  and  waxed  ahnost  yehe- 
m^t  in  her  indigBatioD!  But  Lambert  Bmiled, 
and  said  quietly,  "  Want  of  charity  is  so  common, 
that  one  cannot  ascribe  it  to  unimaginative  people 
alone;  and  if  they  do  not  always  discern  other 
people's  good  motives,  at  any  rate  they  are  not 
likely  to  invent  bad  ones  for  them.  I  am  bound 
to  stand  on  the  defensive,  for  I  am  trying  hard  to 
become  matter-of-fact  myself" 

"  But  you  never  wiU  be  so  really.  Lewis  says 
your  enthusiasm  was  quite  re&eshuig  after  Mr. 
Hutchinson's  commonplaces.  I  don't  think  you 
can  be  serious  in  wishing  to  become  matter-of- 
fact  ?" 

Lambert  did  not  answer;  in  the  code  that  he 
had  formed  for  his  own  guidance,  he  had  made  it 
a  fault  ever  to  speak  of  himself  unneceBsarily,  and 
he  was  already  repenting  of  his  caaual  allusion  to 
the  pleaciure  he  ^It  at  findiug  himself  becoming 
more  matter-of-fact.  Oh,  if  there  are  many  people 
who  '  let  themselves  go,'  as  it  were,  who  scarcely 
attempt  self-government  at  aU,  surely  there  are 
others  who  rule  themselves  somewhat  harshly, 
whose  private  code  is  so  Draconian,  that  it  would 
be  actual  tyranny  if  applied  to  any  other  than 
their  own  poor  faulty  selves!      Only  they  are 
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mostly  yerj  young,  for  as  people  adTance  in  life 
they  learn  to  know  more  of  themselves ;  they  are 
too  bowed  down  with  the  weight  of  their  real  sins, 
to  take  to  themselves  an  added  burden  of  ima« 
ginary  crimes. 

Lambert  Deshon  was  only  nineteen,  his  con- 
science was  very  tender,  his  standard  of  right  the 
highest  possible,  and  from  having  been  for  many 
years  an  invalid,  he  had  lived  comparatively  out 
of  the  world,  and  had  fallen  into  a  habit  of  jealous 
introspection,  good  in  so  much  as  it  ministered  to 
humility,  but  almost  morbidly  acute  in  the  detec- 
tion of  little  germs  of  evil,  which  had  better  have 
been  stifled  at  once,  than  thought  over,  and  stu- 
died, and  made  the  subject  of  so  much  inward 
grief.  Grief  deepened  perhaps  by  want  of  sym- 
pathy :  for  his  parents  and  the  sister  and  brother 
next  to  him  in  age  were  very  unlike  himself;  and 
though  he  had  unconsciously  moulded  little  Edgar 
to  something  of  his  own  likeness,  he  could  scarcely 
as  yet  admit  him  into  full  confidence. 

If  Gyneth  had  known  how  sad  his  heart  was, 
she  would  not  have  felt  so  hurt  as  she  did  at  the 
sudden  coldness  which  his  manner  assumed,  when 
passing  over  her  remark,  he  observed,  "  Perhaps 
you  may  soon  have  an  opportunity  of  making 
Hutchinson's  acquaintance,  and  when  you  know 
both  him  and  Jeannie,  you  will  see  how  well  suited 
they  are  to  each  other,  and  how  little  she  is 
likely  to  distress  herself  about  his  want  of  imagi- 
nation." 

''  But  Jeannie  does  not  write  as  if  she  were  un- 
imaginative," said  Gyneth:  '' sometimes  there 
have  been  pieces  in  her  letters  about  freedom,  and 
heroism,  and  so  on,  which  I  have  thought  quite 
beautiful." 

**  Ah,  that  is  when  she  is  under  the  Gontessa's 
influence,  a  young  Greek  lady  I  mean,  who  is  full 
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of  enthusiasm  about  her  country,  and  of  love  for 
all  that  is  grand  and  noble ;  no  wonder  she  inspires 
Jeannie  with  some  of  her  ideas." 

"  Then  do  you  mean  that  Jeannie  does  not  care 
about  these  things  herself?  Oh,  I  can  scarcely 
believe  that ;  I  have  always  fancied  her  as  high- 
minded  as  she  is  beautiful.  Of  course  I  know 
very  little  of  her  really,  for  since  we  were  quite 
tiny  childreii  I  have  omy  seen  her  by  glimpses,  but 
the  little  I  saw  gave  me  such  a  charming  idea  of 
her ;  she  seemed  to  me  to  embody  the  word  love- 
liness, which  no  one  else  that  I  faiow  does,  except 
grandmamma. '  * 

"Yes,  she  is  lovely  indeed,  and  most  loveable 
too,"  said  Lambert  with  more  warmth  than  he  had 
yet  shown:  "when  you  know  her,  Gryneth,  you 
wiU  retract  your  assertion  that  you  *  cannot  care 
in  the  least  for  unimaginative  people.'  " 

Gryneth  looked  almost  impatient ;  she  could  not 
give  up  her  belief  in  the  highminded,  intellectual 
sister  who  had  been  for  so  long  the  favourite  ob- 
ject of  her  day  dreams ;  she  woitld  not  accept  in  her 
stead  the  pretty,  amiable,  prosaic  creature,  which 
Lambert's  remarks  had  conjured  up  before  her 
imagination,  as  the  portrait  of  the  real  Jeannie. 

"  Perhaps  there  is  more  in  her  than  you  give 
her  credit  for,  Lambert,"  she  persisted. 

"Tes,"  said  Lambert  quietly.  He  had  a  pecu- 
liar way  of  saying  yes,  not  only  affirmatively,  but 
interrogatively,  and  sometimes,  as  in  this  instance, 
with  a  mixture  of  the  two. 

Gryneth  gave  up  the  subject  in  despair,  and 
fearing  lest  her  brother  might  be  offended  at  the 
little  interest  she  had  shown  in  all  that  concerned 
him,,  compared  with  the  warm  feeling  she  had  ex- 
pressed towards  Jeannie,  she  began  to  ask  how  he 
Hked  the  prospect  of  his  life  at  Cambridge,  and 
why  he  had  not  rather  chosen  to  go  to  Oxford. 
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"  I  had  scarcely  a  right  to  choose,"  he  replied : 
**  my  father  preferred  Cambridge  for  me,  from  his 
having  been  there  himself,  and  having  some  friends 
among  the  authorities  there  now." 

"WeU,  Cambridge  or  Oxford,  it  is  much  the 
same,"  said  G-yneth,  *^  you  will  have  two  or  three 
years  of  hard  study,  learning  all  that  is  best  worth 
knowing,  and  then — oh,  I  envy  you,  Lambert ! — 
you  will  be  a  clergyman,  I  suppose,  the  noblest 
calling  of  all." 

"I  am  glad  you  think  it  so,"  he  answered 
warmly. 

'^  Oi  course  I  do,"  and  she  began  to  quote  La- 
martine. 

"  Humble  est  le  nom  de  prStre  ?  oh !  n*eii  rougissez  pas, 
Ma  mere,  il  n'en  est  point  de  plus  noble  ici-bas. 
Le  pretre  est  Turne  sainte  au  dome  suspendue, 
Ou  I'eau  trouble  du  puits  n'est  jamais  repandue. 
Que  ne  rougit  jamais  le  nectar  des  humains, 
Qu*il8  ne  se  passent  pas  pleine  de  mains  en  mains, 
Mais  ou  Therbe  odorante,  oil  Tencens  de  Taurore 
Au  feu  du  sacrifice  en  tout  temps  s*eyapore." 

He  half  smiled,  then  said  gently  and  reverently, 
"  How  poor  that  seems,  compared  with  the  words 
'  Let  a  man  so  account  of  us  as  of  the  ministers 
of  Chbist,  and  stewards  of  the  mysteries  of  Q-od  !* " 

It  was  the  highest  view  which  could  be  taken 
of  the  calling  to  which  he  meant  to  devote  him- 
self;  and  a  feeling  akin  to  awe  kept  Gj-yneth  silent 
imtil  she  heard  him  murmur  softly  the  words 
which  follow :  "  Moreover,  it  is  required  in  stewards 
that  a  man  be  found  faithful"  and  then  undis- 
mayed by  his  sigh  of  despondency,  she  looked 
radiantly  up  at  him,  and  whispered,  "  *  Thou  wilt 
not  be  xtntrue,  thou  shall  not  be  beguiled.' " 

"  One  dares  not  trust  oneself,"  he  answered 
sadly ;  '^  so  many  begin  well,  and  then  are  disap- 
pointed and  sink  into  carelessness  or  apathy,  or 
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something  near  it,  putting  themselyes,  and  their 
health,  and  their  family,  before  their  parish  and 
the  needs  of  their  people." 

''  Oh,  but  so  many  aon*t ;  one  sees  and  hears  of 
so  many  good,  devoted,  unselfish  clergymen ;  and 
I  don't  see  why  you  should  be  afraid  that  disap- 
pointment will  damp  your  zeal,  for  you  know  " — 
she  hesitated,  almost  afraid  to  quote  any  more 
poetry,  lest  he  should  think  her  a  sentimental 
young  lady,  and  yet  too  much  in  earnest  to  keep 
back  for  more  than  a  minute  the  words  she  was 
longing  to  utter : 

"  In  weariness 
In  disappointment  or  distress, 
When  strength  decays,  or  hope  grows  dim, 
We  ever  may  recur  to  Him 

Who  has  the  golden  oil  divine 
Wherewith  to  feed  our  fuling  urns. 
Who  watches  every  lamp  that  hums 

Before  His  sacred  shrme." 

He  did  not  smile  at  this  quotation ;  she  could 
see  that  he  liked  it,  and  that  it  had  cheered  him, 
though  he  only  said,  "  Thank  you  for  putting  me 
in  mind  of  that." 

The  brightness  of  the  morning  was  passing,  and 
it  was  time  to  be  turning  homewards.  Lambert 
perched  Edgar  on  his  shoulder,  and  ran  with  him. 
down  the  hill,  a  feat  which  highly  delighted  the 
child,  though  the  elder  brother's  breath  came  in 
such  gasps  afterwards,  that  Gyneth  feared  the 
effort  nad  been  too  much  for  him.  A  sisterly 
affection  was  springing  up  in  her  heart  for  Lam- 
bert; those  few  moments  of  confidence  had  en- 
deared him  to  her  so  much. 

But,  alas !  he  went  away  the  next  day,  and  the 
letters  which  he  now  occasionally  wrote  to  her  were 
short,  and  eyen  dry,  so  that  her  feeling  for  him 
somewhat  languished  again,  and  she  did  not  giye 
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a  very  enthusiastic  description  of  him  to  Bose, 
who  had  been  absent  during  his  stay  at  Mrs. 
Deshon's,  and  who  on  her  return  demanded  "  a 
full,  true,  and  particular  account  of  this  wonder- 
ful Lambert  Deshon,  of  whom  she  had  heard  such 
contradictory  reports." 

Gyneth  maintained  that  there  was  nothing 
"  wonderful "  about  him,  except  the  extraordinary 
influence  which  he  had  managed  to  acquire  oyer 
little  Edgar,  who  continued  to  defer  to  all  "  Ber- 
tie's "  opinions  in  his  absence  just  as  much  as  he 
had  done  in  his  presence,  or  rather  far  more,  since 
there  was  now  but  little  opportunity  for  pleading 
for  a  reversal  of  any  of  his  decrees.  Nothing 
would  persuade  the  child  to  accept  of  any  indul- 
gence which  he  thought  Lambert  would  not  have 
permitted  him.  Though  evidently  feeling  rather 
lonely  and  "  eerie  "  the  first  night  after  Lambert 
had  left  them,  he  steadily  declined  all  Gyneth's 
offers  to  sit  with  him  till  he  fell  asleep,  and  even 
refused  to  have  a  light  left  burning  in  his  room, 
saying,  "  Bertie  said  it  was  not  right  to  be  afraid 
of  the  dark."  How  manfully  he  struggled  with 
his  feelings  of  dreariness  and  strangeness  during 
the  first  sleepless  hour  or  two  of  that  night,  no 
one  but  himself  ever  knew,  but  they  were  too 
much  for  him  at  last,  and  when  G-yneth  and  her 
grandmamma  were  at  supper,  a  patter  of  little 
bare  feet  was  heard  along  the  passage,  and  then 
the  door  of  the  sitting-room  was  slowly  opened, 
and  a  little  fair  head  peeped  in.  The  silken  curls 
tangled  by  restless  tossmg  on  his  pillow,  hung 
down  upon  his  shoulders  in  most  picturesque  dis- 
order, and  had  been  shaken  to  the  front  so  as  to 
hide  the  small  scrap  of  white  night-dress  which 
would  otherwise  have  been  visible.  He  was  very 
shy  of  exhibiting  himself  in  his  toilette  de  nuit, 
and  would  not  enter  the  room  till  G-yneth  went 
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over  to  him,  and  lifting  him  in  her  arms  carried 
him  to  the  supper-table,  and  put  him  down  on  his 
grandmamma's  knee.  Then  with  the  small  white 
face  hidden  in  those  tender,  motherly  arms,  Edgar 
began  a  sobbing  excuse  for  what  he  evidently  con- 
sidered very  culpable  behaviour,  promising  that 
he  would  be  braver  another  night,  and  "  try  not 
to  mind  the  dark  creeping  aU  round  him."  But 
he  found  himself  pitied  and  caressed,  instead  of 
blamed,  and  in  a  few  minutes  was  seated  at  the 
table,  wrapped  up  in  his  grandmamma's  shawl, 
and  devouring  one  of  those  delightful  little  cakes 
on  the  manufacture  of  which  Mrs.  Deshon  so 
prided  herself. 

Yet  he  was  not  quite  at  ease  even  then  ;  it  was 
plain  that  he  thought  he  had  been  cowardly,  and 
that  Lambert  would  have  been  displeased  if  he 
had  known  it;  nor  was  he  consolea  till  he  had 
told  his  brother  all  about  it  in  his  first  weekly 
letter,  and  had  received  an  answer  which  con- 
tained these  words,  "  I  am  not  surprised  that  you 
felt  a  little  forlorn  the  first  night,  Eddie,  and  am 
very  glad  that  grandmamma  and  G-yneth  com- 
forted you  so  kindly."  A  very  simple  sentence 
which  yet  had  an  almost  ni4ical  effect  upon 
Edgar,  who  read  it  over  and  over  to  himself 
throughout  the  day,  and  danced  and  frisked  about 
so  bhthely  after  each  ftesh  perusal,  that  Ghyneth 
was  puzzled  to  think  what  it  could  be  that  so  ez- 
citeahim. 

As  he  became  more  familiar  with  her,  she  hoped 
that  he  would  prattle  freely  to  her  about  his 
home,  that  home  of  which  she  knew  so  little, 
though  it  was  her  own  by  right ;  but  no,  Lambert 
had  said  he  must  not  teU  *"  some  things  "  about 
his  home  life,  and  he  was  evidently  so  perplexed 
between  the  things  which  he  miffht  and  those 
which  he  might  not  tell,  that  the  subject  was  dis- 
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tasteful  to  liiiD,  and  Gyneth  ceased  to  press  it  on 
him.  She  was  very  much  distressed  at  finding 
that  her  brother  had  thought  it  necessary  to  en- 
force this  reserve.  "  Surely,"  she  said  to  herself, 
''he  might  have  trusted  me  so  far  as  to  believe 
that  I  would  not  let  Edgar  tell  me  anything  I 
thought  my  brothers  and  sisters  would  not  like 
me  to  know.  And  he  might  have  guessed  what 
pleasure  it  would  give  me  to  hear  about  their 
books,  and  their  work,  and  their  amusements, 
those  little  things  which  letters  never  tell."  Per- 
haps she  would  not  have  been  so  much  vexed  if 
she  had  known  that  the  prohibition  which  dwelt 
on  Edgar's  mind  had  been  delivered  merely  in- 
cidentally the  day  of  their  walk  on  the  downs, 
and  expressed  thus ;  "  Eddie,  I  did  not  like  to  hear 
you  talking  of  Jeannie's  fine  dresses  before  Gtj- 
neth,  it  is  not  kind  to  tell  her  of  anything  that  is 
wrong,  or  that  you  fancy  to  be  wrong,  in  what 
goes  on  at  home ;  you  mustn't  do  it." 

And  if  Lambert  could  have  foreseen  how  over- 
scmpulously  Edgar  would  adhere  to  his  least  com- 
mands, putting  them  far  before  any  orders  &om 
his  grandmamma  or  his  sister,  he  would  certainly 
have  been  very  carefdl  how  he  laid  them  on  him. 
For  Lambert's  object  had  not  been  to  gain  for 
himself  an  ''  extraordinary  influence  "  over  Edgar's 
mind,  but  only  to  lead  this  much-loved  little  bro- 
ther to  bend  to  that  Divine  influence  which  works 
silently  in  the  heart  of  every  Christian  child,  and 
which,  according  as  it  is  resisted  or  submitted  to, 
will  cease  altogether,  or  become  so  all-powerful 
that  the  wh(de  life  shall  be  moulded  by  it,  and 
moulded  after  a  heavenly  Hkeness. 


CHAPTEE  IV. 

"  How  pleased  we  wander  forth, 

When  May  is  whispering,  *  Come  ! 
Choose  from  the  bowers  of  virgin  earth 

The  happiest  for  your  home  ; 
Heaven's  bounteous  love  through  me  is  spread 

From  sunshine,  clouds,  winds,  waves, 
Drops  on  the  mouldering  turret's  head. 

And  on  your  turf-clad  graves  !* " 

WORDBWOBTH. 

HE  wet  drear  winter  passed  away  at 
last,  and  spring  brought  brightness 
with  it.  As  Q-yneth  sat  one  May  day 
on  a  mossy  bank  in  the  Convent  gar- 
den, the  nuld  spring  sunshine  streamed  deUciously 
over  her,  and  little  fitful  breezes  brought  to  her  a 
faint,  sweet  fragrance  from  the  primrose  tufts 
which  were  clustered  here  and  there  beneath  the 
trees.  She  was  reading  Coleridge's  "  Christabel," 
and  its  weird  beauty  took  such  hold  upon  her, 
that  she  was  completely  absorbed,  and  scarcely 
noticed  the  desultory  chatter  of  little  Edgar,  who 
seated  on  the  ground  beside  her  was  what  he 
called  "  carving  "  the  outside  of  a  cocoa-nut  shell 
with  a  penknife,  and  was  especially  bent  upon  the 
fashioning  of  a  certain  man  with  many  heads,  in 
imitation  of  the  grotesque  figures  on  his  grand- 
mamma's Indian  cabinet. 
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"  Don't  you  think  it  would  look  very  fiinny  if 
he  were  to  nave  another  head  under  his  arm  ?"  he 
inquired  presently  of  his  sister. 

"Very,"  answered  Gyneth,  mechanically:  she 
had  just  come  to  the  description  of  Bracy's  dream, 
and  her  heart  was  tremblmg  for  the  fate  of  the 
poor  dove,  the  type  of  the  pure-hearted  ChristabeL 

"  And  another  peeping  out  of  his  pocket,"  con- 
tinued Edgar  with  perfect  gravity. 

"  Yes,  very  pretty,"  said  Gyneth  absently,  then 

Eerceiving  from  Edgar's  start  of  surprise  tnat  she 
ad  given  an  inappropriate  answer,  she  good- 
naturedly  laid  down  her  book,  and  proceeded  to 
examine  the  many-headed  individual.  Suddenly 
a  man's  clear  voice  was  heard  carolling  through 
the  trees,  the  blithe  tone  and  tune  strangely  con- 
trasting with  the  plaintive  words : 


"  Oh,  were  I  young  for  thee,  as  I  ha'  been 
We  might  now  be  galloping  down  on  yon  green, 
And  linking  it  o'er  on  yon  lily-white  lea ; 

.   And  oh  gin  I  were  but  young  for  thee." 

Gyneth  knew  the  old  ballad  well,  and  stiU  bet- 
ter the  voice  of  the  singer,  but  it  startled  her  just 
then,  and  she  exclaimed,  "  Lewis  at  this  time  of 
day !  What  can  have  happened  to  bring  him 
here  so  early  ?" 

He  certainly  did  not  look  as  if  anything  par- 
ticular had  happened,  he  came  towards  her  quite 
slowly,  and  his  greeting  was  most  lazily  uncon- 
scious of  any  necessity  for  explanation.  "  How 
d'ye  do,  Gyneth?  Well,  Edgar,"  and  then  he 
sat  down  beside  them  and  took  up  Gyneth's  book. 

"  I  shaU  begin  to  thiok  I  have  been  under  one 
of  Geraldine's  spells,  and  slept  away  the  after- 
noon," said  Gyneth.  "  Is  this  the  legitimate  hour 
for  your  arrival  ?  or  is  it,  as  I  previously  imagined, 
about  twelve  o'clock  in  the  morning  ?" 
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"  It  ought  to  be  the  afternoon,  judging  by  your 
book,"  he  answered ;  "  if  I  were  granny,  I  would  - 
not  allow  poetry  till  after  two  o'clock  in  the  day." 

She  coloured  slightly,  and  said  in  an  apologetic 
tone,  "  I  could  not  settle  to  anything  dry  to-day ; 
you  know  that  papa  may  possibly  arrive  to-nignt, 
don't  you  ?" 

"  Yes :  at  least  I  know  that  the  steamer  he  is 
coming  in  is  expected  at  Southampton  to-day,  and  it 
was  a  suspicion  that  you  would  be  in  a  great  state 
of  perturbation  that  brought  me  down  so  early ; 
or  rather  partly  that,  and  partly  a  selfish  longing 
for  a  holiday.  And  now  let  us  plan  some  expedi- 
tion, *  'gin  I  were  as  young  as  Iha'  been,'  I  should 
propose  to  '  beg,  borrow,  or  steal '  some  horses, 
and  have  a  dashing  gallop  over  the  downs ;  but  I 
am  growing  old  and  lazy,  therefore  I  leave  it  to 
you  to  suggest  some  milder  mode  of  amusement." 

"  I  have  been  wishing  to  go  over  to  Traversham 
to  see  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Helmore,  and  Bose  promised 
to  take  me,  but  her  father  has  been  ill,  and  she 
has  not  been  able.  I  am  sure  she  will  lend  me 
her  pony-carriage  if  you  will  drive,  only  I  don't 
like  to  leave  grandmamma,  and  I  am  afraid  she 
will  not  care  to  come  with  us." 

"  I  have  been  talking  to  her,  and  she  told  me 
that  she  has  some  shopping  to  do  in  the  town,  and 
can  spare  you  quite  welL  As  for  this  little  being 
here,  I  suppose  we  must  take  him  with  us." 

"Not  ii  I  haven't  finished  my  monster,"  said 
Ed^ar,  who  rather  resented  the  appellation  "a 
little  being,"  and  had  just  devised  a  sixth  head 
for  his  favourite. 

"  Ah,  but  we  will  take  monster  and  all,  and  you 
can  continue  to  embellish  him  as  we  go  along. 
What  a  fascinating  brute  he  seems !  You've  been 
so  busy  over  him  that  I  haven't  seen  anything  but 
your  curls  and  the  tip  of  your  nose  all  this  time*"- 
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Edgar  tossed  back  his  golden  locks,  and  lifted 
liis  clear  soft  glance  to  his  cousin's  face. 

"  Bertie  shall  haye  my  monster  when  he's  done," 
he  obseryed  confidentially. 

^  [Rather  he  than  I,''  laughed  Lewis ;  ^  so  you 
don't  forget  Bertie  now  he's  away  from  you  ?" 

A  demurely  uttered  "No,"  was  the  only  re* 
sponse. 

''  And  I  suppose  sister  G-yneth  is  able  to  report 
to  him  that  you  are  a  yery  good  boy  ?" 

There  was  no  answer,  and  the  little  head  drooped 
till  the  fair  face  was  hidden  in  its  curls  again. 
Edgar  liked  his  lawyer  cousin  yery  well,  and  was 
quite  ready  to  prattle  to  him  about  his  monster, 
and  so  on,  but  cdl  that  concerned  his  own  conduct 
and  feelings  was  a  secret  between  himself  and 
"Bertie." 

Mr.  G-rantham  ascribed  his  behayiour  to  mo- 
desty, and  turning  with  a  smile  to  Gyneth,  said, 
"  I  must  come  to  you  for  Edgar's  character  when 
I  want  it.  But  now  can  I  be  the  bearer  of  any 
message  to  Miss  Bumaby  for  you  ?  I  shall  haye 
time  to  go  to  the  Close  and  back  before  Granny's 
dinner  hour." 

So  Gyneth  went  indoors  to  write  a  billet  to  her 
friend,  and  Lewis,  after  upsetting  Edgar  on  the 
grass,  and  seducing  him  into  a  game  of  roi^ps, 
followed,  and  talked  nons^oise  to  Mrs.  Deshon, 
till  the  note  was  finished  and  consigned  to  his  care. 

Bose  was  most  willing  to  lend  her  pony-carriage, 
and  accordingly  it  was  brought  to  Mrs.  Deshon's 
door  at  half-past  two  o'clock,  and  Lewis,  Gyneth, 
and  Edgar  took  their  places  in  it,  the  latter  with 
his  beloyed  cocoa-nut  diell  carefully  tucked  under 
his  arm. 

Who  does  not  know  the  delights  of  a  driye 
through  quiet  country  lanes  at  that  particular 
time  of  year,  when  spring  is  just  ripening  into 
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summer  ?  WKo  has  not  watched  for  the  purple 
orchis  blooming  on  the  bank,  for  the  white  haw- 
thorn clusters  in  the  hedge,  for  those  breaks 
through  which  a  peep  of  the  country  may  be  seen, 
hill  and  dale  stretching  out  beneath  the  sunshine, 
patches  of  rich  red  cloyer  alternating  with  green 
expanses  of  springing  wheat,  fields  with  daisies 
pied,  and  copses  blue  with  wild  hyacinths  ?  And 
oh,  the  bright  fresh  hues  of  everything  T  the  vivid 
green  of  the  fiill-leafed  trees,  the  tender  green 
of  the  grass,  the  pale  delicate  green  of  the  newly- 
bursting  leaflets,  of  the  lime  buds,  and  the  feathery 
larches.  How  one's  heart  rejoices  in  it,  how  one 
feels  impelled  to  take  up  the  Song  of  the  Three 
Children,  '*  Oh  all  ye  green  things  upon  the  earth, 
bless  ye  the  Lobd  :  praise  Him,  and  magnify  Him 
for  ever !" 

Gyneth  did  not  care  to  talk,  she  leaned  back 
silently  in  the  low,  cushioned  carriage,  enjoying  in 
her  own  dreamy  way  the  beauty  and  the  bright- 
ness round  her ;  and  Lewis,  who  would  infinitely 
have  preferred  conversation,  was  unselfish  enough 
to  indulge  his  young  cousin's  mood  and  leave  her 
tmdisturbed.  it  was  really  a  great  piece  of  self- 
denial,  for  his  mind  was  brimming  over  with 
thoughts,  fresh  thoughts,  quaint  thoughts,  plea- 
sant thoughts,  such  as  would  not  always  come  at 
his  call  in  his  dusky  London  home,  but  which 
flocked  to  him  unbidden  in  the  sweet  country 
air. 

Not  that  he  forgot  the  poor  city  folk  whom  he 
had  lefb  behind :  when  as  he  drew  near  the  village 
of  Traversham,  a  band  of  rosy-faced  children  came 
trooping  by,  he  looked  at  them  long  and  earnestly, 
and  coidd  not  forbear  exclaiming,  '*  Oh,  that  I  had 
some  of  the  poor  pale  children  who  pine  in  our 
London  alleys,  here !  What  fun  it  would  be  to 
see  them  racing  about  these  meadows,  finding  out 
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what  fi'esh  air  and  Bunsliiiie  mean  for  once  in  their 
lives,  poor  little  bouLs  I" 

"  How  much  would  it  cost  to  bring  'em  aU  down 
by  the  railway  ?"  inquired  Edgar  with  a  practical 
business-like  air. 

"  All !  my  dear  Eddie,  you  have  no  idea  of  the 
numbers ;  did  you  mean — " 

"  Oh,"  stammered  the  child,  his  face  flushing 
suddenly,  "  I  only  meant — I  have  a  whole  pound 
now  !  would  it  pay  for  some  of  the  tiny  little  chil- 
dren coming  down  in  the  railway  train  to  play 
about  in  the  fields  ?" 

Edgar  did  not  in  the  least  understand  why  so 
sweet  and  kindly  a  gleam  should  just  then  soften 
the  keenness  of  his  cousin's  eyes,  nor  why  he  should 
turn  and  say  softly  to  Gyneth,  "  Tridy  we  may 
well  be  bidden  to  become  like  little  children.'* 
But  of  course  he  was  thinking  of  the  little  London 
children !  and  no  doubt  they  were  very  good,  they 
must  be,  if  Cousin  Lewis  wished  to  be  like  them  ! 

"Do  you  think  the  pound  will  keep  a  little, 
Edgar  ?  or  will  it  bum  a  hole  in  your  pocket  be- 
fore the  summer  ?"  said  Mr.  G-rantham ;  "  a  great 
friend  of  mine  who  has  a  large  parish  in  the  East 
of  London  wants  to  take  the  children  of  his  schools 
to  the  Crystal  Palace  in  July,  but  it  will  cost  a 
good  deal,  and  he  has  not  much  money  at  his  com- 
mand. Should  you  like  to  give  something  towards 
this  scheme,  do  you  think?" 

Edgar  looked  doubtful,  the  Crystal  Palace  was 
only  a  vague  idea  to  him :  "  I  would  rather  pay  to 
let  the  children  see  the  buttercups,"  he  said. 

"  Very  well,  it  shall  be  just  as  you  like,  but  I 
daresay  the  Crystal  Palace  party  will  see  plenty 
of  flowers  on  their  way,  besides  all  the  pretty 
things  and  wonders  and  monsters  in  the  Palace 
itself." 

"  Monsters !"  said  Edgar,  brightening  and  glanc- 


44  A  icAiDSir  OF  omi  owir  day. 

ing  lovingly  at  his  six-headed  favourite,  **  are  thej 
very  funny  ?  would  the  little  children  like  to  see 
them,  do  you  think  ?" 

''  I  should  think  so,  since  most  baimies  have  a 
liking  for  what  is  grotesque.   But  see,  here  we  are." 

They  had  stopped  at  the  door  of  the  rectory,  a 
picturesque  old-fashioned  place,  ''red  brick  and 
ashlar,  long  and  low,  with  dormer  and  with  oriels 
lit,"  and  just  beyond  was  the  church,  of  pale  grey 
stone,  just  fresh  enough  to  mark  it  as  the  work 
of  moaem  times,  but  yet  designed  in  so  pure  a 
taste  as  to  show  that  it  had  been  fashioned  after 
the  architectural  models  bequeathed  to  us  by  the 
"  Ages  of  Faith." 

Tike  Sector  and  his  wife  were  not  at  home,  but 
the  servant  believed  they  were  somewhere  in  the 
village,  and  would  be  back  soon,  and  pressed  Gy- 
neth  to  walk  in  and  wait  for  them.  She  preferred, 
however,  visiting  the  church,  and  went  thither 
with  Edgar,  while  Lewis  waited  till  a  lad  could  be 
found  of  sufficient  age  and  steadiness  to  be  en- 
trusted with  temporary  charge  of  Bose's  frisky 
ponies. 

The  north  and  south  doors  of  the  church  which 
faced  each  other  were  both  open,  and  firom  the  deep 
rich  gloom  of  the  interior,  the  eye  might  wander 
to  the  sunlit  outer  world,  the  glimpse  of  winding 
path  flecked  with  leafy  shadows  from  the  trees, 
the  flower-strewn  graves  with  their  emblematic 
crosses,  the  stately  ehns  in  their  springtide  robe 
of  greenery,  and  all  this  framed  as  it  were  into 
a  living  picture  by  the  arched  outline  of  the  porch. 
But  Edgar  was  intent  on  examining  each  of  the 
beautiful  windows,  and  gazed  reverently  on  the 
''storied  panes,"  while  &yneth  softly  named  to 
him  each  prophet,  apostle,  or  saintly  father  that 
was  there  depicted.  At  length  they  paused  before 
the  figure  of  the  Apostle  John,  and  after  a  long 
earnest  look,  Edgar  whispered,  "  He  is  like  Bertie." 
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Gyneth  did  not  see  the  lik^iess  and  said  bo,  bnt 
Edgar  continued, ''  Yes,  see,  lie  is  so  fair,  and  his 
face  is  so  still,  that  is  just  how  Bertie  looks  when 
he  is  saying  his  prayers.  Ah,  see  how  his  golden  , 
'  light  faJls  on  my  hair !  please  let  me  stay  here  a 
little  while,  sister." 

Gyneth  willing  to  indulge  his  fancy,  let  go  his 
hand  and  passed  on,  but  when  in  a  ^w  minutes' 
time  she  looked  back  he  was  still  beneath  the  same 
window,  only  now  he  was  kneeling,  with  his  hands 
clasped  together,  and  his  head  bowed.  She  saw 
he  imagined  himself  unobserved,  and  turned  quickly 
away  again,  but  her  eyes  were  full  of  tears,  and 
she  longed  as  Lewis  had  done  before,  to  resemble 
this  little  child.  And  meanwhile,  Edgar  was  pray- 
ing that ''  his  Bertie  "  might  be  made  as  holy  as 
the  blessed  Apostle  cTohn,  and  that  he  himself 
might  be  like  "  the  little  good  children  whom  S. 
John  taught  to  love  one  another." 

At  the  sound  of  Lewis'  step  on  the  gravelled 
path,  Gyneth  went  out  to  meet  him,  and  they  sat 
down  together  on  a  bench  in  the  south  porch, 
leaving  Edgar  to  join  them  when  he  pleased. 

"  I  never  see  this  church  without  thinking  of 
my  confirmation,"  said  Lewis,  '' though  it  wa« 
nearly  twenty  years  ago.  I  was  a  pupil  of  Mr. 
Helmore's  then,  and  it  happened  to  be  the  first 
confirmation  that  was  held  nere  after  the  church 
was  restored,  or  rather  I  should  say  rebuilt.  It 
was  at  Whitsuntide,  just  such  a  day  as  this  too,  I 
remember,  so  full  of  spnng-time  promise." 

He  did  not  sigh,  he  never  sighed,  but  Gyneth 
fancied  a  regretful  meaning  in  his  tones,  and  an- 
swered rather  sadly,  ^'I  don't  wonder  it  makes 
you  melancholy  to  look  back,  Lewis,  I  always 
think  it  must  be  happiest  to  be  quite  young  or 
quite  old,  it  terrifies  me  to  think  of  the  long  years 
of  middle  life." 

"  *  The  burden  and  heat  of  the  day,'  do  you  wish 
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to  escape  that  ?  He  is  but  a  poor  soldier  who 
shrinks  from  the  hottest  part  of  the  fight." 

"  I  know,  and  sometimes  I  think  I  would  rather 
have  to  suffer  and  struggle,  that  it  would  make 
life  all  the  more  glorious ;  but  at  other  times — oh, 
Cousin  Lewis,  did  you  never  feel  like  Lord  Bonald 
in  the  ballad,  as  if  you  could  say,  *  Mither,  mak' 
my  bed  soon,  I'm  weary  o'  this  Hfe,  and  fain  would 
liedoun?'" 

"  At  seventeen !" 

His  voice  was  fuU  of  wonder  and  pity,  he  looked 
at  her  with  such  compassionate  anxiety  that  she 
smiled :  then  he  detected  her  at  once. 

"  Affectation,  half  affectation  after  all,"  he  said, 
shaking  his  head;  "  the  nineteenth  century  has  a 
mania  for  being  *  outwearied  in  its  youth.'  " 

"  And  you  don't  share  it  ?  You  are  not  tired 
of  Hfe?" 

"  Tired,  no !  I  think  life  is  so  full,  and  in  some 
senses  so  satisfpng,  that  there  is  a  danger  of  all 
one's  heart  and  hopes  being  absorbed  in  the  pre- 
sent, instead  of  bemg  lifted  up  to  the  things  be- 
yond." 

"I  don't  understand  that,"  said  Gyneth  after  a 
pause,  during  which  she  had  tried  in  vain  to  rea- 
lize what  he  meant,  "  I  don't  know  how  we  could 
have  courage  to  live  at  all,  except  for  what  life 
leads  to." 

"  And  all  those  strong,  true  Bible  words  about 
the  love  of  the  world,  and  the  pride  of  life,  seem 
almost  incomprehensible  to  you,  I  suppose,  you 
have  never  realized  them  I  mean  ?" 

"  I  don't  think  I  have,  I  am  afraid  I  have  never 
4;hought  much  about  them,  certainly  not  so  much 
as  about  other  warnings,  warnings  against  faint- 
heartedness, and  indolence,  and  so  on." 

Looking  down  into  the  pale  pure  face  beside  him 
with  its  thoughtful  visionary  eyes,  Lewis  was  at 
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no  loss  to  account  for  this.  Gjneth  could  fireely 
raise  her  heart  beyond  the  things  of  sense,  the  un- 
seen spiritual  world  was  near  and  real  to  her,  the 
great  danger  for  her  was  that  she  might  grow  to 
rest  in  this  contemplative  belief,  and  forget  that 
faith — ^the  only  true  faith — ^must  be  shown  by 
works. 

But  a  way  to  escape  from  this  danger  was  even 
now  being  opened  for  her.  Bishop  Taylor  tells  us 
of  "  a  spiritual  person  who  saw  heaven  but  in  a 
dream,  but  such  as  made  a  great  impression  on 
him ;  and  when  he  awaked  he  knew  not  his  cell, 
nor  could  tell  how  night  and  day  were  distin- 
guished, nor  could  discern  oil  from  wine,  but 
called  out  for  his  vision  again.  And  this  lasted 
till  he  was  told  of  his  duty  and  matter  of  obedience, 
and  the  fear  of  a  sin  had  disencharmed  him,  and 
caused  him  to  take  care  lest  he  lose  the  substance, 
out  of  greediness  to  possess  the  shadow.'*  Just 
BO,  Gyneth's  Heavenly  Guardian  was  about  to 
put  before  her  active  duties,  "matters  of  obedi- 
ence," that  she  might  learn  that  "  heaven  must 
be  won  not  dreamed,*'  and  that  the  fruit  of  heaven- 
ward aspirations  should  be  a  life  of  heavenly  deeds. 

For  Lewis  Grantham  the  danger  was  quite  dif- 
ferent. As  he  sat  there  in  the  church  porch  with 
his  arms  folded,  though  rather  a  thin,  delicate- 
looking  man,  not  by  any  means  what  novelists 
call  "  a  picture  of  manly  health  and  strength," 
there  was  yet  such  a  fund  of  life  and  energy  in 
his  bright  dark  eyes,  such  an  easy  satisfied  smile 
upon  his  lips,  that  it  was  evident  he  was  one  of 
those  who  find  the  world  very  pleasant,  and  are 
sometimes  betrayed  into  taking  their  portion  here, 
and  forgetting  "  the  things  which  shall  be  here- 
after." The  pride  of  life  !  he  felt  it  in  every  vein ; 
pride,  not  so  much  in  anything  peculiar  to  him- 
self, as  in  the  powers  and  privileges  which   he 
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shored  in  common  with  the  great  human  race. 
All  that  man  has  won,  all  strength,  and  know- 
ledge, and  influence,  all  dominion  over  nature,  all 
might  in  science  and  art  filled  him  with  a  thrilling 
consciousness  of  the  powers  inherent  in  the  human 
mind,  and  of  the  richness  and  glory  of  a  life  of  in- 
tellectual toil ;  and  then  the  world  was  so  beauti- 
ful, its  pursuits  so  engrossing,  its  interests  so 
many  and  vast,  how  could  the  future  world  seem 
other  than  vague  and  far  off?  Thus  it  was  with 
him  at  times,  but  he  did  not  give  himself  up  with- 
out restraint  to  these  feelings,  for  he  had  read  and 
taken  home  to  his  heart  the  wonderful  words,  "  If 
any  man  come  to  Me,  and  hate  not  his  father  and 
mother,  yea,  and  his  oum  life  also,  he  cannot  be 
My  disciple ;"  and  he  was  striving  daily  to  mortify 
his  keen  love  for  the  things  of  this  world,  and  to 
attain  at  least  in  some  measure  to  that  state  of 
which  an  Apostle  wrote,  "  The  life  which  I  now  live 
in  the  flesh  I  live  by  the  faith  of  the  Son  of  G-od." 

'^  Bather  a  different  set  of  duties  from  those 
which  have  been  yours  hitherto  seem  likely  to 
arise  for  you  now,  Gyneth,"  he  said  presently; 
"I  suppose  G-ranny  has  decided  to  let  you  go 
home  for  a  time." 

"  Yes,  I  believe  she  thinks  mamma  will  want 
me  now  Jeannie  is  married.  I'm  afraid  I  shall 
make  a  very  bad  substitute,  but  I  must  do  my 
best." 

"  And  Q-yneth — I  rmMt  say  it — do  try  to  work 
heartily  with  Lambert ;  you  will  have  time  to  get 
really  acquainted  with  him  in  the  long  vacation, 
and  you  will  soon  And  out  how  thoroughly  good 
and  unselfish  he  is,  and  what  a  wholesome  influence 
he  exerts  over  the  younger  ones ;  do  pray  do  your 
best  to  keep  this  up  ;  don't  for  the  sake  of  carrying 
out  your  own  theories  set  yourself  in  opposition 
to  him." 
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*^  You  talk  88  if  Lambert  were  eTeiythiiig,  and 
papa  and  mamma  were  nonentitieB,'*  said  G-yneth, 
a  little  hurt,  but  gentle  in  tone  aa  ever. 

**  Do  I  ?  then  I  beg  their  pardon  and  yours,*' 
said  Lewis  quiddy,  ''but  what  I  have  said  of 
Lambert  is  true  all  the  sama" 

"  How  very  fond  of  Lambert  you  must  be !" 

There  was  a  slight  tinge  of  jealousy  in  the  tone, 
and  Mr.  Grantham  detected  it,  but  perhaps  was 
not  so  much  shocked  at  it  as  he  ought  properly  to 
have  been,  for  his  manner  was  even  more  than 
usually  cordial  as  he  said,  "  Lambert  w  a  great  fa- 
Tourite  of  mine  I  own,  but  I  love  justice  even 
better,  and  I  want  my  little  philosopher  to  be  per- 
fectly just,  which  she  is  not  always  on  this  parti> 
cular  subject." 

"And  you  think  I  shall  proceed  from  unjust 
tiioughts  to  unkind  actions  ?  You  haye  pictured 
to  yourself  me^  termagant  me,  oppressing  poor 
Lambert,  endeayouring  to  supplant  him  in  every- 
body's affection,  misinterpretmg  his  conduct,  re- 
fusing to  admire  his  goodness,  and  in  fact  con- 
ducting myself  in  a  decidedly  hateful  manner! 
Oh,  Cousin  Lewis,  I  am  so  much  obliged  to  you 
for  the  compliment !" 

The  contrast  between  this  imaginary  portrait  of 
herself  and  the  real  smiling  self  which  was  glancing 
up  at  him  with  such  innocent  archness,  was  almost 
too  much  for  Lewis's  prudence ;  he  hated  flattery 
and  never  meant  to  be  guilty  of  it,  but  he  found 
his  little  philosopher  so  charming  in  this  mood  of 
unwontea  playfulness,  that  it  was  with  difficulty 
he  forbore  from  hinting  as  much  to  her.  He 
fBorlj  ran  away  from  the  temptation  by  suddenly 
leaving  her,  and  walking  down  to  the  churchyard 
gate,  ostensibly  to  see  if  his  rustic  proteg^  were 
keeping  faithful  raard  over  carriage  and  ponies. 

He  came  bacK  almost  immediately,  and  an- 
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nounced  that  he  saw  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Helmore  in 
the  distance,  so  Oyneth  summoned  Edgar  and 
went  to  meet  them.  But  her  mind  was  running 
on  what  Lewis  had  been  saving,  and  before  joining 
them  she  paused  to  say,  "  Ijewis,  you  so  often  talk 
to  me  of  Lambert,  I  wish  you  would  tell  me  some- 
thing of  Lawrence." 

"  Lawrence !"  Mr.  Grantham's  face  grew  comi- 
cal. "  What  can  I  say  of  him  ?  I  have  not  seen 
him  since  that  day  I  spent  with  him  in  France 
two  years  ago,  when  he  was  on  his  way  from  Paris 
to  Bonn,  and  then  he  seemed  to  me  a  picturesque 
little  hybrid,  half  English,  half  foreign,  or  as  he 
grandly  described  himself  a  complete  cosmopo-* 
litan !" 

G-yneth  looked  at  once  amused  and  disappointed, 
but  farther  discussion  was  cut  short  by  the  ap- 
proach of  the  old  clergyman  and  his  wife.  A  few 
pleasant  minutes  were  passed  at  the  rectory,  where 
kind  Mrs.  Helmore  would  fain  have  detained  them 
to  partake  of  an  early  tea,  but  G-yneth  was  anxious 
to  return  to  her  grandmamma,  and  a&aid  lest  by 
any  chance  her  father  should  arrive  earlier  than 
was  expected,  and  not  find  her  to  welcome  him,  so 
after  explaining  that  Colonel  Deshon's  regiment 
had  been  ordered  home  a  month  sooner  than  had 
been  expected,  that  she  was  Hkely  to  reside  with 
him  chiefly  for  the  future,  and  that  this  might 
possibly  be  her  last  visit  to  Traversham  at  least  for 
some  time  to  come,  she  took  an  affectionate  leave  of 
her  good  old  friends  and  hurried  away.  Nor  did 
she  encourage  Lewis  to  linger  on  their  homeward 
road,  though  at  another  time  she  would  have  been 
tempted  to  pause  and  listen  for  the  soft  notes  of 
the  oirds,  who  after  having  dozed  through  the  after- 
noon, were  waking  once  more  into  twittering  song 
before  retiring  finally  to  rest  for  the  night. 

Spite  of  her  haste,  what  she  had  feared  actually 
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came  to  pass.  When  they  readied  Mrs.  Deshon's 
house,  the  door  was  standing  open,  and  Mr.  Bur- 
nabj's  groom  who  had  come  up  to  take  the  car- 
nage home,  rushed  at  once  to  the  ponies'  heads, 
exclaiming,  "  J£  you  please,  sir,  the  colonel  and  his 
lady  have  come,  and  JEIliza  said  I  was  to  tell  Miss 
Deshon  so  at  once,  because  they  are  in  a  great 
hurry  to  see  her." 

Gh^neth  and  Edgar  sprang  out,  and  ran  into  the 
hall  without  waiting  for  Lewis's  assisting  arm,  but 
at  the  foot  of  the  stairs  Gf^yneth  turned  back. 
"Come  too,  Lewis,"  she  said,  and  through  the 
trembUng  agitation  of  the  tone,  he  could  discern 
the  trust  she  had  in  him,  and  how  confidingly  she, 
to  whom,  poor  child !  father  and  mother  were  al- 
most strangers,  turned  for  sympathy  to  him  who 
in  the  eyes  of  the  world,  was  only  "  a  very  distant 


cousin. 


CHAPTEE  V. 


"  Twist  ye,  twine  ye !  eren  so, 
Mingle  shades  of  joy  and  woe, 
Hope,  and  fear,  and  peace,  and  strife, 
In  the  thread  of  human  life." 

Sib  Waltbb  Scott. 

[T  was  a  very  happy  party  that  circled 
round  the  tea-table  that  Saturday  eyen- 
ing;  G^yneth  between  her  father  and 
mother,  Edgar  on  his  papa's  knee,  and 
Lewis  opposite,  while  Mrs.  Deshon,  the  very  pic- 
ture of  gratefid  joy  and  pride,  presided  over  the 
tea-equipage,  taking  care  to  move  the  urn  a  little 
to  one  side  that  it  might  not  intercept  her  view  of 
her  son's  face.  He  was  her  eldest  bom,  and  now 
her  only  living  child,  her  mother's  heart  had 
yearned  over  mm  while  absent,  and  was  full  to 
overflowing  with  the  gladness  of  seeing  him  once 
more. 

Her  joy  was  not*  unshared  by  him,  but  his  was 
not  a  very  demonstrative  nature ;  he  sat  there 
quietly  sipping  his  tea,  stroking  his  little  son's 
hair  from  time  to  time,  responding  with  ready  at- 
tention to  each  remark  of  nis  mother's,  and  some- 
times glancing  with  grave  interest  at  Qyneth,  who 
flushed  with  excitement  was  looking  unusually 
animated,  and  wellnigh  pretty.     There  was  not 
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abont  him  an  atom  of  that  hearty  wannth  and 
franknoBs,  which  is  popularly  supposed  to  be  cha- 
lactenstic  of  a  soldier^s  manner ;  Jhis  upright  mar- 
tial bearing,  and  dark  moustache  were  the  onl j 
outward  indications  of  his  profession :  he  looked 
unmistakeably  a  gentleman,  and  had  the  polished 
manner  of  one  accustomed  to  mix  a  good  deal  in 
society,  but  his  conversation  savoured  more  of  the 
scholar  than  the  soldier,  and  he  never  once  men- 
tioned his  regiment,  or  seconded  in  the  least  his 
wife's  allusions  to  *'  our  officers,**  ^*  our  quarters,*' 
Ac,  Mrs.  Edgar  Deshon  was  a  pleasing,  wonderfully 
young-looking  woman,  with  a  very  sweet  voice,  and 
a  graceful  ^Asnion  of  moving  and  speaking  which 
attracted  Gyneth's  admiration  at  once.  She  had  a 
great  deal  to  say  both  in  remark  and  question,  but 
me  gentleness  of  her  tones  prevented  this  ready  flow 
of  conversation  from  seeming  at  all  overpowering, 
and  her  deferential  manner  to  her  husband  and  her 
huBband*s  mother  was  as  pretty  in  its  way  as  the 
caressing,  protecting  fon^ew,  which  she  showed 
towards  her  son  and  daughter.  Before  the  even- 
ing was  over  she  had  told  them  all  about  Jeannie's 
marriage  (which  had  taken  place  in  February)  the 
voyage  to  England,  the  arrival  at  Southampton, 
her  plans  for  the  future,  and  so  on,  and  had  given 
them  a  picturesque  description  of  the  beauty  of 
Corfti,  to  which  was  appenaed  by  way  of  contrast, 
a  lively  sketch  of  the  norrors  or  the  English  sea- 
port town,  which  was  the  regiment's  present  des- 
tination. Then  came  cleverly  touchea  outlines  of 
the  appearance  and  character  of  her  two  younger 
childrai,  Panny  and  Katie,  whom  idie  had  leffc  at 
an  hotel  in  Southampton,  under  the  care  of  Katie's 
nurse,  a  trustworthy  elderly  person,  "  a  widow  of 
one  of  our  sergeants."  This  lai9t  phrase  and  two  or 
three  similar  ones  called  up  an  almost  impercep- 
tible firown  on  Colonel  Besnon's  brow,  but  he  did 
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not  say  anything,  and  his  wife  talked  on  in  blissful 
unconsciousness  of  haying  said  aught  amiss.  G^y- 
neth,  whose  heart  was  longing  to  love  and  admire, 
was  perfectly  satisfied  for  this  one  night  at  least, 
and  when  she  retired  to  rest  at  last  could  not  sleep 
for  thinking  over  all  the  pleasant  words  and  looks 
of  this  darling  mother,  whose  soft  loving  kisses 
were  still  fresh  upon  her  cheek.  But  Lewis 
Gr^rantham  as  he  paced  up  and  down  the  little 
court  in  the  moomight,  smoking  a  solitary  cigar, 
wore  an  air  of  anything  but  satisfaction,  and  the 
bent  of  his  reflections  was  far  from  being  cheerful 
or  charitable. 

''  Yes,  take  her,"  he  muttered,  addressing  some 
nameless  person,  '*  take  her,  and  dress  her  up  in 
furbelows,  and  marry  her  to  one  of  *  our  officers !' 
That  little  cousin  of  yours,  the  stray  honourable 
who  joined  the  regiment  lately,  or  that  button- 
maker's  son  with  unlimited  cash,  who  gives  balls 
at  his  sole  expense,  'so  goodnaturedly,'  and  is 
*  positively  a  very  gentlemanly  young  man !'  You 
are  just  tne  same  as  ever,  just  as  agreeable,  and 
good-looking,  and  slylish,  just  as  affectionate,  and 
winsome,  and  engaging  too,  if  there  was  only  some- 
thing in  you,  one  might  like  you  very  much ;  but 
that  you  should  be  the  wife  of  such  a  man  as 
Edgar,  and  the  mother  of  two  such  children  as 
Gryneth  and  Lambert!  it  is  at  once  marvellous 
and  provoking;  you  would  have  done  very  well 
for  some  commonplace  individual,  but  that  Edgar 
Deshon  should  have  chosen  you  is  incomprehen- 
sible and  intolerable."  Then  he  became  ashamed, 
as  weU  he  might  be,  of  his  own  harsh  thoughts. 
"  How  abominably  uncharitable  I  am !  Talk  about 
loving  justice,  and  then  run  down  poor  Fanny  in 
this  contemptuous  pitiless  way.  If  only  I  were 
sure  she  would  do  no  hann  to  Gyneth !  but  she 
can*t,  the  child  has  a  soul  of  a  different  order,  she 
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k  as  deep  as  her  motlier  is  shallow.  There  I  am 
agam !  what  busineBs  have  I  to  decide  that  Fanny 
has  a  shallow  soul  ?  and  when  one  comes  to  think 
of  it,  how  can  one  yenture  to  call  any  soul  shallow, 
seeing  that  each  is  created  with  infinite  capacities 
for  good,  n^  more,  with  the  capacity  of  knowing 
and  loving  Him  "Who  is  Infinite  ?" 

He  threw  away  his  cigar,  and  went  up  to  his 
room,  thinking  no  more  uncharitable  tnoughts 
that  night.  And  as  he  passed  Qyneth's  door  he 
said  to  himself,  "  Little  cousin,  you  have  the  pure 
heart  to  which  all  things  are  pure ;  I  ought  not  to 
fear  that  this  new  phase  of  life  will  harm  you." 

G-yneth  was  not  at  once  called  upon  to  leaye  the 
peaceful  shelter  of  her  grandmother's  home.  When 
Colonel  Deshon  and  his  wife  set  off  on  Monday 
morning  for  what  the  latter  stigmatised  as  *'  that 
atrocious  place  Harbourmouth,"  they  announced 
an  intention  of  securing  a  fiimished  house  which 
they  had  heard  was  to  let,  on  a  common  at  some 
little  distance  firom  the  town ;  "  and  then,  my  love," 
continued  the  lady, ''  we  will  settle  ourselves  and 
our  goods  therein  with  all  possible  speed,  and  when 
we  have  got  everything  quite  comfortable,  we  will 
send  for  you  and  Edgar,  but  I  could  not  think  of 
subjecting  you  to  all  the  discomforts  of  the  first 
weeks  in  a  new  house," 

The  kind  grandmamma  begged  that  little  Fanny 
and  Katie  might  come  to  her  while  the  "  settling 
was  being  effected,  but  Mrs.  Edgar  declared  she 
'*  couldn't  think  of  such  a  thing,  they  were  such 
noisy  troublesome  little  chicks  that  she  really 
couldn't  feel  justified  in  quartering  them  on  any 
one ;  dear  grandmamma  must  come  and  stay  vrith 
her  at  Harbourmouth  very  soon,  and  then  she 
could  see  just  as  much  or  as  little  of  the  children 
as  she  Hked." 

Though  Gyneth  now  looked  forward  eagerly  to 
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taking  a  daughter's  place  in  her  rights  home,  she 
could  not  but  be  glad  to  be  left  a  little  while  longer 
with  her  grandmother ;  she  knew  how  lonely  the 
good  old  lady  would  be  without  her,  and  could 
BometimoB  have  found  it  in  her  heart  to  beg  that 
she  might  be  allowed  to  stay  with  her  always.  $ut 
Mrs.  Deshon  had  made  up  her  mind  that  it  would 
not  be  right  to  keep  Gyneth  from  her  parents, 
and  though  Lewis  had  at  one  time  perauaded  him- 
self,  and  endeavoured  to  persuade  her,  that  she 
woiild  be  justified  in  doing  so,  she  had  remained 
firm  to  her  own  convictions.  "  For  you  know,  my 
dear  boy,"  she  had  said,  '*  I  am  an  old  woman,  and 
cannot  expect  to  live  very  many  years  longer,  and 
if  I  were  to  keep  my  poor  child  all  to  myself  while 
I  live,  how  lonely  and  forlorn  she  would  feel  when 
I  am  taken  from  her,  and  how  sad  it  would  be  for 
her  to  have  to  go  to  her  father's  house  as  to  a 
strange  place.  Besides  GtOD  gave  my  son  his  chil- 
dren, and  he  has  a  right  to  have  them  with  him 
when  he  Hkes,  they  owe  more  love  and  duty  to 
him  than  to  me,  and  I  hope  Gyneth  will  prove 
a  good  and  useful  daughter  to  him,  and  find  out 
how  to  be  helpftd  to  her  brothers  and  sisters.  If 
she  gets  tired  or  ill,  and  wants  a  rest,  she  can  come 
to  me,  and  anyhow  I  daresay  they  will  spare  her 
to  me  sometimes.  More  than  this  I  ought  not  to 
ask,  for  I  must  not  be  selfish,  you  know,  Lewis." 

So  when  in  about  three  weeks'  time  Colonel 
Deshon  came  to  stay  a  few  days  with  her,  and 
proposed  taking  Gyneth  and  Edgar  home  with 
him,  she  made  no  opposition,  and  would  not  dis- 
tress either  them  or  their  father  by  dwelling  on 
the  loss  to  herself.  K  when  Gyneth  was  gone  her 
spectacles  had  an  unaccountable  facility  for  be- 
coming suddenly  bedimmed,  so  that  she  was  often 
obliged  to  pause  in  her  work,  if  the  glorious  chants 
that  went  up  day  by  day  within  her  beloved  Ca- 
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thedral,  lost  somewhat  of  their  harmony  to  her  be- 
cause she  cotQd  no  longer  hear  her  child's  voice 
joining  in  them, — at  any  rate  she  never  said  so 
to  any  one,  but  hid  her  regret  in  the  bravest 
silence. 

Yet  perhaps  two  people  guessed  at  it,  and  firstly 
Le¥ris — ^poor  Lewis,  who  spent  his  Sundays  with 
her  as  regularly  as  ever,  and  was  even  more  ten-) 
der  and  considerate,  and  affectionate  to  her  than 
he  had  been  before,  but  who  in  the  midst  of  his 
cheerful  talk  woidd  look  round  sometimes  as  if 
there  were  something  missing,  and  who  could  no 
more  than  she  help  paying  such  devoirs  to  Gy- 
neth's  favourite  canary  as  surely  no  wee  bircue 
ever  received  before,  and  directing  wistful  glances 
to  the  now  unused  piano,  upon  which  G^eth  had 
been  wont  to  play  to  them  such  music  as  they 
both  loved.  Tk  iewis  by  no  means  became  aZ 
dieted  to  melancholy ;  his  life  had  many  interests, 
and  now  that  one  was  withdrawn  he  only  threw 
himself  more  heartily  into  those  which  remained. 
Sometimes  too  when  Mrs.  Deshon  was  alluding 
regretfully  to  the  past,  his  face  would  gleam  and 
brighten  with  a  feeling  which  had  reference  rather 
to  the  future ;  not  the  far  future  either  to  which 
she  looked  forward  so  trustfully,  but  the  future 
of  "  a  few  years  hence,"  years  which  might  per- 
haps never  come  to  hun,  as  of  course  he  owned, 
but  which  spite  of  that  "perhaps,"  his  hopes  built 
upon  almost  unconsciously. 

Bose  Bumaby  was  the  one  other  person  who 
divined,  and  thoroughly  sympathised  with  Mrs. 
Deshon's  feelings,  for  bright  Eose  missed  her 
more  thoughtful  friend  very  sadly,  and  would 
have  willingly  endured  to  hear  innumerable  his- 
tories of  Japanese  princes,  and  other  out-of-the- 
way  heroes,  if  so  she  might  have  still  had  G-yneth 
near  her  to  talk  with,  fondle  and  tease.    As  it 
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was  flhe  was  obliged  to  content  herself  witli  doing 
what  she  could  to  console  and  cheer  Mrs.  Dashon, 
not  forgetting  to  extend  some  slight  portion  of 
her  charity  to  Lewis  Grantham,  partly  because 
she  "  was  sure  the  poor  man  must  miss  Ghmeth 
so  much,*'  but  partly  also  it  must  be  confessed, 
because  the  barrister  was  very  amusing,  and  little 
•  Miss  Eose  who  was  rather  dull  without  her  friend, 
was  greatly  in  want  of  amusement  just  then. 

Meanwhile  G^yneth  was  becoming  domesticated 
in  her  new  home,  a  very  different  place  in  many 
respects  from  ther  one  she  had  left.  The  house 
was  what  advertisements  call  "  A  genteel  and  com- 
modious villa  residence;*'  and  its  lofty  rooms, 
large  windows,  broad  staircase,  and  spacious  well- 
aired  hall  would  have  delighted  the  heart  of  a 
sanitarian,  and  certainly  abundantly  justified  the 
jBrdvertiser  in  his  choice  of  the  word  commodious. 
The  gentility  was  not  less  palpable,  but  might 
better  have  been  dispensed  with,  especially  as  dis- 
played in  would-be  GTrecian  urns,  and  affected 
stone  nymphs  supporting  the  roof  of  the  entrance- 
porch.  Gyneth's  fastidious  taste  was  horrified  at 
the  first  sight  of  these  adornments,  and  she  was 
quite  grateful  to  Edgar  for  making  faces  at  them, 
and  to  her  father  for  saying  with  his  quiet  smile, 
"  You  see  we  have  to  submit  to  live  in  a  pseudo- 
Gx>thic  villa  with  pseudo-classic  ornaments ;  it  re- 
quires some  amount  of  philosophy,  doesn't  it?" 

But  the  sunny  drawing-room  fragrant  with 
flowers,  and  strewn  with  foreign  knick-knacks 
which  the  Deshons  had  collected  in  all  parts  of 
the  world,  looked  most  agreeable  and  inviting,  and 
the  view  from  its  windows  of  the  open  common, 
and  the  blue  sea  beyond,  was  much  pleasanter 
than  anything  Gyneth  had  ventured  to  expect  at 
"that  atrocious  place,  Harbourmouth."  Well 
might  Mrs.  Deshon  congratulate  herself  on  having 
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found  such  a  pleasantly-situated  house,  and  sigh 
over  the  fate  of  some  of  the  captams'  and  lieu- 
tenants' wiyes,  who  were  obliged  to  resign  them- 
selyes  to  inhabiting  the  military  quarters  assigned 
to  them  within  the  town.  She  was  alone  in  the 
drawing-room  when  her  husband  and  children 
.arrived,  and  in  answer  to  Gyneth's  ea^er  inquiry 
for  Fanny  and  Katie,  repliea  that  she  nad  asked 
Lambert,  (who  had  just  come  home  for  the  vaca- 
tion,) to  take  them  for  a  walk,  and  that  they  had 
not  yet  returned. 

"  They  will  be  back  very  soon,"  she  added,  "  for 
it  is  nearly  half-past  six  now,  and  our  dinner-hour 
is  seven.  "Will  you  like  to  come  up  stairs,  my 
love,  and  take  off  your  bonnet?" 

Gryneth  assented,  and  was  soon  installed  in  a 
large,  comfortable  bedroom,  the  grand  attraction 
of  which  was  a  fire-place  ornamented  with  dol- 
phins. Whif  dolphins,  she  could  not  determine, 
and  was  glad  to  turn  from  the  consideration  of 
their  extreme  inappropriateness  to  look  at  a  pretty 
water-colour  drawing  of  one  of  the  Corfu  churches, 
which  hung  over  the  mantel-piece.  "  Is  that  one 
of  Jeannie's.  sketches  ?"  she  inquired  of  her  mo- 
ther, who  was  leaning  against  the  window-frame, 
fanning  herself  with  a  quaint  fan  of  coloured  straw, 
which  awakened  Q-yneth's  reminiscences  of  the 
West  Indies. 

Mrs.  Deshon  turned  round  to  look.  "  Oh,  no, 
that  is  one  of  mine,  it  is  the  church  of  the  Ascen- 
sion, near  Castrades ;  I  have  whole  portfolios  of 
sketches  which  I  can  show  you  if  you  care  for 
them.  Jeannie  draws  very  nicely,  but  she  is  sadly 
lazy  about  it,  I  don't  think  she  miished  more  than 
two  sketches  the  whole  time  she  was  in  Corfu." 

"  Do  any  of  the  others  draw?" 

"  Only  Lawrence,  Lambert  cares  veir  little  for 
accomplishments  of  any  sort,  and  as  for  Eanny, 
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old  nurse  eays  truly  that  'all  her  fingers  are 
thumbs ;'  she  can  do  a  great  deal  with  her  head, 
but  nothing  with  her  hands.  Lawrence  used  to 
draw  famously,  I  hope  he  wiU  bring  me  some 
sketches  from  Bonn,  1  do  so  love  Ehme  scenery, 
and  he  has  taken  some  nice  excursions  to  Coblent£ 
and  the  Drachenfels,  and  so  on  lately,  so  his  port« 
folio  ought  to  be  fiiU." 

**  He  is  coming  home  soon,  is  he  not  ?  I  do 
long  to  see  him." 

"  Yes,  we  expect  him  to  arrive  in  about  a  week 
or  ten  days  from  this  time.  Papa  has  decided  to 
let  him  try  his  chance  at  the  next  competitive 
examination  for  admission  to  Woolwich  academy. 
He  is  the  lowest  admissible  age,  sixteen,  but  he  is 
so  clever  I  think  he  is  nearly  sure  to  succeed,  and 
his  foreign  education  will  be  a  great  advanta^  to 
him.    I  do  believe  he  is  more  French  than  Enghsh. " 

Gyneth  thought  that  rather  a  doubtful  advan- 
tage, but  she  said  nothing,  and  began  her  toilette 
for  the  evening. 

When  she  pronounced  herself  ready,  her  mother 
looked  at  her  with  a  fond  yet  anxious  ^aze.  ''  I 
wish  we  could  put  some  roses  into  those  pale 
cheeks  of  yours,  my  love,"  she  said,  "  we  must 
try  what  sea-breezes  will  do,  but  in  the  meantime 
I  really  must  not  let  you  wear  such  colourless 
dresses,  they  make  you  look  even  paler  than  need 
be.  A  brighter  colour  would  be  far  more  becom- 
ing to  you  than  those  light  blues  and  browns." 

"But  I  am  of  Jenny  Wren's  mind,  mamma," 
objected  Ghyneth  smiling,  "  and  indeed  my  pale- 
ness is  no  sign  of  ill-health,  for  I  am  perfectly 
well,  so  please  do  not  be  unhappy  about  it." 

"  No,  I  shaU  not  be  unhappy  so  long  as  you  are 
well ;  but  I  don't  see  why  you  shouldn't  looAwell, 
too.  I  like  to  see  my  children  looking  bright  and 
bonnie,  Jeannie  was  a  very  rose  for  bloom." 
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"  Yes ;  but  please,  dear  mamma,  you  must  not 
expeet  me  to  be  like  Jeaimie  in  any  way,"  Oyneth 
answered  serenely  and  sweetly,  '^  I  can't  be  pretty, 
or  loveable,  or  cnarming,  I  know  that  quite  well, 
tbough  I  will  try  to  be  and  do  aU  you  wish  in 
otber  ways." 

Ob,  bow  tbe  sensitive  beart  trembled  beneatb 
tbat  outward  calmness !  and  wbat  a  relief  it  was 
wben  ber  motber  drew  ber  up  to  ber  and,  kissing 
ber  fondly,  said,  witb  a  smile,  "  Mj^  dear  cbild,  we 
motbers  don't  make  odious  comparisons,  or  expect 
our  daugbters  to  be  all  of  one  pattern ;  you  are 
quite  cbarming  enougb  in  my  eyes,  and  in  papa's 
too." 

If  Lewis  Grantbam  bad  seen  tbe  beautiful  look 
of  tenderness  in  tbe  motber's  face  just  tben,  would 
be  bave  still  said  tbat  tbere  was  notbing  in  ber  ? 

'^  I  tbink  it  is  almost  time  for  us  to  ao  down 
stairs,"  said  Mrs.  Desbon,  as  sbe  ^Eustened  a  spray 
of  ricb  red  rosebuds  in  tbe  front  of  ber  daugbter  s 
dress,  *'  our  little  cousin,  Antbony  Waller,  is  going 
to  dine  witb  us  to-day,  I  was  sure  you  would  not 
mind  bim,  for  be  is  sucb  a  yery  nice  boy,  and  papa 
promised  bis  motber  tbat  be  sbould  be  witb  us  as 
mucb  as  possible.  Sbe  is  so  yery  particular  about 
bis  not  getting  into  tbe  foolisb  ways  of  tbe  fast 
young  men  of  tbe  regiment." 

*  Little  Cousin  Antbony '  was  Lewis's  *  stray 
bonourable,'  and  an  utter  stranger  to  G^ynetb,  so 
sbe  asked  ratber  timidly  if  be  were  reaUy  only  a 
boy. 

''  Ob  yes,  indeed,  tbat  is  to  say,  be  is  about 
nineteen,  and  sucb  a  simple  creature,  you  wQl  feel 
at  bome  witb  bim  in  a  minute.  Ab,  my  darlings, 
is  tbat  you  ?"  as  a  tall  girl  of  tbirteen,  and  a  tiny 
maid  of  four,  came  rudiing  eagerly  up  tbe  stairs, 
— ''don't  quite  annibilate  us,  please,  and  don't 
keep  sister  Oynetb  more  tban  one  minute,  for  I 
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hear  EUis  annoimcing  that  dinner  is  ready,  and 

Sapa  doesn't  like  to  be  kept  waiting.  Ton  may  come 
own  to  dessert,  you  know."  A  vehement  hug 
from  Panny,  a  little  soft  kiss  from  E[atie,  and  Qj- 
neth  was  obliged  to  pass  on,  wishing  very  much 
that  dinner  were  not  a  necessity,  or  that  something 
would  call  her  unknown  cousin  away  before  des- 
sert began,  so  that  her  first  efforts  at  acquaint- 
ance with  her  sisters  might  not  have  to  be  con- 
ducted under  the  eye  of  a  stranger. 

She  was  glad  that  Lambert  met  her  at  the  draw- 
ing-room door,  and  his  brotherly  greeting  was  very 
pleasant;  little  as  she  had  seemed  to  know  him 
before,  her  feeling  towards  him  now  was  almost 
familiar,  compared  with  the  strangeness  which  she 
felt  with  the  others.  Her  father  quietly  presented 
Mr.  "Waller  to  her,  and  judging  by  his  inch  of 
forehead  she  thought  her  mother's  description  of 
him  as  *  a  simple  creature '  might  be  very  true  in 
one  sense,  but  he  was  older  looking  than  she  had 
expected,  and  had  rather  a  supercnious  manner, 
so  she  felt  somewhat  alarmed  by  him,  and  was 
glad  that  her  place  at  dinner  was  not  next  to  him. 
She  sat  at  her  father's  right  hand,  and  beside  her 
was  Lambert,  to  whom  she  found  she  could  talk 
quite  comfortably  about  Cambridge  and  her  grand- 
mamma, and  Edgar's  improved  looks,  while  her 
mother  did  the  agreeable  to  the  formidable  *  Cousin 
Anthony.' 

Thus  the  dinner  passed  quickly,  and  with  the 
dessert  came  the  children,  first  Edgar,  leading 
little  black-haired  Katie  by  the  hand,  then  Fanny, 
tall,  wild,  and  awkward,  and  looking  very  much 
inclined  to  run  away  again.  Edgar  and  Katie 
trotted  round  to  Mr.  Waller,  Edgar  to  shake 
hands  with  him  demurely  and  silently,  Katie  to 
climb  upon  his  knee,  and  say  coquettishly,  "  How 
many  sugar-p'ums  will  doo  dive  doo  'ittle  pussy- 
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tat  ?"  Eannj  nodded  a  ratber  uncouth  greeting 
to  him  from  across  the  table,  and  then  subsided 
into  a  chair  which  Lambert  had  placed  for  her  be- 
tween himself  and  G-yneth.  She  had  a  fair  com- 
plexion tanned  hj  exposure  to  the  sun,  crisp 
brown  hair  that  would  not  lie  smooth,  a  wide 
mouth,  and  eyes  which,  though  both  veiy  blue 
and  very  bright,  were  rather  small  than  otherwise. 
So  were  Katie's,  which  shone  like  two  round  black 
beads  as  she  lifted  them  with  her  roguish,  baby 
smile  to  Mr.  Waller's  face,  but  she  was  rather  a 
pretty  little  child  notwithstanding,  and  there  was 
something  yery  droll  and  piquant  in  her  tight 
black  curls,  saucy  little  nose,  and  button-hole 
mouth,  with  its  glimmer  of  small  white  teeth.  But, 
oh,  how  immeasurably  superior  Edgar  seemed  as 
he  stood  with  his  air  of  graceful,  childish  dignity 
by  Lambert's  side,  his  gaze  turned  lovingly  on  his 
brother's  face,  while  his  little  soft  voice  might  be 
heard  replying,  with  grave  politeness,  to  ms  mo- 
ther's offers  of  strawberries,  currants,  Ac. 

"Well,  Fan,"  said  Colonel  Deshon  presently, 
"  you  vnll  be  quite  happy  now  you  have  got  your 
brothers  back,  and  a  new  sister  besides." 

"Lambert  says  he'll  teach  me  Euclid!"  ex- 
claimed Panny  m  a  voice  which  had  the  unenvia- 
ble notoriety  of  being  the  only  inharmonious  one 
in  the  Deshon  family. 

"  Indeed !  Lambert,  you  will  have  enough  to  do 
in  your  vacation  if  you  undertake  Fanny  as  well 
as  Edgar." 

"Gyneth  can  teach  Edgar,"  said  Fanny,  "I 
want  to  have  Lambert  all  to  myself." 

Edgar's  face  darkened,  and  he  seemed  about  to 
protest  against  this  monopoly  of  his  Bertie,  but 
Lambert  smiled  at  him  so  reassuringly  that  he 
changed  his  mind,  and  held  his  peace. 

"  I  suppose,"  drawled  Anthony  Waller,  "  Fanny 
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doesn't  agree  with  those  people  who  think  that 
ladies  should  never  display  their  learning;  mj 
sister  Grace  would  be — aw, — quite  indignant  if 
any  one  accused  her  of  understanding  Euclid." 

"  That's  just  like  that  stupid  piece  in  '  Contes  k 
ma  FiUe,' "  said  Fanny,  "  where  it  says  if  a  woman 
is  learned  it  should  be  her  first  duty,  her  greatest 
care,  to  conceal  her  learning  from    everybody. 
Now  I  think  that's  humbug !" 

Mrs.  Deshon  raised  her  eyebrows,  shrugged  her 
pretty  shoulders,  and  glanced  comically  at  Lam- 
bert. "  I  hope  you  wiU  teach  sometmng  besides 
Euclid,"  she  said. 

"  Tes,  it's  rather  a  case  for  the  *  twopence  extra 
for  manners,'  isn't  it,  my  pretty  pussy-cat  ?"  smiled 
Anthony  to  Katie. 

No  one  appeared  to  resent  this  remark  of  his, 
though  to  Gyneth  it  seemed  slightly  impertinent. 
Her  father  looked  absent  and  unheeoing,  Mrs. 
Deshon  amused,  and  Fanny  perfectly  unconscious, 
only  Lambert's  face  was  a  little  dropped  with  an 
expression  resembling  shame. 

G-yneth  was  glad  for  his  sake  when  the  dessert 
was  over,  and  Fanny  safe  in  the  shelter  of  the 
drawing-room ;  she  tned  to  make  fnends  with  her ; 
but  received  such  odd  brusque  answers  as  made  it 
difficult  to  proceed,  and  when  presently  she  turned 
away  to  play  bopeep  with  Kane,  Fan,  as  if  glad  to 
be  released,  darted  off  to  a  comer  of  the  room,  and 
seizing  on  Helps's  '  Spanish  Conquest,'  pored  over 
it  till  the  gentlemen  came  in  to  tea,  when,  at  a 
hint  from  her  mother,  she  retired  for  the  night. 
Music  and  general  conversation  passed  the  tune 
till  half-past  ten  o'clock,  and  then  the  young  officer 
departed,  and  Gyneth  very  weary,  and  in  a  maze 
of  puzzled  thoughts,  followed  Fan's  example,  and 
retired  to  rest. 


CHAPTEE  VI. 

''  Non  si  deve  dar  tanto  a  Vk^sro^ 
Che  Paolo  resta  incUetro." 

Italian  Proverb. 

HEN  Grneth  deBoended  to  the  dining- 
room  the  next  morning  at  eight  o'clock, 
— the  time  which  her  mother  had 
named  as  the  family  hreakfast-hour, — 
she  found  no  one  there,  and  the  preparations  for 
the  meal  had  reached  no  further  than  the  laying 
of  the  table-clotL  She  wae  turning  away  again, 
when  she  saw  that  a  door  which  led  into  the  li- 
brary was  open,  and  going  in,  she  discovered  Lam- 
bert seated  at  a  little  table  which  was  drawn  close 
to  the  open  window,  and  upon  which  stood  a  pile 
of  very  formidable  books. 

He  came  forward  to  wish  her  good  morning,  and 
obserying  her  air  of  surprise,  added,  '*  I  hope  you 
are  not  very  hungry,  G-yneth,  for  I  am  afraid  you 
will  have  to  wait  a  little  while  for  your  breakfast.'* 
"  Won't  papa  and  mamma  soon  be  down  ?" 
"  Papa  has  gone  to  an  early  parade,  and  will 
most  l^ely  breakfast  at  the  mess-room.  We  are 
always  very  punctual  when  he  is  at  home,  but  on 
the  mornings  he  goes  out  our  old  man-servant 
declines  to  &.vour  us  with  an  eight  o'clock  break- 
fast ;  indeed,  I  think  he  rather  questions  the  ne- 
cessity of  our  having  any  at  all." 

p 
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''I  wonder  mamma  submits  to  such  domestic 
tyramiy,"  said  G-ynetli,  smiling. 

Lambert  made  no  answer,  and  his  face  wafi  pro- 
Yokinglj  unreadable,  so  she  continued, 

"  I  think  I  may  as  weU  begin  my  letter  to  grand- 
mamma, then ;  wiU.  it  disturb  you  if  I  write  at 
this  table  ?" 

"  Not  in  the  least,  I  wiU  clear  a  place  for  you  ;*' 
and  while  she  fetched  her  writing-case,  he  moved 
his  books  on  to  a  chair,  placed  another  for  her,  and 
finaUy  ran  up  to  his  room  to  fetch  a  bottle  of  ink 
to  replenish  the  inkstand,  which  wob  found  to  be 
emply. 

Gyneth  had  a  great  deal  to  say  in  her  letter, 
though  it  was  not  yet  twenty-four  nours  since  she 
had  parted  from  her  grandmother,  and  she  wrote 
on  steadily,  without  once  raisins:,  her  eyes,  till  at 
length  the  noise  of  something  whiski^  against 
the  window-pane  made  her  look  up. 

llie  something  was  a  piece  of  honey-suckle,  and 
it  was  Mrs.  Deshon  who  had  thus  attracted  the 
notice  of  her  two  students,  as  she  called  them. 
She  looked  very  bright  and  fresh  in  her  delicate 
morning-dress,  among  the  folds  of  which  Httle 
Katie  was  making  believe  to  hide  herself  in  hopes 
of  tempting  Gyneth  to  another  game  of  peep-bo. 
Both  mother  and  child  had  their  hands  full  of 
flowers,  and  had  apparently  been  making  a  tour  of 
the  garden,  which  was  well  cultivated,  though  not 
very  large ;  the  early  walk  had  given  them  an  ap- 
petite, and  their  errand  to  the  window  was  to  in. 
quire  if  breakfast  were  ready.  Gyneth  peeped 
into  the  dining-room,  and  announced  that  there 
was  a  loaf,  some  plates,  but  nothing  more. 

'*  Oh,  dear,  that  tiresome  "RHia !"  said  Mrs.  De- 
shon, "  he  ought  to  be  prosecuted  for  cruelty  to 
animals,  keeping  us  famishing  aU  this  time.  I 
wish  y,ou  would  ring  the  bell  and  tell  him  to  make 


A  MAIDSir  OP   OTTB  OWW  DAT.  67 

liaete,  Lambert;  he  does  mind  what  you  say  a 
little.  I  think,  for  he  never  used  to  be  quite  so  im- 
punctual  before  you  went  to  Cambridge." 

She  wandered  away  into  the  garden  again,  and 
Lambert  rang  the  bell  as  desired.  But  no  Ellis 
appeared,  and  after  waiting  a  few  minutes  he  rang 
again  more  peremptorily,  after  which  the  old  man 
bustled  in,  muttering  something  about  the  cook 
keeping  such  a  bad  nre,  that  he  couldn't  get  the 
water  mr  the  urn  to  boil.  Lambert's  orders  were 
given  in  his  mother's  name,  but  so  decidedly  that 
they  admitted  of  no  rejoinder,  and  when  the  old 
servant  had  lefb  the  room,  Oyneth  playfully  con« 
gratulated  him  on  his  triumph.  Cups  and  tea- 
spoons began  to  rattle  in  the  dining-room,  and 
presently  the  hissing  of  the  urn  was  neard,  upon 
which  Lambert  rose  and  went  to  make  the  tea,  as 
if  it  were  the  most  natural  office  in  the  world  for 
him  to  perform.  Eanny  and  Edgar  made  their 
appearance  at  this  moment,  and  were  sent  to  call 
tneir  mamma,  without  any  comment  being  made 
on  their  coming  down  so  late ;  a  great  relief  to 
G^yneth,  who  had  been  fearing  that  Edgar's  un- 
punctuality  would  bring  him  under  the  ban  of 
Bertie's  displeasure.  Poor  Ghyneth!  she  could 
not  quite  get  rid  of  her  preconceived  notion  that 
Lambert  was  over  particular,  and  inclined  to  domi^ 
neer,  and  she  watched  trembHnsly  for  any  signs 
of  harshness  towards  Edgar,  not  Imowing  how  she 
should  bear  to  hear  any  &ult  found  with  the  dar- 
ling little  brother,  whom — child  as  he  was — she 
reverenced  as  almost  perfection. 

The  mamma  and  cmldren  returned  together,  the 
servants  were  summoned,  and  Mrs.  Deshon  read  a 
psalm  and  a  short  prayer.  Then  breakfast  com- 
menced, and  while  Lambert  provided  his  mother 
and  sister  with  eggs,  toast,  and  butter,  Fanny 
made  a  vehement  onslaught  on  the  loaf,  and  cut 
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off  a  hunch  strongly  suggestive  of  ploughboys, 
which  she  proceeded  to  devour  with  a  correspond* 
ing  allowance  of  marmalade.  Katie  declined  the 
routine  of  a  place  and  plate  of  her  own,  and  pere- 
grinated round  the  tablelike  a  veritable  pussy  cat, 
begging  for  «  someking  nice,"  and  finally  setUed 
on  the  half  of  Edgar's  chair  and  amused  herself 
with  stealing  his  tea,  and  Lambert's  bread  and 
butter.  Mrs.  Deshon  inquired  affectionately  how 
G^yneth  had  slept,  and  whether  she  had  found  her 
room  comfortable;  then  turned  to  discuss  with 
Lambert  an  account  she  had  heard  the  day  before 
of  a  governess  whom  she  thought  of  engaging  for 
her  younger  daughters.  After  breakfast  she  went 
away  for  a  few  minutes  to  order  the  dinner,  but 
soon  returning,  carried  off  O^yneth  with  her  to  the 
drawing-room,  to  show  her  some  portfoUos  of 
sketches.  They  were  very  pretty,  and  pleasant  to 
look  at,  occasionally  a  little  unnatural,  or,  as  Mr. 
Buskin  would  say,  '^untrue,"  but  on  the  whole 
very  well  done,  and  indicative  of  both  talent  and 
industry,  though  not  of  the  highest  order.  Oyneth 
much  enjoyed  looking  over  them,  but  even  while 
apparently  engrossed  in  examining  some  lovely 
views  of  Triniaad  and  Santa  Lucia^  could  not  for- 
get that  the  tibree  children  had  been  left  to  their 
own  devices,  and  would  probably  interrupt  Lam- 
bert in  his  studies. 

"  What  do  Fanny  and  Katie  generally  do  in  the 
mornings,  mamma  ?  Gould  I  help  them  in  their 
lessons  at  all  ?"  she  inquired  at  last. 

"  Why  Katie  has  scarcely  begun  to  learn  any- 
thing yet,  she  is  only  four  years  old,  you  know, 
and  Fanny  has  had  no  regular  lessons  for  some 
time ;  I  daresay  Lambert  w^  teach  her  something ; 
at  all  events,  the  children  are  quite  safe  with  him» 
he  will  not  let  them  get  into  mischief." 

'*  Yes,  only — ^I  thought  Lambert  liked  to  study. 
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in  the  morning,  he  seems  to  wish  very  much  to — *' 
'^  distinguish  himself,"  she  was  going  to  say,  but 
it  struck  her  that  that  was  not  exactly  Lambert's 
aim,  so  she  changed  it  for,  "  to  get  on  at  Cam- 
bridge, and  take  a  good  degree.  I  was  going  to 
ask  you  if  you  would  like  me  to  go  on  teaching 
Edgar  as  I  have  been  used  to  do,  or  whether  you 
thought  Lambert  would  rather  have  him  in  his 
own  hands  again  while  the  vacation  lasts." 

"  Oh,  my  love,  I  don't  know  I*m  sure ;  if  I  get 
this  governess  that  I  am  thinking  of,  I  hope  she 
will  he  able  to  undertake  Edgar,  as  well  as  Fanny 
and  Katie;  in  the  meantime,  Lambert  and  you 
can  settle  it  between  you,  as  you  Kke  best,  only 

Sray  don't  overtask  yourself.  I  always  think  chil- 
ren's  lessons  a  terrible  penance,  and  Fanny  will 
have  everything  explained  to  her,  and  dsks  ques- 
tion after  question  tiU  one  feels  hopelessly  bewil- 
dered and  ignorant.     I  am  positively  quite  a&aid 

•*  Ah,"  she  continued,  as  Q-yneth  was  replacing 
a  sketch  which  she  had  just  examined,  in  the  port- 
folio, "turn  that  rouna,  my  dear,  there  is  some- 
thing on  the  back ;  a  little  etching  I  did  from 
fancy,  years  ago,  before  you  were  bom.  See,  it  is  a 
scene  m  Scott's  *  Bridal  of  Triermain,*  there  is 
Sir  Eoland  de  Yaux  asleep,  and  there  is  his  vision, 
the  maid,  with  *  her  heavenly  brow,'— 

*  With  her  look  so  sweet  and  her  eyes  so  fair, 
And  her  graceful  step,  and  her  angel  air. 
And  the  eagle  plume  in  her  dark  brown  hair.' 

You  know  you  were  christened  *  Qjneth^*  because 
of  my  liking  for  this  heroine  of  Sir  Walter's,  don't 
you?" 

"I  think  grandmamma  once  told  me  so,  but, 
dear  Mamma,  do  you  mind  my  saying  that  I  don't 
much  admire  my  namesake.    I  tlunk  she  was  very 
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vain  and  cruel,  for  all  her  sweet  looks;  and  I 
cannot  forgive  Sir  Walter  Scott,  for  having  made 
King  Arthur,  *  the  stainless  king,'  so  bad." 

"  Ah,  I  almost  forget  the  story  now,  but  I  re- 
member thinking  the  poetry  very  graceful  and 
pretty.  I  was  always  so  very  fond  of  painting  and 
music,  and  poetry,  and  all  that  sort  of  thing,  and 
— by-the-by,  that  reminds  me,  I  wish  you  would 
play  me  some  of  your  pieces,  dear,  that  was  a 
very  beautiful  air  of  Beethoven's  you  played  last 
night,  but  papa  doesn't  much  care  for  that  style 
of  music,  he  likes  Italian  airs,  or  something  lively, 
a  march,  or  a  galoppe,  for  instance." 

"  I  should  have  tnought  papa  would  have  Hked 
scientific  music  best,"  said  Gyneth,  in  some  sur- 
prise. 

"  Yes,  but  it  is  not  so ;  grave  people  do  not  al- 
ways like  grave  music,  and,  moreover,  papa  has 
not  much  musical  ear,  he  likes  a  regular  tune 
better  than  the  subtle  melody  of  Beethoven  or 
Mendelssohn.     Let  me  see  what  music  you  have." 

G-yneth  brought  her  pieces,  and  ranged  them  in 
order  on  the  table. 

"  A  selection  from  Bach's  *  Passion-musik,' — 
ah !  I  have  been  told  that  is  very  fine ;  Beethoven's 
*  Mount  of  Olives,' — why,  this  is  nearly  all  sacred 
music,  except, — yes,  I  see  there  are  some  sonatas, 
and  Mendelssohn's  *  Lieder,'  and  so  on ;  all  very 
beautiful,  but  not  likely  to  be  much  appreciated  in 
ordinary  society.  "Who  chose  your  music  for 
you  ?" 

"  My  music-master,  who  is  the  organist  at  the 
Cathedral,  chose  a  good  deal  of  it.  Then  those 
pieces  of  Mozart's  were  e^randmamma's,  and  I 
learned  them  because  she  liked  them ;  and  Lewis 
brought  me  a  good  many  things,  all  that  music  of 
Bach's,  for  instance,  he  had  heard  it  in  London, 
and  thought  it  so  beautiful." 
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**Ajid  what  do  you  like  beet  younelf^  my 
love?" 

''  OH,  I  scarcely  know,  it  is  all  bo  glorious !  but 
only  an  orchestra  could  do  justice  to  some  of  it, 
and  I  cannot  even  make  it  what  it  might  be  made 
on  the  piano.  Lewis  says  I  mangle  some  of  the 
most  exquisite  parts." 

"  And  I  suppose  you  think  a  great  deal  of  his 
opinion."  Mrs.  Deshon  spoke  rather  mischievously, 
but  the  great  grave  eyes  that  were  fronting  hern, 
did  not  droop. 

"  He  has  very  good  taste  in  music,"  Gyneth  re- 
plied, "  and  has  heard  all  the  best  performers,  so 
of  course  his  opinion  is  worth  having." 

"  And  you  are  not  offended  at  its  unflattering 
nature?" 

The  eyes  became  luminous  with  mirthful  wonder. 

"  Offended  at  the  truth !  Mamma,  do  you  really 
think  I  could  be  so  silly  ?  Why  criticisms  help 
one  so  much." 

''  What  a  dear  little  oddity  it  is !"  thought  Mrs. 
Peshon;  aloud,  she  only  said,  ''I  think  your 
cousin  must  be  rather  a  harsh  critic,  you  seemed 
to  me  last  night  to  play  remarkably  welL  I  wish 
you  would  let  me  hear  some  of  these  pieces  now." 

"Willingly,"  and  Gyneth  moved  to  the  piano, 
selecting  Mendelssohn's  'Wedding  March,'  asbeing 
almost  the  liveliest  piece  in  her  possession.  Cer- 
tainly she  did  not  mangle  that,  ner  touch  was  at 
once  clear  and  firm,  her  style  both  tasteful  and 
spirited,  it  was  rather  hard  that  her  reward  should 
be,  "  Thank  you,  dear  child,  you  really  play  won- 
derfully ;  what  very  correct  time  you  keep ;  you 
would  play  dance-music  well  I  am  sure ;  I  will  get 
some  waltzes  for  you  to  try." 

'^  Do  jou  wish  me  to  learn  that  style  of  music 
then,  mamma  ?"  said  Gyneth  slowly. 

*'  Yes,  your  papa  likes  it,  and  we  must  get  some 
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opera  airs,  Anthony  is  veiy  fond  of  them,  he  used 
to  listen  so  intently  while  Jeannie  and  I  played 
some  airs  from  the  '  Trovatore/  which  we  had  ar- 
ranged as  a  duet.  I  daresay  you  would  play  those 
almost  at  sight ;  I  will  go  and  look  for  them,  and 
in  the  meantime  just  tiy  oyer  this  galoppe,  our 
bandmaster  sent  it  me  the  other  day,  but  it  looks 
so  di£S.cult,  I  haye  not  had  courage  to  try  it." 

G^yneth  took  it,  and  turned  obediently  towards 
the  piano,  but  affcer  playing  enough  to  satisfy  her- 
self that  the  difficulty  was  only  in  her  mother's 
imagination,  she  lefb  off,  folded  her  arms  on  the 
music-stand,  and  leaned  her  head  down  on  them. 

Lambert's  yoice  roused  her,  "I'm  afiraid  you 
haye  a  headache,"  he  said  in  a  tone  of  concern. 

"  No  thank  you ;  if  it  is  anything  it  is  the  temper- 
ache,  but  I  hope  not  quite  that  either.  Mamma 
has  left  me  this  galoppe  to  learn,  and  she  is  going 
to  get  me  some  sets  of  waltzes,  and  so  on  ;  now  1 
haye  an  inyeterate  dislike  to  that  sort  of  music." 

**  But  that  doesn't  matter,  does  it  ?  at  least — I 
haye  made  a  yery  rude  speech,  but  I  mean  in  learn- 
ing  accomplisUents  one's  ^t  wieh  is  to  give 
pleasure  to  one's  friends,  ana  if  papa  and  mamma 
like  light  gay  music  best,  it  is  quite  worth  while 
for  you  to  learn  that,  as  well  as  the  grayer  sort 
which  you  might  yourself  prefer." 

'*  Worth  while  to  spend  one's  time  learning 
friyolous  jig-tunes  which  haye  no  real  music  in 
them,  which  can  neyer  do  for  us  what  good  true 
music  does — lifk  one's  heart  up,  giye  one  a  feeling 
of  aspiring,  getting  into  a  higher  atmosphere  where 
all  is  beautiful  and  harmonious !" 

"  Not  many  people  feel  that." 

"But  why  don't  theyp  How  can  they  help 
feeling  it?" 

"  I  don't  know,  but  as  a  fact  many  people  prefer 
that  inferior  style  of  music  which  you  despise,  and 
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I  am  sure  you  would  rather  please  others  than 
yourself." 

^  But  if  they  did  not  always  content  themselves 
with  polkas  and  such  things  they  would  learn  to 
like  the  higher  kind  of  music  in  time." 

"  And  vou  wish  to  put  them  through  a  course  of 
training  ?  But,  Gyneth,  wouldn't  it  be  better  to 
experiment  on  some  one  else  than  on  papa  and 
mamma?" 

He  spoke  half  playfully,  but  she  divined  his 
meaning.  '^  You  mean,'*  she  said,  colouring,  **  that 
I  ought  to  respect  their  tastes  even  if  1  cannot 
sympathize  with  them.  Well,  good-bye  then  to 
my  own  dear  pieces,"  and  she  began  collecting 
them  together. 

Her  brother  still  lingered  by  her,  once  or  twice 
opened  his  lips  as  if  to  speak  and  closed  them 
again,  but  at  length  said  abruptly,  "  It  will  not  be 
good-bye  to  the  'higher  atmosphere,'  self-denial 
from  a  right  motive  brings  one  into  the  highest 
atmosphere  of  aU." 

''  But  it  seems  so  hard  to  deny  one's  best  tastes, 
and  music,  true  music,  seems  one  of  God's  most 
beautiful  gifts  to  men,  it  refines  one,  does  one 
good  every  way,  and  sacred  music  gives  one  as 
it  were  a  new  way  of  expressing  praise  to  Him, 
sometimes  almost  more  truly  than  one  can  do  in 
words." 

''  But  not  more  truly  than  in  deeds,  the  sacrifice 
of  self  to  Him,  to  what  He  has  made  our  duty, 
must  be  the  truest  service  we  can  render." 

His  tones  were  very  low  and  almost  sad,  but  the 
words  seemed  to  come  from  his  very  heart. 

"  I  see,  only, — Lambert,  did  you  ever  care  very 
much  for  art  m  any  shape  P  music  or  painting  or 
poetry  ?  K  you  had,  I  don't  think  you  would 
talk  quite  as  you  do." 

"  I  scarcely  know,"  he  said  hurriedly,  "  I  think 
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I  could  have  cared  very  mucli  for  all  these  once, 
but  I  feared — perhaps  foolishly — that  there  was 
danger  in  them.  So  many  in  loving  art  think 
only  of  the  human  instrument,  and  forget  from 
whom  these  wonderful  powers  come.*' 

"  Fra  Angelico  did  not  forget,  nor  Michael  An- 
gelo,  nor  Dante,  nor  Mendelssohn,  no  nor  count- 
less others.  /  believe  that  writing  poetry,  and 
composing  mtisic,  and  painting  pictures  in  a  reli- 
gious spirit,  is  doing  work  for  Q-od  in  reality, 
though  not  perhaps  so  plainly  as  teaching  ragged 
chil&n,  and  making  clothes  for  the  poor.  And 
those  who  spread  abroad  these  noble  paintingB 
and  poems,  and  who  interpret  to  the  best  of  their 
power  this  beautiful  music,  are  doing  something 
too,  though  of  course  much  less ;  that  is  my 
theory." 

Lambert  seemed  thoughtM.  ''I  Hke  it  as  a 
theory,"  he  said  presently, "  and  if  we  could  always 
remember  that  the  beaumul  things '  which  through 
men's  souls  are  conveyed  into  their  cunning  hanos, 
come  fipom  that  Beauty  which  is  above  our  souls,' 
as  S.  Augustine  says,  I  don't  suppose  there  would 
be  any  danger  to  ourselves ;  but  we  must  remem- 
ber that  it  is  not  everybody  who  can  feel  that 
these  things  are  beautiful,  and  I  suppose  we  ought 
to  beware  of  wasting  our  efforts  in  trying  to  make 

Eeople  appreciate  the  higher  merits  of  art  who 
ave  not  the  natural  faculty  for  doing  so,  and 
really  require  something  else  from  us." 

"  Want  us  to  play  them  waltzes  in  short,"  said 
G^yneth. 

"  Yes,  that  perhaps  among  other  things,"  he  an- 
swered smiHng,  "  grandmamma  and  Lewis  liked  to 
hear  your  more  beautiful  music  ;  they  understood 
it,  and  I  daresay  it  did  them  good ;  we  do  not  un- 
derstand it,  so  you  are  going  to  do  us  good  some 
other  way  I  suppose." 
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"  But,  Lambert,  I  don't  believe  that  you  care  for 
polkas.*' 

**  Did  I  ever  say  so  ?  but  Gjneth,  have  you  con- 
stituted a  new  order  of  merit  to  consist  exclusively 
of  people  who  properly  despise  dance-music?" 

She  hiughed  good-humouredlj,  though  at  her 
own  expense,  and  dashed  suddrady  into  the  open- 
ing bars  of  the  galoppe,  pausing  however  to  say, 
**  I  give  you  fair  warning  that  you  are  going  to 
hear  '  a  very  pretty  thing  indeed  sung  (or  rather 
played)  lamentably,'  as  Shakespeare  has  it,  so  you 
nad  better  take  instant  refuge  m  flight." 

'^  I  must,  though  not  for  the  reason  you  assign, 
for  I  only  came  up  for  a  book  for  Fanny,  and 
ought  not  to  have  stayed  so  long." 

''  Oh  I  wanted  to  ask  if  I  could  not  help  you ; 
let  me  teach  either  Edgar  or  Famiy ;  it  is  not  fair 
that  you  should  have  both." 

"  Well,  we  will  settle  about  that  by-and-by ;  at 
present  you  have  your  galoppe  to  occupy  you.  I 
nave  sent  Katie  to  the  nursery,  and  the  otners  are 
very  good." 

He  departed,  and  as  GFyneth  went  on  with  her 
practice,  she  pondered  much  over  him  and  his 
sayings.  '''What  a  strange  boy  he  is,"  she  thought. 
^  I  never  saw  or  imagined  any  one  like  him,  it  is 
easy  to  see  that  he  has  Hved  at  home  nearly  all  his 
life,  and  taken  his  ideas  from  books,  but  how  odd 
that  he  should  be  so  ascetic  ;  I  don't  think  any  of 
the  others  are  so,  and  I  am  sure  Lewis  is  not.  I 
never  heard  of  his  having  any  other  friend  but 
Lewis ;  it  must  be  from  books  that  he  has  learned 
to  think  he  ought  to  deny  himself  even  innocent 
gratifications,  as  I  am  sure  he  does.  Lewis  would 
call  that  morbid,  and  perhaps  it  is  rather,  but  I  do 
admire  Lambert's  way  of  thinking  always  of  other 
people,  and  making  his  own  tastes  and  wishes  of 
no  consequence.    If  I  could  only  be  like  that,  in* 
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stead  of  so  selfish  and  self-pleasing!  But  oil  I 
wish  I  knew  what  Lambert  really  cared  for,  that 
so  I  might  be  able  to  give  him  some  enjoyment ; 
if  he  h&d  said  he  cared  for  sacred  music  I  would 
practise  it  when  no  one  was  by,  and  play  it  to  him 
when  we  are  alone  together,  but  I  never  heard  him 
say  he  cared  for  anything.  I  shall  play  my  pieces 
over  now  and  then,  so  as  not  absolutely,  to  forget 
them^  and  some  day  I  hope  I  shall  have  grand- 
mamma to  play  to  again ;  in  the  meantime  I  must 
learn  what  pleases  papa  and  mamma ;  how  could  I 
be  so  naughty  as  to  complain?  I  deserve  that 
Lambert  should  think  badly  of  me,  as  I  daresay 
he  does." 

Unconsciously  she  was  learning  to  hope  for 
Lambert's  good  opinion,  and  she  was  beginning  to 
wonder  less  that  his  very  slightest  expression  of 
displeasure  should  grieve  Edgar  so  much.  She  set 
much  more  happily  to  work  at  the  dance-music, 
because  he  had  represented  her  doing  so  as  a  duty, 
and  took  so  kindly  to  the  airs  fi*om  the  Trovatore, 
that  she  seemed  to  play  them  by  intuition. 

When  the  beU  sounded  for  lunch,  it  found  the 
mother  and  daughter  in  the  midst  of  their  duet, 
and  Colonel  Deshon  coming  in,  stood  listening,  and 
beating  time  upon  the  mantel-piece,  observing  with 
a  well-pleased  air  that  Gfyneth  played  even  better 
than  Jeannie.  Anthony  Waller  joined  them  at 
luncheon,  and  when  Mrs.  Deshon  proposed  a  drive 
into  the  country,  asked  permission  to  ride  beside 
the  carriage,  that  so  he  might  *  enjoy  their  agree- 
able society.'  G-yneth  woidd  gladly  have  dispensed 
with  his  attendance,  but  as  her  father  and  mother 
acquiesced,  she  could  of  course  make  no  objection, 
so  Anthony  accompanied  them,  and  rode  from  side 
to  side,  talking  now  to  her  and  now  to  her  mother, 
and  presenting  them  with  bouquets  of  hedge  roses 
and  wild  honey-suckle,  which  had  been  gathered 


A  KAIDEN  OF  OUB  OIHT  BAT.  77 

under  diffieultiea,  as  his  fiery  chesnut  steed  had  a 
profound  objection  to  standing  still.  He  was  in 
nigh  spirits,  and  his  manner  was  less  affected  than 
on  the  preceding  evening,  so  G-yneth  began  to  feel 
more  kmdly  towards  him,  and  they  chatted  toge- 
ther in  cousinly  fashion  for  the  last  half  of  the 
drive.  But  when  they  arrived  at  home,  G-yneth's 
goLetv  was  damped  by  the  sound  of  a  crying  voice, 
whicn  she  knew  to  be  Edgar's,  proceeding  from 
the  dining-room.  She  ran  to  hun  at  once,  and 
found  him  sitting  on  his  papa's  knee,  apparently 
detailing  some  very  mournful  history,  for  nis  words 
were  interrupted  by  sobs  which  he  scarcely  at- 
tempted to  check,  spite  of  Colonel  Deshon's  admo- 
nitory, "  My  dear  boy,  you  really  must  stop  crying, 
there  is  no  need  for  all  these  tears/' 

"What  is  the  matter,  papa?"  inquired  Ghyneth 
in  dismay,  ^*  is  Edgar  hurt  ?" 

''  His  dieek  has  been  bruised  by  a  stone,  but 
Lambert  has  been  bathing  it,  and  it  is  better  now ; 
I  think  he  is  more  frightened  than  hurt." 

"Oh,  it  isn't  that,  papa,"  sobbed  Edgar,  "but 
Bertie  says  I  am  a  coward,  and  I  hate  to  be  a 
coward,  and  I  hate  that  Bertie  should  think  me  so." 

"  Well,  never  mind,  you  will  show  Bertie  that 
you  are  not  a  coward  by  behaving  very  bravely 
next  time  you  are  hurt,  won't  you  ?  I  can't  have 
you  taken  into  the  town  any  more  though,"  he 
added  sotto  voce. 

G-yneth  was  all  anxiety  to  hear  how  the  accident 
had  happened,  and  from  Edgar  and  her  father  to» 
gether,  she  gradually  learned  that  Lambert  had 
taken  Edgar  with  him  to  see  Mr.  Weatberhead 
the  rector  of  the  parish,  that  Mr.  Weatherhead 
had  taken  them  both  to  see  an  Industrial  School 
for  boys  which  he  had  lately  established,  and  that 
while  they  were  passihs^  through  a  low  back  street 
which  led  to  the  school,  some  ragged  children  had 
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run  after  Edgar  and  tlie  rector's  little  son,  who 
were  walking  some  way  behind  the  two  gentlemen, 
and  had  thrown  stones  at  them. 

"  Lambert  should  have  kept  Edgar  close  to  him," 
said  Gyneth.  Edgar  hung  nis  head,  and  presently 
came  a  sobbing  admission,  "  Bertie  told  me  to  keep 
up  with  him,  and  waited  for  me  once  or  twice,  but 
Mr.  Weatherhead  walked  so  fast  it  tired  me,  so  I 
got  behind  again." 

"  Then  if  you  had  done  as  you  were  told  this 
wouldn't  have  happened,  you  see,  Edgar,"  said 
Colonel  Deshon,  "  was  little  Weatherhead  hurt  ?" 

^  Yes,  a  stone  grazed  Horace's  hand,  and  an- 
other made  his  lip  bleed,  but  he  only  laughed,  and 
Bertie  said  I  ought  to  be  ashamed  to  see  how  much 
braver  he  was  than  I." 

"  Bertie  w  harsh,"  thought  Gyneth,  but  she  had 
sense  enough  to  refrain  from  even  hintin?  so  to 
Edgar,  and  a  moment  after  Lambert  himself 
came  in. 

"  Well,  are  you  better  now,  Eddie  ?"  he  inquired, 

cheerfully. 

*'  Yes,  1  think  it  is  no  longer  the  outward  wound 
that  is  the  cause  of  grief,"  said  Colonel  Deshon, 
smiling,  ''but  your  forgiveness  seems  to  be  re- 
quired, Lambert,  to  set  matters  right  within. 
Edgar  is  very  penitent  for  his  want  of  bravery." 

''  I  am  myself  the  most  to  blame,"  said  Lambert, 
''  I  ought  to  have  looked  better  after  him." 

"  Oh,  nonsense,  you  couldn't  be  expected  to  run 
after  him  like  a  nursemaid,  he  ought  to  have  kept 
close  to  you  as  you  told  him ;  but  I  think  for  the 
future  you  had  better  not  take  him  into  the  town, 
at  least  not  further  than  the  High  Street,  there 
are  plenty  of  good  walks  to  be  had  without  going 
near  the  town,  which  really  is  not  a  fit  place  for 
children.  When  anything^ takes  you  there  you 
can  leave  him  to  go  out  with  his  sisters." 
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Lambert  assented  respectMly,  but  Edgar's  face 
was  piteous,  and  when  Colonel  Deshon  left  the 
room,  thinking  that  he  had  benefited  his  little  son 
by  this  Judicious  arrangement,  there  came  a  fresh 
burst  of  sobs  even  more  bitter  than  before. 

"  Yes,  I  am  very  sorry,  Eddie,'*  said  Lambert, 
compassionately,  ''but  you  must  try  to  bear  it 
weU,  and  perhaps  I  may  not  need  to  go  into  the 
town  very  often." 

'^And  when  he  does  we  can  walk  across  the 
common  with  him,  you  know,  Eddie,"  said  G^eth, 
•*  BO  you  won't  lose  him  for  very  long ;  don't  cry 
so,  my  darling ;  do  say  you  forgive  him,  Lambert." 

''  lliere  is  no  need  for  formal  pardons  between 
brothers,"  said  Lambert,  with  a  look  of  amuse- 
ment, ''  there  has  been  too  much  tragedy  already. 
''  Come,  cheer  up,  Eddie,  you  are  making  Oyneth 
quite  unhappy." 

"  Edgar,  my  pet,"  said  Mrs.  Beshon,  putting  her 
bead  in  at  the  door, ''  the  nursery  tea  is  ready,  and 
I  want  you  to  come  with  me  to  the  store-room  to 
fetch  some  honey  and  biscuits  to  make  a  treat  for 
you  and  your  sisters." 

She  took  no  notice  of  his  downcast  face  as  he 
approached  her,  but  put  her  arm  round  him  and 
led  him  away,  talkine:  e:aily  to  him  about  some 
Uttle  plan  for  bui^IbI  t£e  sisterB,  in  which  he 
was  to  be  her  assistant.  She  had  heard  from  her 
husband  that  the  poor  child  was  in  trouble,  and 
bad  devised  this  way  to  cheer  him,  for  she  had  as 
great  a  horror  of  ''  tragedy"  as  Lambert,  and  was 
veij  fertile  in  contrivances  for  turning  tears  into 
smiles. 

Gyneth  was  not  quite  satisfied,  and  the  glance 
she  turned  upon  Lambert  as  she  passed  him  was 
full  of  unconscious  reproach. 

"  You  think  I  have  been  cruel  to  Edgar,"  he 
said,  still  looking  amused. 
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"  I  don't  want  to  think  bo,"  she  answered  de- 
precatingly,  "but  it  seems  rather  hard  that  he 
should  have  been  scolded  when  he  was  hurt  and 
frightened." 

"Dtfl?  anybody  scold  him?"  inquired  Lambert 
in  surprise,  "  I  thought  papa  was  doing  his  best  to 
comfort  him,  and  all  that  I  had  said  to  him  was 
that  I  was  sorry  he  was  such  a  coward  in  bearing 
pain,  and  that  I  wondered  he  was  not  ashamed  to 
make  so  much  fuss  about  his  bruise,  when  Horace 
Weatherhead  set  him  such  an  example  of  bra^ 
very." 

"  That  *  aU'  was  a  good  deal  though  to  such  a 
sensitive  child  as  Edgar,  and  I  think  the  reproach 
of  cowardice  is  always  a  hard  one  to  bear,  don't 
you  r 

"  Yes,  indeed,  I  know  that  by  experience,"  said 
Lambert,  crimsoning  suddenly,  and  looking,  very 
much  vexed  with  hmiself ;  "  I  was  astonished  that 
Edgar  found  a  little  pain  so  difficult  to  bear,  and 
I'm  a&aid  I  spoke  contemptuously,  which  I  had 
no  right  to  do ;  I  ought  to  have  remembered  that 
it  was  only  not  my  kind  of  cowardice." 

"  But,  Lambert,  I  did  not  in  the  least  mean  to 
imply  that,"  said  Glyneth  eamestlyy  "  pray  don't 
think  so.  I  beg  your  pardon  if  I  have  seemed  to 
find  fault." 

"You  were  perfectly  right,  and  I  am  much 
obliged  to  you,"  he  replied,  rather  coldly  though; 
"  I  am  not  sure  still,  that  Edgar  did  not  deserve 
the  reproof,  but  I  was  not  the  person  who  should 
have  given  it." 

He  was  so  determined  on  self-blame  that  G^% 
neth  could  only  reiterate  her  apolopes,  and  hurry 
away.  Decidedly  she  never  could  love  Lambert 
as  sue  did  her  other  brothers  and  sisters,  and  she 
should  never  be  able  to  get  on  with  him,  never ! 
very  likely  it  was  her  own  fault,  she  was  quite 
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ready  to  admit  that,  but  she  really  didn't  know 
how  to  manage  better. 

She  came  down  to  dinner  looking  rather  sad 
and  weary,  but  soon  got  interested  in  a  discussion, 
which  was  going  on  between  her  father  and  brother 
about  the  education  of  the  people,  and  of  soldiers 
in  particular. 

*'  In  this  place  where  so  many  low  temptations 
surround  the  men,  we  must  be  doubly  careful  to 
try  and  raise  their  minds,  and  giye  them  an  interert 
in  better  things,"  said  Colonel  Deshon.  '*  I  must 
make  out  a  list  of  new  books  for  the  regimental 
library,  perhaps  you  can  help  me  to  some,  Lam- 
bert? Parry's  brother-in-law,  who  is  staying 
with  him,  has  very  kindly  offered  to  give  a  lec- 
ture to  the  men  on  G-eneral  Havelock*s  life  and 
character,  but  I  have  not  quite  consented  to 
his  doing  so,  I  am  a&aid  it  would  be  after  the  usual 
pattern  of  platform  oratory,  the  real  subject  almost 
smothered  beneath  the  amount  of  morauty  pinned 
to  it." 

"And  the  most  inapposite  texts  quoted  per- 
petually throughout,''  said  Mrs.  Deshon,  "  at  least 
if  Mrs.  Parry's  brother  is  anything  like  Mrs.  Parry 
herself.     Pray  don't  consent  to  it,  Edgar." 

But  Colonel  Deshon  was  looking  towards  Lam- 
bert, who,  however,  said  nothing. 

''Have  you  ever  had  lectures  for  the  soldiers 
before,  papa  ?"  inquired  Gyneth. 

"  Once  or  twice  in  Cortu,  and  they  answered 
very  well,  but  everything  depends  upon  the  lec- 
turer. What  do  you  think  the  little  Contessa  has 
proposed  ?  That  we  should  have  concerts,  at  which 
some  of  the  men  should  sing,  the  band  of  course 
doing  the  instrumental  part.  I  was  quite  beset 
in  the  messroom  this  morning  with  Parry  on  the 
one  side  proposing  the  lecture,  and  Boss  on  the 
other  urging  his  wife's  idea  of  the  concerts ;  how- 
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ever,  I  contriyed  to  escape  without  giYing  a  defi- 
nite answer  to  either." 

Here  was  a  charming  opportunity  for  Qyneth 
to  propound  her  ideas  concerning  the  elevating 
influences  of  music,  but  she  was  too  shy  to  take 
adyantage  of  it,  and  only  said, ''  Do  you  mean  to 
say  yes  to  the  concerts,  papa  ?" 

^  I  must  think  about  it,  and  hear  exactly  what 
Mrs.  Itoss*s  plan  is.  She  is  coming  to  call  upon 
you,  G(yneth,  her  husband  told  me." 

"We  must  get  her  to  sing  her  *  Song  of  Liberty' 
to  G-yneth,"  said  Lambert,  "  I  belieye  Italian  bra- 
yuras  are  considered  her  forte,  but  she  puts  aU  her 
heart  in  her  national  songs." 

"  She  is  the  Contessa,  Jeannie's  friend,  is  she 
not?"  asked  Gyneth. 

"  Yes,  only  now  transformed  into  Mrs.  Alban 
Boss,"  replied  Mrs.  Deshon ;  "  she  is  the  most  &8- 
cinaidng  uttle  creature  possible,  we  are  quite  glad 
to  haye  her  in  the  regiment." 

"  I  didn't  know  she  had  received  a  commission, 
Eanny,"  observed  the  colonel*  with  just  the  slight- 
est, sweetest  glimmer  of  mischief  round  his  grave 
moutL 

And  Mrs.  Deshon,  with  a  laugh  at  her  own  in* 
accuracy,  glanced  fondly  up  at  Imn,  saying,  ^  I  am 
sure  some  wives  are  more  military  tlum  their  hus* 
bands,  no  ^ne  would  suppose  you  to  be  an  officer, 
whereas  I  am  unmistakeably  an  officer's  wife." 

^'  Well,  I  thought  I  had  been  very  regimental 
to-night,  my  dear,"  rejoined  the  husband,  twirling 
his  moustache  with  rather  an  injured  air,  whereat 
the  wife  laughed  again,  a  light  musical  laugh,  that 
might  have  been  a  child's  for  merriment. 

The  children  came  into  the  drawing-room  after 
dinner,  but  Edgar  soon  deserted  the  ladies,  and 
joined  his  father  and  brother,  who  were  sitting  out 
on  the  lawn.     G^yneth  could  see  him  from  the 
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window,  seated  between  the  two  gentlemen,  and 
looking  as  happy  as  possible;  perhaps  then  Lam- 
bert had  not  made  him  so  miserable  as  she  had 
^Emciedy  after  all,  the  tears  might  have  been  half 
from  mere  fright;  she  began  to  think  she  had 
made  a  mistake  in  accusing  Lambert  of  cruelty. 

Por  surely  she  ought  not  to  have  let  her  tender- 
ness for  one  brother  make  her  unjust  towards  the 
other. 


CHAPTER  Vn. 

"  How-do- joo-do  ?  and  how-do-you-do  ? 
And  how-do-you-do  again  ?" 

t/uriejy  lUyma. 

^  YNETH  wae  induatriouely  practising 
some  airs  from  the  "  Sonnambula"  one 
afternoon,  a  few  daje  after  her  urifal 
at  home,  when  the  aeryant  announced 
"  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Pany,"  and  there  entered  a  tall 
young  man,  who  ratter  resembled  an  overgrown 
boy,  and  a  very  short  lady,  who  was  manifestly 
eome  years  older.  The  hushand  looked  ingenuous 
and  amiable,  but  preter-naturally  solemn ;  the  wife 
on  the  contraiy  seemed  in  a  perpetual  state  of 
giggle,  but  she  also  looked  amiable,  and  greeted 
Gyneth  with  great  warmth  and  friendliness. 

"  I  am  a&aid  we  have  interrupted  you,"  said 
Mr.  Parry,  gravely,  glancing  at  the  open  piano. 

The  fact  was  so  obvious,  that  Gyneth  only 
smiled,  and  said  it  was  of  no  consequence,  she 
could  finish  her  practice  some  other  time. 

"  I  suppose  you  are  very  fond  of  music,"  con- 
tinued the  young  officer,  "  are  ^ou  one  of  the  ad- 
vocates for  the  scheme  of  a  regunent^  concert  P" 

"  I  think  it  would  be  very  pleasant  if  it  could 
be  muiaged,  and  papa  seems  to  think  it  would  be 
a  good  thing  for  the  soldiers." 
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"  Yes,  I  know  the  colonel  thinks  so,  but  for  my 
part  I  don't  see  it,  I  don't  believe  any  amount  of 
fiddle-de-deeing  will  keep  up  a  good  tone  among 
the  men,  nothing  but  religion  can  do  that." 

Mrs.  Parry  looked  approyingly  at  her  husband, 
and  giggled ;  GTyneth  not  knowing  what  to  say, 
said  nothing. 

''  I  am  sorry  my  brother-in-law  was  obliged  to 
leave  us  without  having  given  that  lecture  on 
Havelock,"  Mr.  Parry  went  on,  "he  is  just  the 
man  to  turn  such  a  subject  to  good  account,  but 
unfortunately  he  could  only  stay  with  us  till  yes- 
terday, and  tne  Colonel  didn't  seem  to  like  the  idea 
of  getting  it  all  up  in  a  hurry,  else  I  daresay  we 
might  have  managed  it." 

"Papa  was  much  obliged  to  your  brother  for 
his  kindness  in  offering  to  lecture,"  said  Gyneth, 
politely. 

"  Oh,  he  would  have  been  only  too  happy,  he 
never  likes  to  lose  an  opportunity  for  useiulness, 
and  he  quite  pities  our  poor  soldiers  exposed  to 
the  temptations  of  such  a  place  as  this.  JPor  as  I 
suppose  you  know,  Miss  Deshon,"  continued  Mr. 
Parry,  with  additional  solemnity,  "  Harbourmouth 
is  a  terribly  bad  place,  in  fact  in  some  respects 
there  couldn't  be  a  worse." 

"  So  I  have  heard,"  replied  Q-yneth,  "  I  am  so 
sorry." 

"  And  a  plac»  where  very  little  is  done  to  coun- 
teract the  evil,"  said  Mrs.  Parry,  as  cheerfuUy  as 
if  she  were  announcing  some  decidedly  agreeable 
fact,  "  there  is  no  young  men's  association,  and 
there  were  no  mother's  meetings  till  dear  Mrs. 
G-ordon  established  one  lately,  and  the  schools  are 
not  at  all  so  numerous  as  they  ought  to  be." 

"  Isn't  there  some  lady — a  Miss  Boyd,  I  think, 
— who  does  a  good  deal  among  the  poor?"  in* 
quired  Gyneth,  "and  has  she  not  lately  set  up 
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some  indiutrial  BchooLs  ?  my  brother  Lambert  was 
telliiiff  me  about  them." 

**  .u,"  said  Mr.  Parry,  Bhaking  bis  bead,  ^  she 
doesn't  go  tbe  ligbt  way  to  work;  she's  got  a 
schoobroom  hung  round  with  absurd  I^Baphaalite 
pictures,  and  illuminated  texts  in  GK)thic  lettors 
that  the  children  can't  read." 

^  Oh,  but  surely  almost  anyone  who  can  read 
common  print  can  make  out  the  meaning  of  Gothic 
letters,  and  where  there  is  a  teacher  to  explain,  the 
diildren  cannot  be  puzzled  for  long.  My  brother 
said  they  all  seemed  so  happy,  and  that  so  many 
useful  things  were  taught  th^n." 

*'  Ah,  I  see  you  are  one  of  that  school,"  said 
Mr.  Parry,  regretfully. 

Gryneth  mairelled  for  a  minute  whether  he 
meant  the  Industrial  School,  but  concluded  that 
he  must  rather  have  intended  to  refer  to  the  school 
of  opinions  of  which  Pre-Baphaelite  pictures  and 
Gothic  scrolls  are  presumed  to  be  the  sign. 

^  I  suppose  you  hold  the  same  yieira  as  your 
brother,"  said  Mrs.  Parry,  with  an  appearance  of 
great  amusement,  and  as  Gyneth  looked  at  her  in 
silent  wonder,  she  added,  **  Charlie  and  I  do  so  re- 
gret that  such  a  good  young  man  as  he  is  should 
be  so  &r  on  the  road  to  Bome." 

I>id  Mrs.  Parry  imagine  that  Lambert  was  at 
present  journeying  in  Italy?  or  was  she  speaking 
figuratively?  Gyneth  thought  it  must  be  the 
latter,  but  fervently  wished  that  Mr.  and  Mrs. 
Parry  would  not  talk  in  riddles,  and  felt  a  grow- 
ing inclination  to  laugh,  which  politeness  obliged 
her  to  repress. 

*^  I  wonder  if  the  servant  has  told  my  brother 
that  you  are  here,"  she  said,  waiving  the  question 
of  his  supposed  Bomish  tendencies,  **  he  is  the  only 
one  at  home  except  mysel£  papa  and  mamma  are 
out  riding,  and  the  children  are  taking  a  walk 
with  their  nurse." 
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^  Little  dears !"  exclaimed  Mrs.  Parrj,  and  she 
began  a  series  of  inquiries  after  their  health,  which 
lasted  till  Lambert  appeared. 

There  was  more  cordialily  in  the  greeting  be- 
tween the  ParrjB  and  her  brother  than  Gyneth 
had  expected  to  see,  and  in  talking  about  Cam* 
bridge,  and  Corfu  reminiscences,  the  conversation 
flowed  on  pleasantly,  and  there  were  no  more  mjs* 
teiious  reierences  to  Eome.  But  when  Mr.  Parry 
rose  to  take  leave  he  said  rather  reproachfully  to 
Lambert,  "  I  didn't  see  you  at  Mr.  Ghordon*s  on 
Sunday." 

''S.  Olave's?  no,  we  have  seats  at  the  parish 
church,"  Lambert  replied. 

**  But  I  hope  you  will  come  and  hear  Mr.  G-ordon 
some  evening,"  said  Mrs.  Parry,  "  we  can  always 
make  room  for  you  in  our  pew."  ^ 

''Thank  you,"  said  Lambert,  and  courteous  as 
was  the  tone,  there  needed  not  any  prefix  of 'no' 
to  make  the  short  reply  appear  a  decided  nega- 
tive- 
Mrs.  Parry  turned  to  GJyneth.  "Perhaps  you 
would  like  to  hear  Mr.  Gk)rdon,  Miss  Deshon,  we 
shall  be  so  happy  to  take  you  with  us  any  time 
you  like  to  go,  and  I  shall  hope  too  to  interest 
you  in  Mr.  G^ordon's  schools ;  he  has  put  me  on 
the  committee,  and  I  and  the  other  ladies  are  very 
busy  just  now,  as  are  also  the  children,  in  making 
all  sorts  of  little  things  which  when  they  are 
finished  are  to  be  sent  out  to  Mr.  Gordon's  bro- 
ther, who  is  a  missionary  in  Lidia.  Some  kind 
friends  have  contributed  materials,  and  others  are 
giving  us  their  time ;  we  are  glad  of  all  the  assist- 
ance we  can  get,  for  a  dear  friend  of  Mr.  Gordon's 
is  going  out  to  Lidia  in  about  a  week,  and  has 
offered  to  take  charge  of  our  parcel  if  we  can  get 
it  ready  before  then." 

One  of  those  troublesome  absurd  remembrances 
of  droll  things  heard  or  read  which  will  come  across 
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one*s  mind  even  when  least  desired,  made  Gyneth 
smile,  and  hope  inwardly  that  the  "  little  tlungs" 
did  not  include  any  of  the  "  moral  pocket-handker- 
chers"  so  amusingly  described  in  "Pickwick ;"  but 
the  smile  was  followed  by  a  feeling  of  compunc- 
tion, which  made  her  offer  her  help  in  the  manu- 
facture of  some  of  the  little  garments.  Mrs.  Parry 
caught  at  the  proposition  with  abundant  thanks, 
and  innumerable  giggles,  and  inquired  whether  she 
should  call  for  G-yneth  the  next  day  and  take  her 
to  join  the  working  party  at  Mrs.  Q-ordon's,  where 
all  was  "so  nice  and  sociable,"  or  whether  she 
would  prefer  haying  some  work  sent  to  her  to  do 
at  home.  Q-yneth  much  preferred  the  latter,  so 
with  a  promise  to  send  her  two  or  three  articles 
that  very  same  day,  Mrs.  Parry  and  her  husband 
to^k  their  departure. 

"  What  funny  people,"  said  Q-yneth,  when  they 
were  gone. 

"  Funny  ?  yes,  they  are  rather  funny,"  replied 
Lambert,  absently.  "  Gyneth,  do  you  really  like 
making  things  ?" 

"Do  you  mean  little  clothes  like  those  Mrs. 
Parry  is  going  to  send  me  ?  yes,  if  they  are  for  any 
good  purpose,  I  don't  like  purposeless  work  much." 

"  Ah,  I  observed  that  you  were  not  given  to 
crochet,  but  I  thought  perhaps  you  were  like  Fanny 
who  detests  any  sort  of  work." 

"  No,  indeed,  grandmamma  has  instilled  into  me 
a  proper  veneration  for  the  needle.  Can  I  do  any- 
thing for  you,  Lambert  ?  Do  you  want  any  glove- 
buttons  sewn  on?" 

"  No,  oh  no,  nothing  of  the  sort,  thank  you,  I 
was  only  thinking — " 

"  Well,"  said  Gyneth,  expectantly :  but  he  still 
hesitated,  and  at  length  she  exclaimed,  "  Oh,  Lam- 
bert, do  please  say  what  you  mean." 

"  I  know  I  am  very  stupid,"  he  answered,  apolo- 
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getically ;  '^  bnt  I  do  so  hate  mterfering,  only  I  was 
thinking  that  as  you  are  so  anxious  to  be  of  use  I 
hoped  you  would  not  forget  that  Mr.  Weather- 
head  has  the  first  claim  on  us.  Mr.  Gordon  has  a 
district  church  at  one  end  of  the  town  and  is  very 
popular,  and  many  people,  like  the  Parrys,  join 
heart  and  soul  in  ms  schemes,  and  ignore  the  rector 
completely,  but  I  don't  think  you  would  wish  to 
be  drawn  into  doing  that." 

^  Oh,  of  course  not ;  but  how  can  such  a  thing 
happen?" 

"  Partly,  I  think, — so  far  as  the  ladies  are  con- 
cerned,— ^because  Mr.  Weatherhead's  wife  is  dead, 
and  his  daughter  not  yet  old  enough  to  take  the 
lead  in  anything,  while  Mrs.  G-ordon  I  am  told  is 
an  actiye  managing  person  who  takes  pains  to  get 
people  on  her  committee,  and  so  on." 

"And  gives  'sociable*  working  parties  to  en- 
courage tnem.  Ah,  weU,  Mrs.  Parry's  work  wiU 
not  take  me  long,  and  meantime  I  must  make  Miss 
Weatherhead's  acquaintance,  and  see  if  I  can  do 
anything  to  help  her.  Only  you  know  I  am  so 
useless,  not  old  enough  to  take  a  district,  or  any- 
thing like  that,  and  needlework  is  a  little  stupid 
thing  that  anybody  can  do." 

There  was  a  quiver  in  her  voice  as  she  finished 
speaking,  which  made  Lambert  look  at  her  anxiously 
and  say,  '^  It  is  something  that  you  are  willing  to 
do  all  that  you  can." 

"  Oh,  I  hope  I  am  that ;  I  will  do  whatever  Mr. 
Weatherhead  thinks  I  can,  provided  mamma  does 
not  mind ;  but  oh,  it  is  so  grievous  that  the  place 
should  be  so  bad,  and  that  we  can  do  so  Httle  for 
it !  The  evil  and  the  misery  of  the  world  seem  to 
press  upon  one  so  heavily  when  one  is  doing  no- 
thing on  the  side  of  goodness  and  mercy." 

Her  voice  had  steadied  itself,  and  no  tears  feU, 
but  such  deep  honest  grief  burned  in  her  eyes,  that 


90  A  MAISEK  07  OUB  OWSf  BAT. 

Lambert  saw  the  feeling  she  had  just  expressed 
was  no  mere  evanescent  piece  of  girlish  sentiment, 
but  one  strongly  rooted  in  her  heart.  What 
should  he  saj  ?  Should  he  remind  her  that  her 
time  for  action  would  come,  that  she  was  but  in 
training  for  it  now,  and  must  not  reproach  herself 
with  the  non-fulfilment  of  duties  which  G-on's  pro- 
vidence had  not  appointed  for  her?  JSTo;  that 
sounded  like  implied  fault-finding.  Should  he  tell 
her  how  truly  he  sympathised  with  her,  how  deeply 
he  felt  his  own  inability  to  do  anything  to  stem 
the  tide  of  sin  and  misery  in  the  world  ?  "No,  that 
was  speaking  of  himself,  bringing  his  own  feelings 
forward,  as  if  they  could  signify !  Should  he  re- 
mind her  that  goodness  and  mercy  might  be  shown 
forth  in  the  hidden  home  life,  that  she  hving  quietly, 
performing  the  duties  of  a  good  daughter  and  good 
sister,  was  thus  doing  her  part  on  the  side  of  right, 
and  was  shedding  forth  a  pure  influence  which 
might  reach  further  than  she  thought  of?  No; 
that  seemed  like  setting  up  to  teach  her,  and  in 
his  humility  he  thought  himself  unfit  to  do  ^ihat. 
Meantime,  poor  boy,  he  looked  nervous,  and  said 
nothing,  and  G-yneth  swallowing  down  her  emotion 
went  back  to  the  "  Sonnambula." 

But  as  he  was  leaving  the  room  she  turned 
round  again,  saying,  "  Lambert,  I  wish  you  would 
teU  me  what  to  think  of  the  Parrys,  they  are  very 
kind-hearted  good  sort  of  people,  are  they  not  ?" 

"Yes,  indeed,  and  they  are  truly  benevolent 
people,  for  though  they  are  not  at  all  rich  they 
contrive  to  do  more  than  many  who  are,  by  self- 
denial,  and  willingness  to  take  trouble." 

"  Then  one  ought  quite  to  admire  them  ?  But 
surely  they  have  very  strange  opinions,  Mrs.  Parry 
said  she  thought  you  were  on  the  road  to  Eome. 

''  Yes,  that  is  one  of  her  fancies.  I  believe  some 
relatives  of  her's  whom  she  used  to  be  much  with 
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before  her  marriage  were  almost  dissenteni,  and 
she  imbibed  from  them  some  mistaken  one-sided 
notions.  Her  husband  was  brought  up  in  good 
Church  principles,  but  when  he  was  very  young- 
he  is  only  siz-and-twenty  now — he  was  extremely 
thoughtless,  and  as  it  was  from  her  that  he  first 
learned  to  think  seriously  he  allows  himself  to  be 
guided  by  her  opinion." 

"  You  don't  think  I  need  be  intimate  with  them, 
do  you  ?  Mrs.  Parry  seemed  anxious  to  be  socia- 
ble, but  I  fancy  mamma  does  not  quite  like  them, 
does  she  P" 

•*  Not  quite,  and  I'm  sure  she  wiU  not  wish  you 
to  be  very  intimate  with  them,  so  the  question  is 
settled  for  you." 

*'  I  am  glad  of  it,  for  it  is  uncomfortable  to  be 
much  with  people  whose  opinion  one  is  compelled 
to  distrust,  and  moreover  I  really  have  no  wish  to 
see  much  of  them,  the  giggling  and  the  solemnity 
are  both  too  distasteful  to  me." 

''That  is  mere  manner,"  said  Lambert,  rather 
coldly,  "  Parry  used  to  be  very  merry  once,  but 
learned  to  be  afraid  of  his  own  high  spirits,  and  so 
took  up  that  solemn  way  of  speaking ;  Mrs.  Parry's 
giggling  proceeds,  I  believe,  from  nervousness." 

"  But  the  contrast  is  so  absurd !  Yes,  I  see  you 
think  me  very  naughty,  Lambert,  and  if  they  are 
really  good,  I  ought  not  to  laugh  at  them,  but  I 
do  so  dislike  a  bad  manner,  it  does  jar  upon  me 


so." 


"  I  am  sorry,"  said  Lambert  colouring,  and  he 
went  away. 

G-yneth's  fingers  made  melody  with  "Ah  non 
giunge,"  but  her  mind  was  perplexed  and  regret- 
ful ;  she  felt  afraid  that  her  brother  had  taken  her 
thoughtless  remark  home,  and  longed  to  run  after 
him,  and  tell  him  that  she  had  been  thinking  of 
the  Parrys  only,  and  that  she  already  repented  of 
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having  criticised  them.  But  while  she  was  hesi- 
tating whether  to  do  so  or  not,  she  heard  the 
house-door  close,  and  going  to  the  window  saw 
Lambert  run  down  the  steps,  and  take  the  road 
towards  the  sea.  "  So  we  are  not  to  make  it  up 
this  time,  Bertie,"  she  said  to  herself  as  she 
watched  him,  "  I  wonder  if  we  shall  ever  under- 
stand one  another  quite,  or  whether  I  shall  always 
go  on  blundering  and  vexing  you  when  I  least 
mean  it ;  if  you  were  not  so  very,  very  timid  and 
hesitating,  and  would  speak  freelv  to  me,  I  should 
like  it  much  better.  And  to  think  that  I  once 
fancied  you  dictatorial !  I  could  almost  wish  you 
were!" 

She  went  back  to  the  piano,  but  was  fated  not 
to  get  on  with  her  practising  that  afternoon,  for 
she  had  scarcelv  seated  herself  before  the  door 
was  opened,  ana  the  servant  ushered  in  "  Captain 
and  Mrs.  Alban  Boss." 

If  G-yneth'i^  sensitiveness  had  been  offended  by 
the  Panys'  uncomfortable  manners,  it  was  soothed 
and  fascinated  now  by  the  graceful  ease  of  the 
young  Ionian  lady.  She  was  slight  and  rather 
small,  with  lovely  dark  eyes,  regular  features,  black 
hair,  and  a  complexion  which  without  being  exactly 
fair,  wns  clear  and  bright ;  her  soft  foreign-sound- 
ing  English  was  very  sweet  and  musical,  and  her 
manner  a  pretty  mixture  of  simplicity  and  arch- 
ness.  Her  husband,  a  great,  big,  blue-eyed  Saxon, 
followed  her  with  his  looks,  and  hung  upon  her 
words,  seeming  to  regard  his  own  existence  as  of 
quite  secondary  importance.  He  was  an  only 
son,  the  heir  to  a  nne  property,  idolized  by  his 
parents  and  sisters,  and  a  general  favourite,  but  he 
was  one  of  those  people  whom  prosperity  does  not 
spoil,  and  had  never  known  what  it  was  to  feel 
pride  in  himself,  or  in  anything  belonging  to  him, 
except  in  bis  beautiful  young  bride,  whom  he  re- 
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garded  as  a  being  of  a  superior  order.  He  had 
not  much  attention  to  spare  for  other  women  be- 
yond the  requisite  courtesies  of  society,  and  after 
a  cordial  "How-d'ye-do?"  and  an  inquiry  for 
^'the  ColoneV  left  the  convenation  to  his  wife, 
who  on  the  strength  of  being  Jeannie's  great  friend, 
elaimed  immediate  intimacy  with  Glyneth,  and  said 
in  her  pretty  foreign  way,  "  We  must  not  begin  to 
talk  Hke  strangers,  with  little  speeches  about  the 
weather,  'what  a  fine  day,'  and  all  that.  You 
must  teU  me  of  my  dear  Jeannie,  and  of  yourself; 
how  is  the  dear  grandmamma?  and  the  good 
cousin  that  you  used  to  write  of?  Ah,  I  have 
seen  many  of  your  letters :  Jeannie  used  to  show 
them  to  me ;  was  that  very  naughty  ?" 

Gjneth's  English  shyness  and  reserve  would 
not  admit  of  as  much  cordiality  in  return,  but  she 
repHed  smiling,  that  her  grandmamma  and  her 
cousin  were,  she  believed,  quite  weU,  and  that  her 
mother  had  just  had  a  letter  from  Jeannie,  who 
was  at  Paris,  and  enjoying  herself  very  much. 

"  Ah,  the  darling !  and  when  is  she  coming  to 
England  ?" 

**  She  does  not  know  exactly  ;  Mr.  Hutehinson 
talks  of  taking  her  through  Switzerland  first,  but 
their  plans  are  not  quite  settled." 

"  And  *  Murray's  Handbook  '  has  not  proved 
fatal  yet  ?  Ah  out  it  is  in  Switzerland  that  she 
will  have  the  greatest  dose  of  it ;  she  must  not 
think  of  your  Byron,  and  his  '  Mont  Blanc  is  the 
monarch  of  mountains ;'  it  wiU  be  *  Mont  Blanc  is 
BO  many  feet  high,  and  Professor  Somebody  as- 
cended it  in  such  a  year,  and  Mr.  Somebody-else 
in  such  another.'    I  can  fancj  it  all  so  well." 

"  Is  Mr.  Hutehinson  so  devoted  to  *  Murray ' 
then?" 

"To  be  sure;  ah,  and  so  are  all  the  English 
gentlemen.   I  do  not  wonder  that  the  poor  Erench^ 


94i  A  MATDEN  OF  OUB  OlHSt  ]>AY. 

man  asked  if  those  red  books  were  not  the  English 
people's  Prayer  Books,  or  that  another  began  his 
description  of  an  Englishman  with  '  il  porte  dans 
sa  mam  un  petit  livre  rouge;'  this  husband  of 
mine  had  a  long  row  of  Hurrays,  *  Handbook  of 
Switzerland,'  '  Belgium  and  the  Bhine,'  all  so 
correct,  he  thought  it  would  be  so  nice  when  we 
travelled  together,  but  one  day  I  was  ybtj  cold, 
and  I  made  a  great  £b«  of  them ;  they  did  not 
even  bum  nicely  though,  they  only  made  a  great 
smoke." 

"  Of  course,"  said  the  husband,  who  apparently 
keenly  relished  his  little  wife's  mischief,  "  did  you 
ever  near  of  such  a  silly  little  lady,  Miss  i)e* 
shonP  Your  sister  will,  I  have  no  doubt,  go 
through  her  course  of  Murray  most  dutifulfy, 
and  neyer  dream  of  making  a  bonfire  of  her  hus- 
band's property." 

'<  Ah  yes,  Jeannie  is  so  good,  she  just  opens  her 
pretty  eyes  when  she  is  told  to  admire  this  or 
that ;  she  would  never  think  of  raising  a  revolt. 
Are  .you  like  that  too.  Miss  Deshon,  or  are  you 
perverse  like  me  ?" 

''  I  am  not  fond  of  being  told  what  to  admire 
certainly,"  said  Oyneth,  "  tnough  I  am  willing  to 
own  that  my  taste  requires  education." 

^  Ah,  native  taste  is  the  best ;  I  do  not  mean  to 
let  any  one  educate  mine.  I  shall  say  that  the 
*  Venus  de  Medici '  is  ugly  if  I  think  so,  even  if  I 
am  to  be  hooted  out  of  good  society  for  my  bold- 


ness." 


"  You  little  barbarian !"  exclaimed  Captain  Boss 
in  pretended  horror,  "  it  is  quite  painnil  to  have 
sucn  shocks  to  one's  respectable  prejudice,  I  shall 
be  afraid  to  take  you  among  '  proper '  people." 

"  Oh  but  you  must,  they  are  so  funny.  And 
now  tell  me,  Miss  Deshon,  how  is  your  brother  P 
that  good  Xiambert  whom  Jeaunie  and  I  used 
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to  torment  so  with  our  nonsense.  How  does 
he  like  Cambridge?  Has  he  made  any  firienda 
there?" 

''  Not  any  special  finend,  I  think,  but  he  likes 
collie  veiy  welL  I  am  sorry  he  is  not  at  home, 
he  only  went  ont  a  few  minutes  before  you 
came." 

''  Ah,  he  must  come  and  see  me,  and  you  will 
come  too,  I  hope ;  do  not  make  a  formal  visit,  but 
come  to  lunch,  both  of  you ;  I  want  to  consult 
you  about  the  concert,  Colonel  Deshon  tells  me 
you  are  musical.*' 

G^eth  answered  readily  that  «he  was  fond  of 
music,  and  this  gave  rise  to  a  discussion  which 
lasted  for  the  remainder  of  the  visit,  but  when 
Mrs.  Alban  Soss  took  leave,  she  again  pressed 
Ghyneth  to  lunch  with  her,  saying,  "  I  want  to  be 
very  good  friends  with  you,  if  you  will  let  me.  I 
think  we  are  nearly  of  the  same  age ;  Jeannie  is 
two  whole  years  older  than  me,  but  you  are  not 
more  than  eighteen,  are  you  ?" 

''  No,  I  am  not  quite  eighteen  yet ;  my  birthday 
is  in  August." 

*^  And  I  was  eighteen  in  January,  so  I  am  the 
eldest,  but  there  is  not  much  difference ;  promise 
me  to  come  and  see  me  soon." 

*'  Thank  you,  I  shall  like  to  come  very  much, 
and  you  will  sin?  to  me,  will  you  not  ?  Lambert 
iB  so^umouB  that  I  should  he^  some  of  your  pa- 
triotic songs."  _ 

"  Ah,  even  he  cannot  resist  my  songs  of  liberty," 
said  the  young  Q-reek,  her  eyes  flashing  suddenly, 
^  I  do  not  like  singing  them  in  ordinary  society, 
among  those  who  do  not  care  for  my  people,  but  I 
will  sing  them  to  you." 

"  Pray  bring  your  brother  with  you,  Miss  De- 
shon," said  Captain  Eoss,  as  he  shook  hands,  **  we 
are  always  glad  to  see  him,  and  he  is  almost  too 
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much  of  a  hermit ;  don't  you  think  so  ?    He  never 
fleems  to  care  to  stir  from  home." 

"  It  is  very  pleasant  for  us  to  have  so  much  of 
his  com^ny,"  answered  G^yneth,  with  a  ^ad  proud 
smile.  JBlame  Bertie  as  she  might  sometimes  in 
her  secret  thoughts,  she  was  ready  to  defied  him 
against  all  the  world. 


CHAPTEB  Vm. 

Not  as  although  we  thought  we  oould  do  much 
Or  claimed  large  sphere  of  action  for  ourselres ; 
Not  in  this  thought — since  rather  be  it  ours, 
Both  thine  and  mine,  to  ask  for  that  calm  frame 
Of  spirit,  in  which  we  know  and  deeply  feel 
How  little  we  can  do,  and  yet  do  that." 

Tbenoh. 

HEN  Mrs.  Deshon  and  Iier  daughters 
were  sitting  in  the  drawing-room  after 
dinner,  that  same  ^ening,  the  servant 
brought  in  a  parcel,  *  For  Miss  Deshon, 
with  Mrs.  Parry's  compliments,'  which,  when 
opened,  was  found  to  contain  divers  little  gar- 
ments, of  various  shapes  and  sizes. 

"  So  you  have  allowed  Mrs.  Parry  to  enlist  you 
in  her  service  already,"  exclaimed  Mrs.  Deshon, 
laughing,  "  my  dear  child,  you  don't  know  what 
you  are  bringmg  on  yourself." 

"  Do  you  mind  my  making  these  little  things, 
mamma  ?"  said  Gyneth ;  "  I  would  not  have 
offered  if  I  had  thought  you  would  have  any 
objection." 

"  Oh,  I  have  no  sort  of  objection,  if  you  like  to 
be  so  self-sacrificing ;  but  here,  let  me  help  you,  I 
can  make  this  £rock-body  while  you  are  making 
the  skirt ;  or  you  might  let  Fanny  run  the  seams 

H 
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for  you ;  it  would  do  her  good  to  have  some  work, 
she  has  not  done  any  for  an  age." 

"  I've  lost  my  thimble,  mamma,"  objected  Fanny, 
who  was  studying  the  use  of  Lambert's  compasses, 
and  had  already  covered  a  whole  sheet  of  paper 
with  innumerable  circles,  triangles,  and  hexagons, 
all  more  or  less 'misshapen. 

"  But  I  found  it,  and  here  it  is.  Come,  my  love, 
I  am  sure  you  will  like  to  help  Q-yneth." 

"  Oh,  mamma,  if  is  only  on  my  account, — "  be- 
gan Gyneth,  but  then  stopped,  feeling  that  it  was 
no  kindness  to  Panny  to  aid  her  in  evading  atten- 
tion to  her  mother's  wishes. 

A  struggle  was  apparently  going  on  in  the  little 
girl's  mind,  for  she  grew  very  red,  and  kept  ba- 
lancing the  compasses  up  and  down  on  her  fingers ; 
finally  she  put  them  back  into  their  case,  and 
holding  out  her  hand  for  the  work,  exclaimed 
brusquely,  "  I'U  do  it." 

"  Oh,  thank  you,  Fan,'*  said  Gyneth,  warmly, 
making  room  K>r  her  beside  her ;  but  when  she 
observed  poor  Fan"*s  big  stitches,  and  tendency  to 
*  pucker,'  sne  perceived  that  her  assistance  was  not 
likely  to  be  altogether  a  benefit.  "  Never  mind,  if 
she  does  it  badly,  I  can  unpick  it  and  do  it  again 
without  saying  VnytUng,"  was  her  mental  i^ec- 
tion,  and  so  she  quietly  pursued  her  own  work,  the 
exquisite  neatness  of  which  might  well  have  served 
as  a  model  for  the  awkward  little  sister. 

"I  rather  pitied  you  when  I  heard  that  the 
Parrys  had  called,"  said  Mrs.  Deshbn  presently. 
*'  I  suppose  they  had  a  great  deal  to  say  about 
'  dear  Mr.  G^ordon,'  he  is  their  last  new  para- 
gon." 

"Mrs.  Parry  asked  me  to  come  and  see  his 
schools,  and  offered  me  a  seat  in  her  pew  at  3. 
Olave's.  I  suppose  they  live  in  that  part  of  the 
parish,  don't  they?" 
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"  No,  they  are  not  in  Mr.  G-ordon's  district  at 
all;  but  they  like  him,  and  therefore  attend  his 
church ;  they  tried  to  persuade  us  to  do  so,  but 
that  is  not  your  father's  way." 

"  Lambert  was  talking  about  Mr.  Weatherhead 
this  afternoon,"  said  G-yneth :  "  he  says  that  he 
has  very  few  helpers,  and  that  Miss  Weatherhead 
is  too  young  to  be  able  to  do  very  much.  I  am 
a&aid  /  am  too  young  to  be  of  any  use,  but  if  I 
could  help  in  ever  so  small  a  way  it  would  be  bet- 
ter than  nothing.  Woidd  you  mind  my  taking  a 
class  in  the  Sunday-school,  if  they  are  in  want  of 
teachers,  and  Mr.  Weatherhead  thinks  I  am  fit 
for  it?" 

The  inquiry  was  made  very  timidly,  for  &yneth 
doubted  her  own  fitness  for  a  teacher,  and  feared 
the  proposal  might  seem  presumptuous,  but  that 
was  not  the  light  in  which  the  matter  appeared  to 
Mrs.  Deshon. 

"  My  dear,  it  is  very  good  of  you,  I  am  sure," 
she  said  affectionately,  "  and  I  daresay  you  would 
teach  very  nicely,  but  I  must  ask  papa  about  it. 
The  Sunday-school  is  in  the  town,  close  to  the 
Church,  and  I  am  not  sure  that  it  is  a  fij:  place  for 
you  to  go  to,  though  now  I  think  of  it,  Bertie  has 
promised  to  take  a  class  there,  I  believe,  and  while 
be  is  at  home  you  would  have  his  protection  to 
and  fro." 

"Has  Lambert  undertaken  a  class  already?" 
asked  Glyneth  in  surprise,  "  he  never  told  me  so." 

"  I  should  think  not !"  exclaimed  Fanny,  who 
was  listening  eagerly,  and  making  worse  puckers 
in  her  work  than  ever. 

"  Fan  means,"  said  Mrs.  Deshon,  "  that  it  is  not 
Lambert's  way  to  call  attention  to  any  of  his  own 
doings,  but  last  Sunday  .(the  day  after  he  arrived 
from  Cambridge)  papa  introduced  him  to  Mr. 
Weatherhead,  who  joined  us  on  our  way  home 
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from  Cliurcli,  and  something  was  said  of  teachers 
being  wanted  for  the  Sunday-school,  whereupon  it 
was  soon  arranged  that  Lambert  should  take  a 
class  of  boys  during  his  vacation.  He  went  to 
get  some  instructions  about  it  the  day  that  poor 
Edgar  met  with  the  accident  to  his  cheek." 

"  And  cried  like  a  baby  about  it,"  interrupted 
Fanny,  scornfully. 

"  Fan!"  said  ifrs.  Deshon,  in  a  tone  of  gentle 
displeasure,  and  the  little  girl  looked  down  ashamed, 
but  presently  observed  in  a  sort  of  aside,  "  I  know 
Bertie  thougnt  Eddie  was  cowardly." 

"  Have  you  seen  Miss  Weatherhead  yet,  mam- 
ma ?"  said  Q-yneth. 

"  Yes,  I  made  the  acquaintance  of  a  host  of  little 
Weatherheads  one  afternoon,  and  the  oldest,  I  was 
assured,  was  quite  her  father's  right  hand.  She 
seemed  rather  a  forward  little  demoiselle,  and 
talked  more  like  a  woman  of  thirty  than  a  girl  of 
fifteen ;  but,  poor  child,  from  having  lost  her  mo- 
ther,  she  has  been  made  old  before  her  time.  She 
has,  I  think,  eight  brothers  and  sisters ;  the  young- 
est only  three  years  old ;  I  quite  pity  poor  Mr. 
Weatherhead,  left  with  the  care  of  all  those  little 
ones,  delicate  children,  they  are,  too,  I  am  told." 

«  A^d  his  is  a  very  large  parish,  is  it  not  ?" 

"Yes,  and  a  very  poor  one;  I  am  sure  I  wish 
we  could  afford  to  help  him  in  his  various  charities, 
but  really  we  have  no  superabundant  wealth,  and 
military  people  have  so  many  expenses.  Papa  has 
given  him  a  subscription  for  the  schools,  and  the 
District  Visiting  Society;  but  I  scarcely  know 
what  more  we  can  do,  for  we  must  keep  up  the 
regimental  charities,  and  the  poor  soldiers'  wives 
come  to  me  for  assistance  continually ;  there  was 
a  poor  woman  here  only  this  morning  with  a  long 
pitiful  stoiy,  and  of  course  I  could  not  send  her 
fl;way  unrelieved." 


A  MAIDEK  OP   OUB  OWN  DAY.  101 

"  Oh,  no,"  said  Q-yneth,  in  thorough  acquiescence, 
and  Mrs.  Deshon  continued,  "  Some  people  make 
their  home  and  their  children  uncomfortable  that 
they  may  give  to  the  poor,  but  I  can't  bear  that 
system ;  it  would  be  all  very  well  if  only  oneself 
was  sacrificed,  but  I  couldn't  endure  to  let  papa 
go  without  the  comforts  he  requires,  or  to  deny 
my  children  anything." 

"  But  we  ought  to  be  willing  to  be  denied  some- 
times, mamma,"  said  Gyneth ;  **  I  hope  you  won't 
mind  refusing  me  if  I  should  ask  for  anything  ex- 
travagant." 

"I  don't  believe  you  will,  my  dear,  and  pray 
don't  go  into  the  other  extreme,  like  that  ridicu- 
lous child  Edgar,  who,  when  I  offered  to  buy  him 
one  of  those  pretty  little  images  that  he  admired 
80  much  yesterday,  declared  he  would  rather  not 
have  it,  and  nearly  cried  when  I  pressed  it  on  him, 
though  I  could  see  all  the  time  he  was  longing 
for  it." 

"Do  you  know,  mamma,"  interrupted  Fanny, 
'  **  Katie  nas  broken  the  one  you  bought  for  her ; 
she  broke  its  head  right  off  yesterday  evening." 

"  Quel  dommayeP^  exclaimed  Mrs.  Deshon  lightly, 
but  she  by  no  means  drew  any  of  the  moral  reflec- 
tions from  the  incident  that  it  seemed  calculated 
to  suggest.  She  was  really  not  at  all  extravagant 
as  regarded  herself,  but  always  lavish  where  her 
children  were  concerned,  and  it  was  a  good  Siud 
tender  feeling  which  made  her  averse  to  stinting 
them  in  any  of  their  pleasures.  But  perhaps  a 
wiser  love,  while  it  did  not  impose  sacrifices  on 
them,  would  yet  have  trained  them  to  a  participa- 
tion in  that  glad  and  willing  spirit  of  self-denial, 
which,  when  it  pervades  a  family,  makes  each  vie 
with  the  other  in  foregoing  mere  luxuries  for  the 
sake  of  charity,  and  which  does  in  truth  produce 
more  real  pleasure  than  can  be  produced  by  the 
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most  studious  gratification  of  each  one's  tastes 
and  fancies. 

"  Let  me  see  how  you  are  getting  on  with  your 
hemming,  Fan,"  said  Mrs.  Deshon,  after  a  few 
minutes'  silence.  "  Oh,  what  big  stitches !  Bertie," 
— to  Lambert,  who  had  just  entered  the  room, — 
"  don't  you  think  a  course  of  needlework  would  be 
quite  as  useful  as  Euclid?" 

"  More  so,  if  you  mean  for  Fanny :  you  should 
see  what  a  clever  worker  little  Miss  TVeatherhead 
is.  Fan." 

"I  don't  care  about  Miss  Weatherhead,"  re- 
plied Fanny,  in  high  disdain,  '*  mamma  says  she's 
forward." 

"  Those  that  live  in  glass  houses" — quoted  Mrs. 
Deshon  mischievously — "  you  know  what  follows, 
Fanny." 

Fanny  turned  with  a  discomfited  air  towards 
Lambert,  but  soon  recovered  herself,  and  went  on 
with  her  hemming.  She  took  the  little  skirt  away 
with  her  when  she  went  to  bed,  and  did  not  return 
it  to  her  sister  until  the  next  afternoon,  when 
Q-yneth  found  to  her  surprise  that  aU  the  gobble- 
stitches  had  vanished,  and  in  their  stead  was  a 
row  of  perfectly  small  and  smooth  though  rather 
irregular  stitches. 

''Thank  ^rou,  dear  Fan;  why  this  looks  much 
better  than  it  did  last  night,"  she  remarked  won- 
deringly.     "  Who  has  made  the  improvement  ?" 

"  Bertie,"  began  Fanny,  but  was  interrupted  by 
Gyneth's  laughter. 

"  My  dear  Fan,  I  know  he  can  do  a  great 
many  useful  things,  but  I  reaUy  hope  he  doesn't 
work!" 

"  No,  no,  of  course  not,"  replied  Fan  impatiently, 
"  but  I  showed  him  the  frock  when  I  had  finished 
it,  and  he  said  it  was  much  too  bad,  and  wouldn't 
be  of  any  use  to  you,  so  I  unpicked  it  and  did  it 
all  over  again." 
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"  That  was  very  good  of  you ;  but  when  did  you 
find  time  ?    I  thought  you  were  at  your  lesBons.** 

*'  I  did  it  instead  of  Euclid,"  was  the  rather  do- 
lorous reply. 

"  Oh,  I  am  sonr,"  said  the  tender-hearted  sister ; 
but  Fanny  brightened  again,  and  said  smiling, 
"  How  funny  you  are,  Gyneth !  Don*t  you  see  it 
Berved  me  right  for  not  taking  p<un8  y^terday 
evening  ?  Bertie  said  very  likely  you  would  let  me 
off  the  unpicking,  but  that  I  had  no  business  to 
let  myself  off,  so  I  wouldn't  ask  you  whether  I 
should  do  it  or  not.'' 

"  Bertie  is  wiser  than  I,"  said  Q-yneth,  "  though 
I  know  I  have  felt  in  my  own  case  that  if  one  has 
done  anything  negligently  it  is  better  to  punish 
oneself  by  doing  it  over  again,  where  that  is  pos- 
sible, however  troublesome  it  may  be.  But  no  one 
else  ever  enforced  this  on  me ;  dear  grandmamma 
was  so  indulgent  that  she  could  not  bear  me  to 
suffer  for  my  faults." 

"  How  grandmamma  and  you  must  have  spoiled 
Edgar.  He  can't  bear  to  have  a  word  said  to  him 
now,  and  when  Bertie  turned  him  back  in  his  les- 
sons this  morning  he  began  to  cry." 

"  He  generally  did  his  lessons  very  well  with 
me ;  perhaps  Lambert  gives  him  harder  ones." 

"  Oh,  no,  awfully  easy  ones,  little  bits  of  thinffs 
that  I  could  do  in  ten  minutes,  and  he  is  so  dread- 
fully slow  over  them,  and  Bertie  is  so  patient,  it 
quite  fidgets  me  to  hear  them  going  over  the  same 
things  again  and  again.  I  don't  think  Eddie  is  at 
all  clever,  do  you,  &yneth  ?" 

"  Not  very,  certainly  j  but  he  can't  help  that, 
you  know,  Fan ;  it  would  be  cruel  to  be  impatient 
vnth  him  for  what  is  not  a  fault." 

Fanny  glanced  at  the  difficult  German  book  in 
Gyneth' s  hand,  then  at  her  sister's  face. 

"  Gyneth,  I  do  think  Bertie  is  right  when  he 
says  you  are  very  good,  for  if  you  who  are  so 
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clever,  are  not  made  cross  by  people  who  are  stu- 
pid, you  must  be  good,  I'm  quite  sure." 

Even  Edgar  when  assured  of  Bertie's  approval 
could  scarcely  have  looked  more  joyous  than  did 
Gryneth  at  that  moment,  but  the  bright  expression 
died  away  directly.  "  Lambert  would  not  think 
me  good  if  he  really  knew  me,"  she  said  to  herself, 
"  and  I  ought  not  to  like  that  he  should  think  me 
so  even  for  a  minute:  grandmamma  has  always 
thought  so,  and  will  not  be  persuaded  to  the  con- 
trary, and  Eose  is  just  as  partial,  there  is  no  one 
but  Lewis  who  really  knows  my  faults,  and  cares 
for  me  in  spite  of  them." 

There  was  a  veiled  sadness  in  her  tone  as  she 
answered  playfully,  "Neither  Bertie  nor  any  of 
you  quite  know  me  yet,  Eanny ;  by-and-by  you 
will  mid  out  how  cross  and  disagreeable  I  can  be." 
But  her  Ups  soon  parted  in  a  snule  again,  and  the 
thought  that  had  brought  it  back  was  this — "  K 
eveiTone  else  should  find  out  how  anything  but 
good  I  am,  and  should  learn  to  dislike  me,  I  should 
stiU  have  Lewis ;  for  he  knows  most  of  my  naugh- 
tiness  already,  and  yet, — likes  me." 

She  pondered  over  what  Eanny  had  said  of  Ed- 
gar'B  slowness  at  his  lessons,  and  decided  on  again 
offering  her  services  in  teaching  him.  Lambert 
made  no  objection,  but  Edgar  did,  and  at  length  a 
compromise  was  effected,  and  it  was  arranged  that 
Lambert  should  continue  to  teach  both  Edgar  and 
Eanny  Latin  and  Arithmetic,  while  Gyneth  should 
Bupermtend  the  rest  of  their  lessons.  She  did  not 
find  Edgar  so  docile  as  he  had  been  used  to  be ; 
Eanny' s  presence  distracted  him,  and  he  was  im- 
patient to  get  away  that  he  might  go  to  Lambert. 
Ean  was  the  best  pupil,  for  she  was  wonderfully 
quick  and  clever,  and  so  delighted  at  finding  how 
much  Ghyneth  knew  that  she  was  in  the  best  of 
spirits  and  humours. 
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The  next  day  was  Sunday,  and  Gyneth  saw  Mr. 
"Weatherhead  for  the  first  time,  at  Church,  and 
afterwards  met  him  when  she  was  walking  home 
with  Lambert,  and  was  introduced  both  to  hmi  and 
his  daughter. 

On  Monday  as  she  was  strolling  on  the  beach 
with  Edgar,  a  boyish  shout  made  them  turn  round, 
and  Horace  Weatherhead  came  dashing  up  to 
them.  "  Papa  has  gone  to  see  the  coastguard  man 
who  lives  up  there,"  he  said,  pointing  to  a  quaint 
little  house  that  was  perched  on  a  high  ridge  of 
ground  overlooking  the  beach,  "  He's  very  ill,  poor 
man,  so  I  mustn't  go  in  to  disturb  him,  and  I'm 
waiting  till  papa  comes  out." 

He  was  a  pleasant-looking  little  boy  with  a 
round  freckled  face,  a  high  colour,  and  dark  hair 
and  eyes.  G-yneth  invited  him  to  have  a  game 
with  Edgar,  and  sat  down,  herself,  promising  to 
keep  watch  on  the  coastguard  man's  house,  and 
call  him  when  his  papa  came  out. 

Horace  proposed  that  they  should  play  at  being 
mermen,  and  decorated  Edgar  and  nimself  with 
£mtastically-arranged  pieces  of  seaweed,  after 
which  the  game  consisted  principally  in  throwing 
stones  into  the  sea,  as  signals  to  the  mermaids 
who  were  supposed  to  be  very  disconsolate  at  their 
sudden  disappearance  from  the  depths  of  the 
ocean. 

Gyneth  suggested  that  Hans  Andersen's  vene- 
rable mermaid  who  insisted  on  her  little  grand- 
daughter's having  a  row  of  oysters  appended  to 
her  tail  as  a  badge  of  dignity,  was  doubtless  one  of 
their  relations ;  and  Horace  replied  solemnly  that 
she  was  their  great- aunt.  He  invented  a  whole 
genealogy,  in  which  Edgar  acquiesced,  not  without 
a  little  air  of  condescension  however,  as  if  hu- 
mouring his  friend's  nonsense,  rather  than  enter- 
ing heartily  into  it.    Gyneth  was  perhaps  the  most 
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amused,  and  was  rather  sorry  when  she  descried  a 
black  figure  descending  the  precipitous  pathway 
which  led  from  the  coastguard's  dwelling  to  the 
beach,  and  was  obliged  to  announce  to  Horace 
that  his  father  was  in  sight. 

The  child  hastily  divested  himself  of  his  seaweed 
adornments,  and  ran  to  meet  him,  but  apparently 
had  not  had  enough  of  Edgar's  society,  for  he 
brought  Mr.  Weatherhead  down  to  where  Gyneth 
and  her  brother  were  seated,  exclaiming,  '*  There, 
papa,  there's  my  brother-merman,  do  let's  walk 
along  the  beach,  and  then  we  can  send  some  more 
messages  to  the  mermaids." 

Mr.  Weatherhead  smiled  consent,  shook  hands 
with  Gyneth,  and  inquired  after  Edgar's  bruised 
cheek.  The  bruise  was  still  plainly  to  be  seen, 
but  Eddie  pronounced  it  quite  well,  and  grew  rosy 
with  shame  at  the  remembrance  of  the  tears  which 
the  rector  had  seen  him  shed  for  it ;  he  was  glad 
to  run  on  in  front  with  Horace,  and  hide  his  con- 
fusion by  pretending  to  look  formeimaidens  in  the 
water. 

"  He  seems  rather  delicate,  poor  little  fellow," 
said  Mr.  Weatherhead  to  Q-yneth, "  but  he  is  not  so 
pale  as  my  own  little  boy.  I  don't  mean  Horace," 
he  continued,  as  she  looked  up  in  astonishment, 
"  I  mean  one  of  my  other  sons,  Greoflfrey,  who  has 
very  bad  health,  and  is  moreover  blind." 

An  exclamation  of  sorrowful  surprise  escaped 
Gyneth,  and  Mr.  Weatherhead  went  on,  "You 
had  not  heard  of  him  I  daresay,  he  is  away 
from  home  now,  my  sister  ha-s  taken  him  with  her 
to  London  to  be  under  the  care  of  an  oculist." 

"  Then  there  is  some  hope  of  his  recovering  his 
sight  ?" 

"  Very  little,  I  fear,  but  we  must  not  neglect 
any  chance,  and  under  his  aunt's  care  his  health 
will  be  well  attended  to.    My  little  daughter  Au- 
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giista  almoBt  wore  herself  out  with  nursing  him 
last  winter;  it  is  too  great  a  charge  for  her." 

"Tour  daughter  has  not  gone  away  too,  has 
she  ?  Mamma  and  1  were  planning  to  go  and  see 
her  some  day  soon." 

The  clergyman's  careworn  face  quite  beamed 
with  pleasure.  "  Augusta  wiU  be  delighted,"  he 
said  warmly,  ^'poor  <mild,  she  has  not  many  vi- 
sitors ;  she  is  too  young  to  be  visited  as  a  matter 
of  course,  and  we  have  not  many  friends  here." 

"  Tou  have  not  been  here  very  long,  I  think  my 
brother  told  me  ?" 

"  Not  quite  two  years,  and  we  came  from  a 
country  parish,  where  my  children  were  univer- 
sally known — ^and  spoilt,  I'm  afraid  I  must  add. 
It  was  a  great  change  for  them  coming  here.  And 
so  it  has  been  to  you,  I  think, — ^you  were  living  in 
a  cathedral  town  before,  were  you  not  ?" 

"  Yes,  at ,  and  I  was  very  sorry  to  leave  it ; 

but  I  do  not  dislike  what  I  have  yet  seen  of  Har- 
bourmouth." 

"  No,  the  common  is  pleasant  enough,  it  is  the 
town  that  is  so  disagreeable;  I  am  glad  for  my 
children's  sake  that  my  house  is  in  the  outskirts, 
though  it  would  be  more  convenient  to  me  to  be 
nearer  my  church." 

GTyneth  made  a  remark  about  the  apparent  an- 
tiquity of  the  church,  and  some  conversation  on 
its  architecture  followed,  during  which  they  arrived 
at  the  point  where  a  road  led  up  from  tne  beach 
to  the  outskirts  of  the  town. 

GFyneth  was  going  to  wish  Mr.  Weatherhead 
good-bye,  and  turn  homewards  across  the  common, 
when  he  stopped  her  by  saying,  "  I  am  going 
straight  home,  would  you  like  to  come  with  me  and 
see  my  little  girl  ?  She  has  denied  herself  a  walk 
to-day  that  she  may  finish  some  work  she  is  busy 
with,  so  your  visit  wiU  be  particularly  welcome." 
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Qjneth.  knew  that  her  mother  would  be  ghuL  to 
be  spared  the  yisit  to  the  ^  forward  little  demoi- 
selle," and  so  readilj  accepted  the  Sector's  propo- 
sition, onl J  inquiring  whether  his  house  was  resdly 
quite  outside  the  town,  on  account  of  the  prohibi- 
tion concerning  Edgar. 

Augusta  Weatherhead  was  in  the  drawing-room, 
verj  busilj  engaged  in  the  construction  of  a  child's 
sun-bonnet.  She  greeted  Q-yneth  with  womanly- 
composure,  inqnir^  politely  after  Colonel  and 
Mrs.  Deshon,  and  seemed  mr  more  an  adept  at 
general  conversation  than  her  father.  She  waa 
plain  in  fisu^e,  but  clever  looking,  and  had  a  good 
figure,  which  together  with  her  nicely-made  dress 
and  well-arranged  hair  gave  her  a  stylish  appear- 
ance unusual  at  her  age.  Gyneth  felt  herself 
quite  awkward  and  childish  in  comparison  with 
this  precocious  little  lady,  and  meeUy  submitted 
to  be  patronised  by  her,  feeling  much  less  at  ease 
with  the  Sector's  daughter  than  with  the  rector 
himself. 

Mr.  Weatherhead  left  them  in  a  few  minutes, 
and  then  Augusta  became  less  stately,  and  more 
communicative.  She  asked  if  G'3meth  would  ex- 
cuse her  going  on  with  her  work,  as  she  was  in  a 
hurry  to  get  it  finished,  and  explained  that  it  was 
for  a  chUd  whom  her  father  was  interested  in,  and 
whose  'parents  were  going  to  sail  for  Australia  in 
a  day  or  two. 

"Could  I  help  you?"  inquired  Gyneth,  shyly, 
almost  feeling  that  the  ofier  was  useless. 

^  Oh,  no,  thank  you,  I  shall  be  able  to  manage 
it ;  I  can  get  through  a  great  deal  of  work  on  the 
days  I  don't  go  out." 

"  And  you  seem  to  work  so  quickly ;  I  wish  I 
could." 

Augusta  smiled  a  superior  smile,  and  observed, 
*'  I  could  do  a  great  deaf  more  if  the  children  didn't 
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hinder  me,  but  Horace  and  Nelly  are  so  riotous  I 
am  obliged  to  be  continually  looking  after  them." 

"  We'd  a  great  deal  rather  you  didn't,  Gussie," 
put  in  Horace,  with  a  roguish  look. 

"  Do  you  teach  them  their  lessons  ?"  asked  Gy- 
neth. 

"  Oh,  no,  a  daily-governess  comes  every  morn- 
ing to  do  that,  and  meanwhile  I  attend  to  house- 
keeping matters,  and  my  G-erman,  and  practising. 
I  am  anxious  to  keep  up  my  music,  n)r  when  I 
was  staying  in  London  with  my  aunt  Clarissa  last 
year,  I  had  lessons  from  a  first-rate  master,  and  it 
would  be  a  pity  that  those  should  be  thrown  away. 
Do  you  practise  much.  Miss  Deshon  ?" 

"  An  hour  every  day,  nominally,  but  I  am  afraid 
I  am  not  very  exact  about  it.  1  play  more  or  less 
as  the  humour  takes  me." 

"  An  hour  does  not  seem  much ;  my  master  used 
to  say  one  must  practise  at  least  two  hours  every 
day  if  one  wished  to  attain  any  proficiency,  and  I 
think  I  even  exceed  that  time,  but  then  it  is  partly 
at  the  organ.  I  am  very  anxious  to  learn  to  play 
that  well,  that  I  maybe  able  to  be  papa's  organist ; 
the  one  he  has  now  is  very  expensive,  and  ex- 
tremely troublesome,  always  wanting  to  play  chants 
that  he  has  composed  himself." 

"  How  soon  do  you  think  you  shall  be  able  to 
take  his  place  ?  Are  you  not  rather  frightened 
at  the  idea  of  it  ?" 

"  Oh,  I  daresay  I  shall  feel  a  little  nervous  for 
the  first  time  or  so,  but  I  don't  mean  to  make  the 
attempt  until  I  can  play  really  well ;  and  the  or- 
ganist is  not  seen  at  all  in  our  church,  so  I  shall 
have  no  stares  to  discompose  me,  and  make  me 
play  wrong  notes." 

"  I  thought  you  didn't  mind  being  stared  at, 
GrUBsie,"  said  Horace,  "  I'm  sure  you  said  so  one 
day." 
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Little  Miss  G-ussie's  chin  went  up  in  the  air. 

"  Of  course  I  am  not  so  silly  as  to  mind  people's 
rudeness,"  she  replied,  "  but  I  would  rather  avoid 
it  when  possible.  You  shouldn't  make  such  foolish 
remarks,  Horace." 

Horace  smiled,  and  made  a  face  at  Edgar,  but 
Eddie  was  lost  in  thought,  and  presently  looked 
up,  and  said,  "Wouldn't  it  be  vnrong  to  make 
wrong  notes  in  Church  ?" 

Augusta  laughed,  and  Horace  looked  puzzled, 
but  Gyneth  comprehended  and  answered  softly, 
"  Not  if  one  couldn't  help  it,  Eddie,  but  of  course 
one  ought  to  be  as  careful  as  possible." 

He  seemed  inclined  to  say  something  more,  but 
checked  himself,  and  stood  silent  by  Q-yneth's  side, 
twining  his  little  fingers  round  hers,  and  not  turn- 
ing again  to  the  Chinese  puzzles  which  Horace 
Weatherhead  had  spread  out  on  the  table  for  him. 

Augusta  was  struck  with  his  beauty,  and  also 
with  the  delicacy  of  his  appearance,  which  seemed 
to  arouse  in  her  the  same  train  of  thought  as  it 
had  in  her  father;  for  she  too  began  to  talk  of 
poor  blind  little  Q-eoffrey,  and  with  a  gentleness — 
it  was  not  quite  tenderness — which  made  her  man- 
ner much  pleasanter  than  it  had  been  before. 

Just  as  Q-yneth  was  taking  leave,  the  Eector 
came  in  with  a  tiny  child — his  youngest — perched 
on  his  shoulder.  The  wee  thing  had  in  her  hand 
a  rose,  which  she  held  out  to  Augusta,  saying, 
"  Dis  is  my  own  white  yose,  G-ussie ;  it  g'ows  in 
my  vezy  own  garden ;  1  has  picked  it  for  you." 
And  G-uBsie  laid  down  her  work  to  caress  the  little 
flower-gatherer,  with  a  motherly  air  which  had  in- 
it  something  touching  as  well  as  strange,  in  a  girl 
so  young. 

Gyneth  liked  these  last  traits  better  than  what 
she  had  seen  of  Augusta  during  the  first  part  of 
her  visit ;  but  she  did  not  feel  as  if  Miss  Weather- 
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head  were  the  sort  of  person  who  would  care  for 
her  liking  or  help,  and  when  she  got  home  she 
watched  anxiously  for  Lambert's  return  fix)m  rid- 
ing with  his  father,  that  she  might  teU  him  she  had 
not  found  courage  to  make  any  inquiries  about 
the  Sunday  school,  or  say  anything  of  her  willing- 
ness to  assist.  He  was  not  surprised,  and  an- 
swered that  it  was  early  days  yet,  and  they  should 
soon  know  the  Weatherheaas  better. 

But  she  was  in  a  discouraged  mood,  and  went 
on  sadly, 

"  I'm  afraid  it  was  silly  of  me  ever  to  think  I 
could  do  anything,  Lambert ;  it  is  easy  to  have 
visions  about  doing  good,  but  when  one  comes  to 
the  point,  one  finds  out  one's  own  uselessness." 

He  did  not  know  that  these  dispirited  feelings 
were  habitual  to  her,  more  habitual  than  the  energy 
which  she  had  shown  of  late;  and  so  answered, 
hurriedly, 

"  It  is  rather  too  soon  to  despond ;  don't  you 
think  so,  Qyneth  ?"  And  then  turning  to  Edgar, 
invited  him  to  come  and  ride  his  horse  round  to 
the  stable. 

Edgar's  lip  trembled  a  little,  for  the  horse  that 
Lambert  had  been  riding  was  rather  fiery ;  but  he 
followed  his  brother  to  the  hall  door,  where  the 
groom  was  standing  with  the  horses,  and  mounted 
bravely.  Lambert  would  not  let  the  groom  lead 
the  horse,  but  he  walked  by  its  side  himself,  and 
danger  there  was  none ;  so  Eddie  forgot  his  fears, 
and  ended  by  really  enjoying  the  Httle  ride.  He 
ran  into  the  house  again  in  high  spirits,  and  flying 
up  to  Gyneth,  fiung  his  arms  round  her,  exclaim- 
ing, 

"  I  wasn't  cowardly  to-day,  sister,  was  I  ?  Per- 
haps some  day  I  shall  be  quite  a  brave  man ;  for 
do  you  know,  when  Bertie  was  a  little  boy,  he 
used  to  be  frightened  too." 
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"  And  how  did  he  become  brave  ?" 

"  I  don't  know  exactly,  but  once  I  heard  papa 
say  that  he  had  made  a  great  mistake  in  the  way 
he  brought  up  Bertie,  and  had  driven  out  one 
fear  by  another.  I  don't  quite  know  what  he 
meant :  do  you  ?" 

"  Yes,  I  think  I  do ;  for  I  remember  now  that, 
long,  long  ago,  poor  Bertie  used  to  be  punished 
for  being  cowardly ;  and  I  suppose  at  last  he  be- 
came more  afraid  of  that  than  of  the  things  that 
had  first  caused  his  fright." 

Edgar's  eyes  fiUed  with  tears.  "Bertie  never 
told  me  that,"  he  said.  "  Oh,  how  could  papa  be  so 
cruel  to  him !  He  is  never  cruel  to  me ;  he  kisses 
me  when  I  am  frightened." 

"Yes,"  said  Q-yneth,  regretting  her  former 
words,  "papa  sees  that  it  is  natural  to  you  to  be 
rather  timid,  and  he  will  not  be  vexed  with  you 
so  long  as  you  do  not  give  way  to  your  fears,  but 
try  to  be  a  brave  boy.  But  when  Lambert  was 
little,  papa  did  not  know  so  much  about  children, 
and  he  thought  cowardice  was  positive  naughti- 
ness. You  must  not  grieve  about  it ;  it  is  all  over 
now." 

"  Yes  ;  for  now  I  think  papa  loves  Bertie  better 
than  any  of  us,"  said  Edgar,  joyfullv.  "  But  Ber- 
tie is  still  a  little  frightened  of  nim,  don't  you 
think  so,  sister  ?" 

It  had  not  occurred  to  GTyneth  before ;  but  as 
she  watched  Lambert's  manner  to  her  father  that 
evening,  she  could  see  that  it  was  so.  Colonel 
Deshon's  tone  towards  his  son  was  full  of  quiet 
affection,  and  a  something  akin  to  respect ;  but 
Lambert's  responses  were  always  shy  and  distant, 
not  in  the  least  indifferent  or  disrespectful,  but  as 
if  moulded  to  formality  by  a  feeling  of  constraint 
which  he  could  not  shake  off. 

She  remarked  his  pleased  yet  almost  wondering 
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smile  when  the  children  coaxed  their  father  into 
a  game  on  the  lawn,  and  insisted  on  blindfolding 
him  and  playing  off  on  him  all  sorts  of  roguish 
tricks.  Probably  never  in  his  life  had  Lambert 
ventured  on  such  liberties ;  and  perhaps  Mrs. 
Deshon  was  thinking  so  as  well  as  G-yneth,  for 
she  approached  her  son  as  he  stood  watching  the 
game,  and  laying  her  hand  on  his  arm,  said,  ca- 
ressingly, 

"  What  a  merry  rogue  that  little  mouse  Edgar 
becomes,  when  he  has  papa  to  play  with!  He 
often  makes  me  think  of  you  wnen  you  were  a 
child,  my  Bertie ;  but  you  were  always  the  little 
mouse,  and  I'm  afraid  were  taught  to  be  so. 
Just  look  at  that  merry  varlet;  what  new  mis- 
chief is  he  deluding  poor  papa  into  ?" 

Lambert  looked  and  laughed,  in  thorough  enjoy- 
ment of  his  little  brother's  fan ;  but  when  his 
mother  continued,  "  Why  don't  you  go  and  be  a 
child  too,  Bertie  ?"  he  drew  still  further  back,  and 
there  was  a  tinge  of  melancholy  in  his  quaint  an- 
swer, "I  shouldn't  know  how,  mamma." 


CHAPTEE  IX. 

"  I  tiimk  he  bought  his  doublet  in  Italy,  his  round  hose 
in  France,  his  bonnet  in  G^ermanj,  and  his  behsyiour  erery- 
where." 

Merchant  qf  Venice, 

HEN  Gyneth  had  been  about  ten  days 
at  home  the  £Eunily  circle  was  in- 
creased by  the  arriTal  of  Lawrence. 
Long-haired,  pale,  and  foreign-look- 
ing, he  had  at  first  the  air  of  a  German  student, 
but  on  further  acquaintance  there  proved  to  be 
more  of  the  French  than  the  German  element  in 
him,  while  what  there  was  in  him  of  English  was 
almost  undiscoverable.  He  spoke  his  native  lan- 
guage with  a  decidedly  foreign  accent,  and  re- 
lapsed continuallY  into  French,  and  occasionally 
into  German ;  talked  fluently  of  foreign  literature 
while  seeming  intensely  ignorant  of  that  of  his 
own  countiy;  quoted  De  Musset's  poetry,  and 
Bichter*s  prose ;  strewed  his  room  over  witii  rub- 
bishy-looking paper  books,  entitled  "  Biblioth^ue 
du  chemin  de  fer;"  and  completed  his  mother's 
and  sister's  astonishment  by  producing  an  im- 
mense meerschaum  with  a  picture  of  the  ^  Lurlei " 
enamelled  on  its  porcelain  dowL 

Colonel  Deshon  would  have  remonstrated,  but 
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his  wife  said  smiling,  "  Never  mind,  dear  Edgar, 
let  us  leave  him  to  enjoy  it  in  peace  just  for  tliis 
first  day  or  two,  provided  he  confines  his  smoking 
to  the  garden."  Accordingly  the  garden  became 
at  once  Lawrence's  favourite  retreat,  and  he  estab- 
lished himself  there  the  very  first  morning  with 
Ifis  books,  that  he  might  pursue  both  his  smoking 
and  his  cramming  for  the  examination  undisturbed 

G^yneth  resigned  most  of  her  indoor  employ- 
ments to  sit  on  the  grass  beside  him,  find  refer- 
ences for  him,  and  hear  him  repeat  long  columns 
of  dates,  and  various  dry  statistics.  She  was  re- 
warded for  her  patience,  and  endurance  of  the 
meerschaum,  by  many  little  confidences  delivered 
incidentaUy,  and  some  amusing  anecdotes  of  foreign 
school-life,  not  to  mention  sundry-  pretiy  chivalnc 
little  speeches,  such  as  no  Englisn-bred  boy  would 
have  thought  of  bestowing  on  a  sister. 

Lawrence  was  very  good-looking,  only  wanting 
colour  to  make  him  handsome,  and  the  sleepy 
brown  eyes  which  he  lifted  icom  his  book  now  and 
then,  were,  to  Gyneth's  thinking,  quite  beautiAil ; 
she  liked  their  dreaminess  of  expression,  and  would 
have  admired  the  languid  grace  that  generally 
characterized  her  brother's  movements  if  she  had 
not  detected  in  it  a  little  affectation.  He  could 
be  animated  enough  when  he  chose,  "  vif  "  in  look 
and  tone,  and  profuse  in  gesticulation  after  the 
manner  of  foreigners.  She  was  sure  he  must  be 
(dever,  he  seemed  so  little  daunted  by  the  diffi- 
culties of  the  examination,  and  talked  of  trying 
his  chance  in  Erench,  German,  and  drawing,  be- 
sides the  sine  qua  non  mathematics,  and  ''  Engflish 
of  course,"  as  confidently  as  if  failure  were  a  thing 
impossible.  His  family  were  almost  equally  con- 
fident, with  the  exception  of  Lambert,  who  said 
little,  but  watched  his  brother  at  his  studies,  and 
confided  a  private  doubt  to  G-yneth  that  Lawrence 
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had  gone  deep  enough  in  mathematics,  moreover 
hinting  that  proficiency  in  English  might  not  be  so 
*'  of  course  "  as  Lawrence  appeared  to  imagine. 
Gyneth  acknowledged  that  he  seemed  by  no  means 
'*  well  up "  in  English  literature,  and  began  a 
course  of  private  cramming  on  that  subject,  tell- 
ing him  the  names,  dates,  and  histories  of  Eng- 
land's chief  literary  worthies,  and  furnishing  him 
with  a  list  of  aU  their  greatest  works ;  it  shomd  not 
be  her  fault,  if,  when  asked  who  wrote  "  Comus" 
he  should  reply  "Dr.  Johnson,"  as  was  once 
actually  done  by  some  youthful  ignoramus. 

It  was  onlv  in  the  evening  that  Lawrence  could 
afford  time  for  these  lighter  studies,  and  then  he 
used  to  lie  Aill  length  on  the  grass,  repeating  Gy- 
neth's  instructions  after  her,  and  glancing  up  with 
a  wearily  uttered  "  Est-ce  tout  P''  at  each  pause 
in  her  recapitulation.  With  all  her  efforts,  she 
could  not  be  sure  of  having  done  much  good,  espe- 
cially as  he  pertinaciously  continued  to  confuse 
Lord  Bacon  with  Boger  Bacon,  the  inventor  of 
gunpowder,  and  persisted  in  affirming  that  "  Blair's 
Ghrave  "  and  what  he  called  "  Les  nuits  de  Young" 
were  the  two  finest  poems  in  the  English  language, 
a  not  uncommon  delusion  among  i^enchmen,  but 
one  quite  unpardonable  in  a  true  bom  Briton.  As 
for  the  meaning  of  obsolete  English  words,  the 
plots  of  Shakespeare's  plays,  and  a  hundred  other 
things  that  examiners  will  ask  about;  he  was 
utterly  ignorant  of  them  all ;  but  then  to  be  sure 
he  knew  half  Schiller's  tragedies  by  heart,  and 
could  write  an  account  of  the  life  and  writings  of 
Voltaire  at  a  minute's  notice. 

G-yneth  was  all  anxiety  on  the  day  when  he  set 
off  with  Colonel  Deshon  for  London,  where  the 
examination  was  to  be  held,  but  both  he  and  his 
father  were  in  good  spirits,  and  took  a  cheerful 
farewell  of  the  home  party,  the  Colonel  tunung 
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back  at  the  door  to  say, ''  Bemember,  Lambert,  I 
depute  to  you  my  authority  as  master  of  the  house, 
keep  good  order,  mind,  and  don't  let  Ellis  Irran- 
nize  over  mamma."  And  then,  noticing  Edgar's 
look  of  delight  at  the  idea  of  Bertie's  being  master, 
he  added  playfully,  *Hake  core,  Eddie,  you  will  have 
to  be  on  your  very  best  behaviour,  for  I  suspect 
Bertie  wiU  be  very  particular."  A  warning  which 
in  no  way  terrifiea  Edgar,  who  wriggled  about 
like  a  merry  eel,  and  made  such  demonstrations  of 
fearless  sansfaction  as  showed  he  anticipated  no 
harshness  in  his  brother's  rule.  The  examination 
was  to  last  about  ten  days,  and  Colonel  Deshon 
meant  to  await  its  conclusion,  so  Lambert  had 
reaUy  some  opportunity  for  exercising  the  func- 
tions  his  father  had  bestowed  on  him,  and  in  his 
gentle,  unobtrusive  way  he  certainly  contrived  to 
fulfil  them  most  carefuUv.  Mrs.  Deshon  declared 
that  his  influence  over  EUis  was  magical,  and  that 
whenever  her  husband  was  absent  in  ^ture,  she 
must  assuredly  send  off  express  for  him  to  keep 
order  for  her ;  she  ratha^  gloried  in  her  own  in- 
capabililr,  and  appealed  to  Lambert  as  constantly 
as  if  he  had  been  really  master  of  the  house  and 
the  supreme  authority,  telling  the  children  to  mind 
him,  and  even  occasionally  referring  Gyneth  to  his 
decisions.  Gyneth  would  have  found  this  very 
disagreeable  if  he  had  been  the  domineering  fellow 
she  once  fancied  him,  and  even  as  it  was  her  mo- 
ther's "  Oh,  my  dear,  I  don't  know  I'm  sure,  ask 
Bertie,"  seemed  sometimes  a  little  tiresome  when 
it  concerned  matters  which  she  could  quite  well 
have  decided  for  herself  if  she  had  been  allowed 
to  do  so.  Decide  them  she  did  in  fact,  for  Bertie 
heartily  disliked  giving  any  opinion,  and  only  did 
so  in  deference  to  his  mother's  wishes,  leaving  Gy- 
neth to  foUow  his  advice  or  not  as  she  felt  in- 
clined ;  he  never  seemed  to  dictate,  and  was  chary 


118  ▲  MATDEir  OF  OIJB  OWN  DAT. 

of  commandB  even  to  the  cliildreii,  but  certaiiilj 
Lewis  had  in  no  way  exaggerated  the  greatness  of 
his  influence  in  his  home. 

On  the  Sunday  following  Colonel  Deshon's  de- 
parture, Mrs.  Deshon  had  a  very  bad  headache, 
and  did  not  go  to  Church  in  the  afternoon,  so  as 
Lambert  was  at  the  Sunday  school,  Gyneth,  Fanny, 
and  Edgar  walked  to  Church  alone.  The  day  was 
BO  warm,  that  they  were  glad  to  walk  slowly,  and 
the  children  were  full  of  conversation  about  one 
of  Monro's  allegories,  which  Gyneth  had  been 
reading  to  them,  and  some  hymns  which  they  had 
been  learning  to  say  to  their  mamma.  "  Lambert 
chose  mine,"  said  Fanny,  "it  is  one  from  *The 
Child's  Christian  Year,'  I  daresay  you  know  it, 
Gyneth ;  he  likes  so  much  those  verses  in  it : 

*  LoBD,  in  Thy  Kingdom  there  shall  he 

No  aliens  from  each  other, 
But  even  as  he  loyes  himself 
Each  saint  shall  loTe  his  hrother. 

'When  in  Thy  courts  we  meet,  below, 

To  mourn  our  sinful  liying, 
And  with  one  mingling  voice  repeat, 
Confession,  Creed,  ^nianksgiying ; 

'  Make  us  to  hear  in  each  sweet  word. 

Thy  Holy  Sfibit  calling 
To  oneness  with  Thy  Church  and  Thee, 
That  heavenly  hond  forestalling.' 

"He  always  likes  those  sort  of  pieces,  about 
unily  and  living  in  love." 

"  How  do  you  find  out  what  he  likes  P"  asked 
Gyneth,  smifing. 

"  Oh,  by  the  things  he  chooses  for  us  to  read  and 
learn,  and  by  his  books,  he  has  got  such  nice  books 
up  in  his  room.  And  sometimes  he  talks  to  us  a 
little,  especially  on  Sundays,  I  always  like  Sunday 
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evenings,  don't  you,  Eddie  ?  because  Bertie  is  sure 
to  be  so  pleasant.*' 

"  And  ne  tells  us  martyr  stories,"  said  Edgar, 
enthusiasticalLj,  his  whole  face  lighting  up.  *^  He 
told  us  about  the  Theban  legion  liwt  Sunday. 
Wouldn't  you  like  to  have  been  S.  Maurice, 
Bister?" 

C|yneth's  look  said  "  yes." 

"  1  have  read  Keale's  account  of  it  in  '  The  Pol- 
lowers  of  the  LoBD,' "  she  replied,  "  it  is  most  beau- 
tiful, and  I  think — but  what  is  the  matter,  Eddie  ?" 
for  the  little  face  so  radiant  a  minute  before,  was 
pale  with  sudden  fright. 

"  The  cows !  the  nasty  horrid  cows !"  gasped  Ed- 
gar  in  a  terrified  wliispir  which  to  ¥m£j  J^unded 
80  excessively  ludicrous  that  she  burst  out  laugh- 
ing. A  number  of  cows  were  certainly  advancing 
towards  them  across  the  common,  probably  being 
driven  home  for  milking,  and  their  tormentors,  the 
flies,  had  rather  excited  them,  so  that  they  were 
dashing  about  in  a  wild  angry  way,  which  to  poor 
little  tunid  Edgar  seemed  truly  terrific. 

G-yneth  had  no  particular  liking  for  excited 
cows,  having  been  once  run  at  by  one,  but  cow- 
ardice was  not  in  her  nature,  so  she  endeavoured 
to  reassur%  Edgar,  promising  to  take  care  of  him, 
and  reminding  him  that  they  must  keep  straight 
on  if  they  wished  to  get  to  church  in  good  time. 
He  allowed  her  to  take  his  hand  and  lead  him  on, 
but  as  soon  as  they  got  close  to  the  herd,  who 
with  their  tossing  heads  and  great  strong  horns 
did  certainly  look  rather  formidable,  he  twitched 
his  hand  out  of  hers  again,  and  fairly  ran  away. 

Gyneth  ran  a  few  steps  after  him,  but  fear  had 
lent  him  swiftness,  and  he  flew  along  so  quickly  in 
the  direction  of  home  that  she  saw  She  might  have 
a  long  race  before  she  caught  up  with  him.  **  What 
shall  I  do  P"  she  said,  turning  in  dismay  to  Fanny, 
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"  I  don't  know  whether  if  I  caught  him  even,  I 
could  persuade  him  to  encounter  the  cows  again, 
and  yet  I  am  sure  he  will  be  so  unhappy,  poor 
child,  when  he  finds  that  his  fears  have  put  church 
out  of  the  question  for  him." 

"But  oh,  isn't  he  silly,  Gyneth?"  said  Fan, 
"  why  the  cows  have  nearly  all  passed  us  now,  and 
scarcely  so  much  as  lookea  at  us.  K  Bertie  had 
been  here, — and  see,  there  he  is,"  and  she  pointed 
to  a  figure  in  the  distance,  which  was  certainly 
Lambert  coming  to  meet  them. 

"Let  us  run  to  him,"  said  GJyneth,  "he  will 
know  what  we  ought  to  do,  only — ^I'm  afraid  he 
will  be  vexed." 

Eanny  laughed.  "  &yneth,  I  do  think  you're 
as  much  afraid  of  Bertie,  as  Edgar  is  of  the  cows ; 
it's  so  funny  to  hear  you  talking  of  him  as  if  he 
were  some  great  black  bogie  who  would  bite  Ed- 
die's head  off." 

Ghyneth's  sweet  blush,  and  sweeter  smile  came 
in  quick  succession.  "I'm  very  silly,  I  know, 
Ean,"  she  admitted  good  humouredly. 

But  for  all  that,  she  was  sorry  that  Fanny  should 
be  the  first  to  tell  of  Edgar's  fright,  phrasing  it 
in  this  way.  "  Oh,  Bertie,  what  do  you  think  ? 
Eddie  was  so  awfuUy  frightened  of  those  cows  that 
he  ran  away  home,  and  the  minute  before  he  was 
talkiag  about  martyrs,  and  looking  as  if  he  should 
like  to  be  one." 

"  Tes,  he  was  talking  so  nicely,"  said  Gyneth, 
"  but,  poor  little  man,  I  suppose  he  couldn't  help 
being  frightened,  only  what  shall  we  do  about  him, 
Lambert  ?  for  I  think  he  must  be  half  way  home 
at  least." 

"  You  and  Fan  go  on  to  church,  and  I'll  run 
afrer  him  and  bring  him  back,"  said  Lambert, 
"  don't  wait  for  us,  or  you'U  have  to  hurry,  and 
you  look  quite  heated  already." 
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"Yes,  it's  too  warm  for  running  almost,  I'm 
sorry  you  should  go,  Lambert,  and  perhaps  Eddie 
won't  come  after  &Q.,  for  he  will  stiU  have  to  en- 
counter the  cows." 

**  Oh,  he'U  come,"  said  Lambert,  with  quiet  cer- 
tainty, and  he  started  off. 

G-yneth  would  like  to  have  waited,  but  to  be  in 
time  for  the  service  was  such  a  plain  duty,  that 
she  walked  resolutely  on,  only  turning  her  head 
now  and  then  to  see  if  her  brothers  were  coming. 
She  was  obliged  to  go  into  church  without  having 
seen  anything  of  them,  and  the  reading  of  the  Ex- 
hortation had  commenced  before  they  made  their 
appearance. 

Anthony  Waller  was  at  church,  and  joined  them 
when  thev  came  out,  for  he  had  a  general  invita- 
tion to  dme  with  them  on  Sundays,  which,  as  Mrs. 
Deshon  observed,  "was  so  mucn  better  for  him 
than  to  dine  at  mess,  where  he  must  meet  some 
who  cared  Httle  how  Sunday  was  kept." 

He  remarked  on  his  cousins  having  been  late 
for  the  service,  observing  satirically,  "I  should 
have  thought  in  your  code,  Lambert,  that  would 
have  been  a  deadly  sin." 

''  It  was  me  who  made  Bertie  late,"  said  Edgar, 
who  found  courage  to  accuse  himself,  rather  tnan 
allow  it  to  be  supposed  that  Lambert  could  be  in 
fault ;  and  he  added  for  Gyneth's  benefit,  "  Bertie 
wouldn't  let  me  run,  because  I  was  very  tired,  and 
he  said  it  might  make  me  iU ;  and  he  wouldn't  run 
on  without  me  either." 

Gyneth's  eyes  thanked  her  brother  for  his  con- 
sideration ;  decidedly  Bertie's  gentleness  might  be 
relied  on,  she  should  never,  she  thought,  be  afiraid 
to  trust  Edgar  to  him  again. 

"  How  did  you  get  through  the  cows,  Eddie  ?" 
she  inquired,  as  Ajithony  and  Lambert  walked  on 
a  little  in  front. 
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"  Oh,  they  didn't  hnrt  me,  sister,"  he  answered, 
'*  Bertie  spoke  to  one,  and  patted  it,  and  said,  if 
we'd  had  more  time  he  would  have  made  me  pat 
it  too." 

^  Bertie  is  a  magician,"  said  Grneth,  laughing, 
but  Edgar  did  not  even  smile,  and  replied  mourn- 
fully, '*  I  thought  I  was  setting  brave,  Gyneth, 
and  now  I've  l^n  worse  than  ever.  Bertie  says 
cowardice  is  a  «iji  when  it  makes  us  give  up  our 
duty." 

"Ah,  he  meant  if  you  had  stayed  away  from 
church  rather  than  mce  the  cows,  for  instance; 
yes,  it  sounds  severe,  but  I  think  it  is  true,  Eddie, 
only  you  needn't  be  so  unhappy  about  it,  for  you 
did  overcome  your  fears." 

"But  Bertie  had  to  fetch  me  before  I  would 
come,"  faltered  Edgar,  and  Gyneth  could  not  con- 
sole him,  though  he  made  no  further  en)re8sion  of 
his  sorrow,  and  answered  Fanny's  raillery  in  the 
quiet  uncommunicative  manner  which  generally 
characterised  him,  and  which  might  be  supposed 
to  proceed  from  either  modesty  or  pride,  according 
as  people  were  inclined  to  judge  it. 

Mrs.  Deshon's  headache  got  better  towards 
evening,  and  at  dinner  she  was  most  charming ;  it 
seemed  as  if  she  had  detemuned  that  Anthony 
should  not  find  dining  with  them  on  Sundays  a 
penance,  or  be  driven  to  seek  in  worldly  amuse- 
ment a  refuge  from  puritanical  gloom.  Not  con- 
tent with  tfJking  herself,  she  was  determined  to 
make  her  son  talk  too,  and  indeed  Lambert,  per- 
haps feeling  it  incumbent  on  him  to  act  the  part 
of  host  agreeably,  entered  more  into  the  conver- 
sation thiui  was  usual  with  him,  and  that  so  plea- 
santly, that  Anthony's  superciliousness  melted 
before  the  genial  influence  of  such  a  host  and 
hostess,  and  he  too  fell  insensibly  into  the  same 
flow  of  happy  talk. 
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It  was  not  the  same  kind  of  talk  as  Oyneth  had 
been  wont  to  enjoy  with  her  grandmother  and 
liBwis,  but  it  was  very  pleasant,  and  when  leaving 
the  dmner-table  they  all  wandered  out  into  the 
g^arden  it  seemed  to  chime  in  delightfully  with  the 
evening  song  of  the  birds,  and  the  distant  ripple 
of  the  sea.  And  when  after  a  while  they  sat  down 
together  on  the  lawn,  G>yneth  was  so  much  in- 
terested in  an  account  her  mother  was  giving  of 
the  B^guinage  at  Ghhent,  that  she  did  not  notice 
that  Lambert  had  left  them,  nor  take  much  heed 
when  first  Edgar,  and  then  Panny  stole  away  to 
join  him.  Anthony  seemed  by  no  means  disposed 
to  make  fun  of  the  good  B^guines,  as  Gynetn  had 
half  feared  he  might,  and  ^men  Mrs.  Deshon  had 
finished  speaking,  gave  them  an  interesting  descrip- 
tion of  a  dear,  good,  quaint  old  soeur  de  charit6, 
who  had  once  come  to  his  rescue  when  he  was 
taken  iU  in  an  out-of-the-way  Erench  village,  while 
travelling  alone  with  his  tutor.  His  life  had  been 
in  danger,  and  the  people  of  the  village  where  he 
had  been  seized  with  the  fever  were  desperately 
a&aid  of  infection,  so  that  he  would  have  been  left 
without  any  one  but  his  tutor, — a  young  Oxford 
man,  very  kind,  but  extremely  inexperienced,— to 
take  care  of  him,  had  not  the  innkeeper's  wife  be- 
thought herself  of  fetching  the  brave-nearted  Soeur, 
who  long  before  had  put  her  life  in  her  hand,  and 
vowed  herself  to  attendance  on  the  sick  and  suf- 
fering. It  was  most  amusing,  and  not  a  little 
touching,  to  hear  Anthony's  account  of  aU  she  had 
done  for  him ;  he  was  then  a  boy  of  thirteen,  and 
the  good  sister's  heart  had  been  drawn  towards 
him  by  his  illness  and  helplessness— little  foreigner 
as  he  was,  and  little  heretic  as  she  considered 
him, — so  that  she  not  only  fulfilled  the  needful 
offices  of  a  nurse,  but  lavished  on  him  a  thousand 
motherly  affectionate  attentions,  calling  him  her 
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"petit  file,"  her  "cher  petit  ccbut,"  and  when  he 
got  better,  bringing  him  little  sweet  cakes  which 
some  of  the  other  sisters  made  for  him,  and  \i  hich 
seemed  to  him  the  most  delicious  things  that  ever 
were  invented. 

''  She  was  the  most  cheer^l  old  being  imagina- 
ble," continued  Anthony ;  "  as  full  of  smiles  as  if 
her  life  were  one  long  hoHday,  though  it  was  any- 
thing  but  that,  for  I  believe  she  actually  had  to 
get  up  at  four  o'clock  every  morning,  at  least  she 
told  me  that  was  the  rule  of  her  order." 

"  "Which  you,  lazy  boy,  think  the  greatest  hard- 
ship in  the  world,"  said  Mrs.  Deshon  playfully. 
"  But  how  charming  the  old  sceur  must  have  been. 
I  suppose  she  was  very  ugly,  wasn't  she  ?  most  old 
Frenchwomen  are,  but  at  any  rate  she  didn't  make 
herself  look  worse  by  donning  a  funereal  costume 
like  some  of  our  English  sisters." 

"No,  her  grey-blue  dress  was  ve^  becoming, 
and  as  for  the  whiteness  of  her  cap,  I  have  never 
seen  anything  like  it  since.  Poor  old  Sceur  Moni- 
que!  I  should  like  immensely  to  see  her  again. 
If  travelling  were  not  so  fatiguing  I  would  go  over 
to  France  on  purpose." 

"It  must  be  very  beautiful  to  see  Sisters  of 
Charity  so  cheerfiil,"  said  Gyneth,  "but  I  wonder 
they  can  be,  going  about  among  such  scenes  of 
misery  as  they  do." 

"  Ah,  but  they  take  hearts-ease  with  them,  and 
the  consciousness  of  that  keeps  them  bright," 
said  Mrs.  Deshon,  "  besides  Soeur  Monique  was  a 
Frenchwoman,  and  *  gaiet^  du  coeur'  is  much  more 
natural  to  the  French  than  to  us." 

"It  is  so  difficult  to  fiancy  a  combination  of 
gaiety  and  tenderness ;  most  gay  people  are  not 
tender  at  all,"  remarked  Gyneth  thoughtfuUy. 

"  Perhaps  not,"  replied  Mrs.  Deshon ;  but  An- 
thony looked  up  at  her  smiling,  and  said,  "  I  don't 
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subscribe  to  that  remark,  Oyneth,  for  I  see  before 
me  an  example  of  both  combined ;  Cousin  Fanny 
would  have  made  a  very  good  soBur  de  charity  if 
slie  bad  taken  to  the  profession  early  as  Soeur 
Monique  did." 

*' Mamma!"  exdaimed  Gyneth,  looking  up  at 
lier  too,  and  reflecting  the  smile,  **  yes,  I  see  what 
you  mean.  Should  you  like  to  have  been  a  sister, 
mamma  p" 

"  I'm  afraid  I  should  have  enjoyed  it  only  too 
much,  unless  my  gaiety  became  extinguished  be- 
neath that  formidable  poke-bonnet  which  some  of 
our  dear,  good  English  sisters  think  it  necessary 
to  wear.  I  say  'too  much,'  because  I  can  see, 
G^yneth,  that  your  ideal  of  a  sister  is  a  person 
made  up  of  devotion,  self-denial,  and  melancholy." 

''  Oh,  mamma  I  But  I  own  that  I  cannot  fancy 
an  English  Sister  of  Mercy  being  gay ;  she  might 
be  cheerful,  and  very  sweet  and  gentle,  but — " 

"She  must  never  laugh!"  interrupted  Mrs.  De- 
shon  playftdly,  "  that  would  be  destructive  of  the 
ideal  at  once.  Did  ScBur  Monique  ever  laugh, 
Anthony?" 

"  Did  she  not  ?  She  was  as  jolly  as  possible,  all 
in  her  fiinny  innocent  way ;  now  and  then  such 
perpetual  high  spirits  struck  me  as  a  Httle  fatigu- 
ing, but  on  the  whole  commend  me  to  that  «M.e 
of  piety ;  I  only  wish  Parry  had  taken  up  that 
line,  instead  of  the  extra-solemn." 

"Then  Mrs.  Parry's  giggles  ought  to  enchant 
you!  But  seriously,  Anthony,  I  am  not  going 
to  let  you  laugh  at  Mr.  Parry's  or  anybody  else's 
piety ;  it  is  much  too  deep  a  matter  for  jest." 

"  Oh,  chacun  h,  son  gout,"  said  Anthony,  with 
an  indifference  which  Qyneth  thought  painfiil,  but 
he  got  up  as  he  spoke,  to  gather  some  sweet-peas 
to  twine  in  Katie's  hair,  and  when  he  came  back 
changed  the  subject  by  observing,  "What  good 
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sermoiiB  Mr.  Weatherhead  gives,  doesn't  he  P  so 
manly  and  straight  to  the  mark,  and  yet  not  vers- 
ing on  that  unrefined  and  dedamatory  style  whidi 
I  do  so  especially  abominate." 

"  Thev  remind  me  rather  of  some  printed  ser- 
mons I  have  read,"  said  Gyneth,  naming  a  volume 
by  a  weU-known  theological  writer. 

"  Oh  I  never  read  sermons,"  rejoined  Anthony, 
"  but  Cousin  Fanny  reads  them  to  me  sometimes. 
Don't  you  remember,  cousin,  when  you  nursed  me 
through  that  illaess  I  had  after  I  landed  in  Corfu, 
how  you  used  to  insist  on  reading  out  to  me  a 
sermon  and  part  of  the  service  every  Sunday  ?" 

"  Of  course  I  did,  I  wasn't  going  to  let  you  be 
a  heathen,  because  you  coul£i't  go  to  Church; 
but  don't  you  think  he's  a  very  fortuiiate  boy, 
Gyneth,  to  have  had  lady-nurses  in  both  his  ill- 
nesses, first  SoBur  Monique,  and  then  me  ?" 

"  Ah,  but  SoBur  Monique  didn't  read  sermons," 
said  Anthony,  pretending  to  yawn,  adding  how- 
ever, "  you  were  quite  right,  cousin,  and  I  really 
have  not  consumed  the  books  you  gave  me — '  The 
Christian  Year,'  and  what  was  that  other  one  ?*^ 
in  allumettes  for  my  cigars  as  you  predicted  I 
should ;  I  have  read  m  them  with  all  diligence." 

Mrs.  Deshon  glanced  at  her  daughter  with  a 
look  that  might  be  taken  to  mean, ''  Is  he  not  a 
dear  fellow  ?"  and  little  Katie  directed  her  cousin's 
attention  to  some  coloured  pictures  of  "  Joseph 
and  his  brethren,"  which  she  held  in  her  hand, 
saying,  "  I  s'all  ask  Eddie  to  yead  about  it  to  you, 
s'all  I  ?  or  will  you  yead  it  to  me  ?" 

Anthony  took  her  up  on  his  knee,  and  turned 
over  the  pictures,  sometimes  reading  a  few  of  the 
printed  lines  beneath  them  for  Katie's  edification, 
and  often  turning  to  Mrs.  Deshon  or  Gyneth  with 
some  half-playftil,  half-ingenuous  comment. 

It  was  a  dehcious  evening,  the  birds  stiU  twittered 


▲  ICAIDEK  OF  Otm  OWK  DAT.  127 

fortii  a  little  song  from  time  to  time,  the  sea  mur- 
mured musically  in  the  distance,  the  roses  exhaled 
a  faint  sweet  migrance,  and  soft,  pinkj,  coral-like 
doiids  hovered  in  the  sky,  above  the  richer  glory 
of  the  sunset. 

This  sitting  on  the  grass  beneath  the  rosebushes, 
among  these  pleasant  sights  and  sounds,  was  very 
charming,  ana  altogether  it  was  a  pretty,  grace- 
ful way  of  passing  the  time,  but  Gyneth  did  not 
feel  satisfied  that  even  innocent  recreation  and 
rest  should  absorb  all  her  Sunday  evening,  so  by- 
and-by  she  rose  and  went  into  the  house.  Lam- 
bert was  seated  at  the  library  window,  with  Edgar 
perched  on  the  arm  of  his  chair,  and  Fanny  open- 
mouthed  and  eager-eyed  on  a  stool  at  his  reet ;  he 
was  reading  somethmg  to  them,  and  seemed  to 
have  thoroughly  enchained  their  interest,  though 
to  Gyneth  his  voice  sounded  a  little  monotonous. 

^*  Could  you  lend  me  a  book  P"  she  asked, "  Fanny 
has  been  praising  your  library  to  me." 

"  It  is  not  very  extensive,  I'm  afraid,  but  you 
are  welcome  to  anything  it  contains,"  he  replied, 
''  shall  I  fetch  some  books  down  for  you,  or  will 
you  like  to  choose  one  for  yourself?" 

"  1  should  like  to  choose  one,  please,  and  don't 
let  me  disturb  you,  I  have  been  quite  troublesome 
enough  in  interrupting  the  reading,  haven't  I, 
E^ar?" 

"  No,  no,"  said  Lambert  smiling;,  "  I'm  sure  that 
Eddie  sees  that '  sister '  has  a  right  to  be  attended 
to  as  well  as  himself;  you  must  let  me  come  and 
reach  the  books  down  for  you,  the  shelves  are  so 
high,"  and  so  saying  he  lea  the  way  up  stairs,  re- 
gardless of  Fanny's  "  what  a  bore !" 

"  I  miss  grandmamma's  great  store  of  books  so 
much,"  said  Gyneth,  as  she  followed  him,  "  mamma 
seems  to  have  but  few,  and  I  have  read  all  my  own 
many  times." 
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"  And  mine  too,  I  daresay,"  said  Lambert,  "  see, 
there  is  but  a  small  collection.'' 

Gyneth's  eye  travelled  quicklj  along  the  orderly 
ran^e  of  voliunes  big  and  little.  "  *  The  Church 
of  the  Fathers,*  oh  how  interesting  that  is  !  *  Bishop 
Taylor's  Sermons ;'  grandmamma  has  those.  '  The 
Life  of  Sister  Bos^ie,'  ah,  I  want  to  read  that, 
and  it  so  happens  we  have  just  been  talking  about 
Sisters  of  Mercy ;  Anthony  has  been  temng  us 
about  a  French  soBur,  who  nursed  him  when  he 
was  ill  abroad,  and  mamma  and  he  have  been 
praising  the  gaiety  of  the  French  sisters.  They 
seem  to  think  our  own  sisters  gloomy  in  compari- 
son; it  is  certainly  a  pity  that  they  wear  such 
black  ugly  bonnets." 

"  I  don  t  think  it  matters  what  they  wear,"  said 
liambert. 

"  Don't  you  ?  oh  but  surely  goodness  should  be 
made  as  beautiful  as  possible,  and  that  style  of 
dress  is  repulsiye." 

"  G-oodness  is  beautiful  in  itself,"  he  answered, 
'<  and  if  their  dress  symboHses  their  regardlessness 
of  the  world's  attractions,  and  their  devotion  to 
their  calling,  it  must  surely  be  the  best  for  them. 
But  I  don't  pretend  to  be  a  judge  of  the  matter, 
for  I  have  only  seen  one  or  two  Anglican  sisters." 

"  I  saw  a  whole  sisterhood  once.  Mr.  Helmore 
knew  the  chaplain,  and  he  took  me  to  their  chapel, 
and  schools,  and  everything.  I  Hked  it  all  so 
much,  and  some  of  the  sisters  had  such  sweet  calm 
faces,  that  have  haunted  me  ever  since  like  faces 
in  pictures,  but  others  were  very  unlike  one's 
ideal." 

'*  Perhaps  that  was  just  as  well,"  said  Lambert ; 
"  we  don't  want  ideal  sisters,  so  much  as  real  hard- 
working ones,  and  outward  appearance  matters 
very  little." 

''  I  don't  know,  there  is  something  very  winning 
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in  loyelineBB,  either  of  features  or  expression,  and 
I  like  too  to  think  that  'great  beauty  may  be 
offered  to  G-qd  like  any  other  great  natural  gift.'  " 

^*  So  it  may,  but  that  cannot  apply  to  those  who 
have  it  not  to  offer.  The  sisters  i  saw  were  or- 
dinary looking  enough,  but  it  was  impossible  not 
to  reverence  them." 

"  Oh  yes,  and  I  can't  bear  to  hear  them  jested 
about,  they  are  so  good.  Don't  you  wish  there 
were  some  of  them  at  Harbourmouth  ?" 

*'  Yes,  indeed.  Miss  Boyd  is  like  one,  is  one 
almost  in  all  but  the  name :  I  hope  you  wiU  see 
her  some  day." 

"  Oh,  I  hope  so  too ;  I  should  like  it  so  much. 
It  comforts  one  that  there  are  such  people  in  the 
world,  doesn't  it,  Bertie  ?" 

His  "  yes  "  was  fuU  of  meaning,  and  a  shy  plea^ 
sure  dawned  in  his  face  that  she  had  called  him 
''  Bertie ;"  it  was  the  first  time  that  she  had  used 
this,  his  familiar,  household  name,  in  speaking  to 
him.  But  he  did  not  seek  to  prolong  the  conver- 
Bation,  as  he  was  anxious  to  get  back  to  the  chil- 
dren, so  Gyneth  selected  a  book,  and  passed  on 
to  her  room.  She  drew  a  chair  to  the  window,  and 
sat  down,  not  reading  much  after  all,  but  thinking 
over  many  things  which  that  evening's  conversa- 
tion had  suggested.  Her  room  strewn  with  her 
own  distinctive  possessions  looked  very  different 
from  what  it  had  done  when  she  was  first  installed 
in  it.  True,  the  dolphin-ornamented  fireplace  was 
there  incongruous  as  ever,  but  now  above  the 
mantelpiece,  on  each  side  of  the  Corfu  church, 
hung  a  beautiful  engraving,  one  from  Ary  Scheffer's 
"  S.  Augustine  and  his  mother  Monica ;"  the  other 
from  Carl  MuUer's  picture  of  "the  Last  Supper." 
On  the  wall,  opposite  the  bed,  hung  another  en- 
graving, that  wonderful  conception  of  Scheffer's^ 
"  Le  Chbist  Consolateur ;"  a  beautiful  statuette 
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representing  "  Faith "  stood  on  a  bracket  in  the 
comer,  and  some  handsome  books  were  scattered 
on  the  table. 

The  "  S.  Augustine  "  had  been  a  present  from 
Lewis,  and  Qyneth  was  never  tired  of  watching 
those  two  noble  faces,  the  saiatly  mother's,  and 
the  penitent  son's, — her's  sharpened  and  paled  by 
years  of  anxiety  and  sorrow,  yet  fiill  of  celestial 
calm  and  joy  ineffable  in  the  fruition  of  her  hopes 
now  granted  to  her;  his,  keen  with  intellect, 
bright  with  heavenward  aspiration,  yet  frill  of  the 
deep  moumfalness  which  is  inseparable  from  true 
penitence.  He  hrfd  suffered,  and  was  still  to 
suffer,  she  was  near  her  rest,  but  both  in  this  hour 
were  lapped  in  deep  repose,  and  together  they  sat 
looking  out  over  the  Tiber,  and  conversing  of  those 
blessed  streams  which  ''make  glad  the  city  of 
aoD." 

Q-yneth  could  not  look  at  this  picture  of  the 
pure  mother  and  the  nobly-contrite  son,  without 
a  stirring  of  the  heart,  and  a  thought  of  Him  Who 
"  sets  His  saints  before  us  in  the  way,  lest  we 
should  faint  or  stray  ;"  and  ere  long  the  throbbing 
desire  for  a  like  holiness  passed  into  a  prayer,  and 
then  the  light  grew  too  dim  for  reading,  and  the 
stillness  invited  to  meditation,  for  the  birds  had 
at  last  ceased  their  singing,  and  all  sounds  were 
hushed,  save  the  low  "  song  of  the  sea." 


CHAPTEEX 

*<  Fair  Qreeoe !  sad  relio  of  departed  ivorih ! 
Immortal,  though  no  more :  though  &Ilen,  great. 
"Who  now  shall  lead  thy  scattered  children  forth. 
And  long  accustomed  bondage  uncreate  ? 

•  •  •  •  • 

Spirit  of  freedom !  when  on  Phyle's  brow, 
Tliou  sat'st  with  Thrasjbulus  and  his  train, 
Gould'st  thou  forebode  the  dismal  hour,  which  now 
Dims  the  green  beauties  of  thine  Attic  plain  ? 
Not  thirty  tyrants  now  enforce  the  chain. 
But  ereiy  carle  can  lord  it  o'er  thy  land ; 
Nor  rise  thy  sons,  but  idly  rail  in  yain. 
Trembling  beneath  the  scourge  of  Turkish  hand. 
From  birth  till  death  enslayed:   in  word,  in  deed  un- 
manned." 

CMlde  Harold. 

ES.  Alban  Eoss  did  not  let  Gyneth 
forget  her  promise  to  lunch  with  her : 
she  came  to  fetch  her  one  morning 
and  carried  her  off  in  triumph,  a  little 
chagrined  at  finding  that  she  could  not  have  Lam- 
bert too,  as  he  had  promised  to  ride  with  his  mo- 
ther, and  would  not  break  the  engagement.  The 
Eosses  lived  nedr  the  rector,  and  as  Mrs.  Boss's 
ponies  drew  up  at  her  own  door,  a  stream  of  small 
Weatherheads  passed,  on  their  way  for  a  walk. 
The  little  Contessa  touched  Horace  with  the  tip  of 
her  driving-whip,  and  made  him  look  round. 
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"  Where  is  your  sister  ?  Is  she  not  going  out 
with  you  to-day?" 

"  If o,  she  says  it's  so  stupid  walking  down  by 
the  beach  every  day.     Now  I  think  it's  jolly.'* 

"  Ah,  it  is  *jolly  for  you,"  rejoined  Mrs.  Eoss 
with  the  drollest  pronunciation  of  that  thoroughly 
English  word, "  but  your  poor  sister  finds  it  triste, 
I  daresay.  Qive  her  my  kind  regards,  and  ask  her 
if  she  will  take  a  drive  with  Miss  Deshon  and  me 
this  afternoon.  If  she  will,  I  wiQ  call  for  her  at 
haLT-past  three ;  you  can  come  and  tell  me  what 
she  says." 

"  All  right,"  said  Horace,  and  he  ran  after  the 
others  exclaiming,  '*Mrs.  itoss  is  going  to  take 
G-ussie  for  a  drive,  isn't  she  jolly  kind  P" 

"  I  like  that  little  boy,"  said  Mrs.  Eoss  to  G-y- 
neth,  "he  is  such  a  little  John  Bull  with  his  'joUys,' 
and  all  his  funny  words.  He  often  comes  in  to 
feed  my  bird,  he  loves  the  dear  creature  almost  as 
I  do ;  see,  is  it  not  a  beauty  ?"  and  she  led  Qyneth 
to  the  balcony,  where  a  beautiful  scarlet  lory  was 
swinging  himself  to  and  fro  in  his  gilded  cage. 
There  were  great  stands  of  flowers  in  both  windows, 
and  a  perfect  pyramid  of  roses  on  the  centre  table, 
moorish  cushions  worked  in  gold  were  on  the  sofa, 
a  group  of  gorgeously  tinted  stuffed  birds  adorned 
the  chifTonnier,  and  altogether  there  was  a  profusion 
of  ornament  and  colour  about  the  room,  which 
was  large  and  cheerful  looking,  but  not  particu- 
Leurly  weU  furnished,  nor  at  all  remarkable  for 
neatness. 

"  And  now  you  will  sing  to  me,  will  you  not  ?" 
said  G-yneth,  glancing  towards  the  piano,  the  top 
of  which  was  strewn  with  piles  of  music. 

"  Ah,  yes,  to  be  sure  I  wiU,"  and  without  more 
ado  the  pretty  Greek  tossed  her  plumed  hat  down 
on  a  chair,  threw  off  the  mantilla  which  she  wore 
as  a  scarf,  and  sat  down  to  the  instrument. 


A.  MAIDEK  OV  OUB  OWK  DAT.  l33 

She  ran  her  fingers  lightly  over  the  notes,  and 
then  burst  at  once  into  an  Italian  cavatina,  so 
difficult  that  few  amateur-singers  would  have  at- 
tempted it,  yet  BO  well  suited  to  the  powers  of 
her  fine  voice  that  not  the  slightest  effort  was  per- 
ceptible ;  there  were  no  contortions  of  the  face,  or 
throat,  it  was  as  if  a  little  bird  were  trilling  forth 
its  song,  naturally,  easily,  and  sweetly,  without 
exertion,  and  without  &ti^e.  A  simple  EngHsh 
ballad  followed,  then  a  quaint  little  Gherman  volks- 
lied,  and  then  the  singer  paused  to  ask,  "  Is  that 
enough  ?" 

"  Not  half,"  said  Oyneth,  "  I  want  some  of  your 
own  songs,  your  Greek  songs,  please,  you  oon't 
know  how  I  enjoy  hearing  you  smg." 

She  looked  as  if  she  did,  certainly,  the  broad 
pale  brow  was  bright  with  pleasure,  the  calm  sofb 
eyes  all  radiant. 

^  You  do  love  music,"  said  Mrs.  Boss,  looking 
up  at  her,  "  I  see  it  in  your  eyes.  Ah,  let  us  be 
finends,  call  me  Fhotin^,  and  I  will  call  you  Ghy- 
neth ;  you  smile,  that  is  right, — ^now  kiss  me !" 

That  rosebud  mouth  was  iiresistible,  and  Gy- 
neth's  HpB  met  it  in  a  willing  caress.  Then  the 
arch  coaxing  face  grew  suddenly  earnest,  and 
turning  round  to  the  piano,  Photin^  began  one  of 
her  national  songs.  It  was  no  little  bird  now,  but 
a  woman's  passionate  soul  pouring  itself  forth  in  a 
strange  wild  melody,  so  different  from  the  more 
conventional  harmonies  to  which  G-yneth  was  ac- 
customed, that  it  had  for  her  all  the  charm  of 
novelty.  And  there  was  something  in  her  heart 
that  responded  to  that  cry  for  liberty,  to  that 
yearning  BO  patiietic  mi  so  mneieal,  afW  aU  that 
was  noble  and  free.  She  felt  now  as  she  had  done 
when  she  pleaded  for  the  Greeks  in  that  enthusi- 
astic letter  which  in  a  colder  mood  had  seemed  to 
her  so  silly,  and  mixed  menu^es  of  William  Tell, 
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Marco  Bozaris,  and  other  champions  of  freedom  in 
all  ages  and  climes',  came  rushing  through  her  mind. 

But  even  while  she  listened  the  song  changed, 
first  to  a  serenade,  arch,  sweet,  and  £uiciful,  telling 
of  love  and  bliss,  a  highpitched  yet  silvery  melody 
such  as  may  be  heard  on  a  summer  eve  in  the 
Ionian  isles:  then  to  another  eager  passionate 
strain,  wilder  even  than  the  first,  and  no  longer 
asking  only  freedom  for  the  oppressed  but  ven- 
geance on  the  oppressors.  Gyneth  still  leaned 
over  the  piano,  listening,  but  while  she  knew  by 
the  flash  in  her  friend's  eyes  and  the  ardour  in 
her  voice,  that  her  whole  heart  was  still  in  her 
song,  her  own  soul  had  escaped  from  the  enchant- 
ment, and  was  echoing  to  a  lar  diflerent  strain.  A 
chant,  grave,  calm,  and  frill  of  subdued  and  solemn 
harmony,  seemed  to  float  in  her  ears,  it  was  the 
last  she  had  heard  in  the  cathedral,  and  some  of 
its  words  were  these,  ^  Vengeance  is  Mine,  I  will 
repay,  saith  the  Lobb." 

''What  are  you  thinking  of?"  said  Photin^ 
breaking  off  suddenly,  when  she  perceived  the 
change  in  GFyneth's  expression. 

''  I  am  not  sure  if  I  understand  your  song 
rightly,"  G-yneth  replied,  evading  the  question,  "  I 
can  fancy  a  meaning  for  it,  but  perhaps  it  is  not 
the  right  one;  would  you  mind  translating  the 
words  for  me  ?" 

Mrs.  Itoss  did  so,  and  G^yneth  found  the  mean- 
ing was  to  the  full  as  fierce  and  revengeful  as  she 
had  fancied  it,  though  the  words  in  their  prose 
translation  dropped  so  tranquilly  from  the  lips  of  ' 
the  young  loniao,  that  it  was  difficult  to  fancy  she 
attached  as  much  signification  to  them  as  had  ap- 
peared in  her  singing. 

"  You  are  wondering,"  she  said,  "  whom  I  wish 
for  vengeance  on, — not  on  you  English;  when  I 
was  a  child  I  hated  you,  for  I  was  bom  in  Cepha- 
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Ionia,  where,  as  one  of  jour  own  writers  has  said, 
the  people  are  more  Qreek  than  in  Greece  itself, 
and  then  I  would  gladly  have  given  myself  as  a 
subject  to  King  Otho,  and  ignored  joxa  Victoria ; 
but  afterwards  I  came  to  hve  witn  my  uncle  in 
Corfu,  and  there  I  got  first  an  English  mend,  and 
then  an  English  husband,  so  that  I  can  no  longer 
hate  you,  for  you  have  stolen  my  heart." 

"  I  do  not  believe  you  hate  any  one  reaUy,"  said 
&yneth ;  "  you  were  only  makmg  believe  to  be 
fierce  when  you  sung  so." 

^' Making  believe!  ah,  you  do  not  know,  how 
can  I  but  hate  the  Turks  ?  those  cruel,  cowardly, 
wicked  people,  who  oppress  my  nation,  and  are 
such  bitter  enemies  to  my  faith  P  If  it  were  not 
for  them,  we  might  have  a  G-reek  Empire  again,  as 
we  will  have  some  day,  when  Turkey  is  blotted  out 
of  the  map  for  ever !" 

"  And  what  is  to  become  of  the  Turks  ?" 

"  Oh,  I  care  not, '  Thomme  malade,'  as  the  Erench 
call  the  Turkish  Empire,  cannot  last  much  longer, 
and  I  would  hasten  his  end,  that  is  all :  let  them 
join  their  false  prophet  in  his  moslem  paradise !" 

Gyneth  said  nothing,  but  looked  so  grave  that 
Photin^  again  inquired — and  this  time  very  ear- 
nestly— what  she  was  thinking  of. 

"  Of  a  Collect  in  our  Church  Service,"  she  re- 
plied hesitatingly. 

"  TeU  it  me."  The  voice  was  urgent  and  plead- 
ing, and  Gyneth  repeated  reverently,  "  *  Have 
mercy  upon  all  Jews,  Turks,  Infidels,  and  Heretics, 
and  take  from  them  all  ignorance,  hardness  of 
heart,  and  contempt  of  Thy  Word,  and  so  fetch 
them  home,  Blessed  Lobd,  to  Thy  flock,  that  they 
may  be  saved  among  the  remnant  of  the  true  Isra- 
elites, and  be  made  one  fold  under  one  Shepherd.' 
That  is  what  our  Church  teaches  us  to  feel,"  she 
added. 
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"  Ah,  that  is  beautifiil,  and  it  is  easy  for  yon ; 
the  Turks  never  injured  your  eountiynien,  except 
in  the  Crusades.  But  while  we  remember  our 
martyrs,  we  cannot  forget  who  made  them  such ; 
my  own  great  grandfather  was  killed  by  the  Turks, 
because  he  would  not  renounce  Christianity. 
What  would  your  Church  say  to  that  ?" 

'*  She  would  ask,  I  think,  as  she  does  now,  that 
GK)D  would  be  pleased  to  *  forgive  our  enemies, 

Eersecutors  and  slanderers,   and    to    turn  their 
earts.'     And  in  your  own  Greek  litanies — " 
Photin^e  put  out  her  hands  with  a  pretty  gesture 
of  deprecation.     "  That  will  do,  I  own  myself  van- 

Juished ;  all  who  are  true  Christians  can  forgive, 
do  believe  there  are  good  Sicilians  who  can  pray 
even  for  the  King  of  Naples." 

"  Oh,  I  hope  so,"  said  Gyneth,  earnestly ;  "  if 
people  are  very  wicked,  or  terribly  mistaken,  that 
seems  the  more  reason  why  they  should  be  inter- 
ceded for." 

''  And  they  should  be  the  better  for  the  iuter^ 
cessions  of  such  sweet  souls  as  yours,"  said  Pho- 
tin^,  kissing  her;  ''are  many  EngHsh  girls  like 
you?" 

"  I  don't  know,"  said  Q-yneth,  with  sudden  in- 
difference; she  was  quite  calm  again  now,  and 
colder  than  before ;  this  was  almost  always  in  her 
the  re-action  &om  a  few  moments  of  unreserve. 
A  word  could  unlock  her  Hps ;  but  a  word  could 
chill  them  into  silence  again ;  when  her  thoughts 
were  turned  away  from  her  subject  to  herself,  she 
became  mute  directly. 

^  It  is  time  we  haa  lunch,"  said  Mrs.  Boss,  con« 
suiting  her  watch ;  **  I  must  go  and  find  that  hus* 
band  of  mine ;  but  first  let  me  take  your  bonnet 
up  stairs  for  you,  and  perhaps  you  will  like  to 
smooth  your  hair." 

She  lapped  lightly  up  the  stairs,  humming  a 
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merry  tune,  and  after  conducting  Ghrneth  to  her 
bedroom,  left  her  to  arrange  her  toilette  by  her- 
self, and  went  off  in  search  of  Captain  Boss.  It 
^svas  some  minutes  before  she  returned,  explaining 
her  delay  by  saying  that  she  had  found  Horace 
Weatherhead  waiting  at  the  front  door  to  deliver 
a  message  from  G-ussie,  and  had  brought  him  in, 
to  give  him  some  tarts,  "which  my  little  John 
BuU  thinks  very  *  jolly*  indeed." 

She  took  Gyneth  down  with  her  to  the  dining- 
room,  where  luncheon  was  on  the  table,  and  Cap- 
tain Boss  and  another  officer  were  standing  talking 
together ;  the  latter  was  introduced  as  Mr.  Arm- 
strong ;  and  Gyneth  recognized  him  by  the  name 
as  the  "  wealthy  bntton-maker*s  son,"  or  whom  she 
had  heard  her  mother  speak.  He  was  a  quiet, 
gentlemanly  young  man  enough,  and  from  his  mu- 
sical taste,  had  become  a  great  favourite  with  Mrs. 
Hoss,  who  had  found  in  him  the  wannest  advocate 
for  her  scheme  of  a  regimental  concert. 

"  J  came  to  teU  you,"  he  said,  presently,  "  that 
the  men  are  going  to  have  a  rehearsal  this  after- 
noon, in  the  messroom.  I  think  it  wiU  prove  to 
be  a  very  good  room  for  the  voice,  but  we  want 
your  opinion,  Mrs.  Eoss,  and  also  as*  to  whether 
the  singers  are  up  to  their  parts  yet,  or  not.     A 

food  many  of  us  have  promised  to  be  there,  and  I 
ope  some  ladies  will  consent  to  be  of  the  audience, 
too.  I  may  count  upon  you,  Mrs.  Boss,  may  I 
not  ?  and  on  you,  too,  I  hope,  Miss  Deshon  ?" 

"  Oh  certainly,  we  will  go,"  said  Photinfe,  joy- 
fully ;  "  I  am  so  glad  you  happen  to  be  with  me 
to-day,  Gyneth,  your  musical  ear  will  do  ns  good 
service." 

**  But  indeed  I  am  no  judge,"  objected  Gyneth, 
and  to  say  the  truth,  the  proposal  rather  alarmed 
her.  She  would  not  say  any  more  before  the  gen- 
tlemen, but  when  Photin^  took  her  up  stairs  to 
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put  on  her  bonnet,  remarking  they  should  have 
time  to  drive  to  the  barracks,  and  hear  at  least 
part  of  the  rehearsal,  before  going  for  their  pre- 
arranged country-drive,  she  asked  if  she  might  be 
allowed  to  stay  by  herself,  and  read  a  book  instead. 

"Stay  by  yourself!  not  come  with  me!  why? 
I  do  not  understand,"  exclaimed  Mrs.  Eoss,  in 
perplexity. 

"  Only  that  I  think  I  would  rather  not  go,  if  you 
would  please  go  without  me !  I  shall  be  quite 
happy  among  your  books  and  music,  and  I  can  put 
on  my  bonnet,  so  as  not  to  keep  you  waiting  when 
you  caU  for  me." 

"  All  very  nice,  I  daresay,  but  I  am  not  quite 
a  bear.  No,  if  you  will  not  come,  I  will  stay 
with  you ;  but  wny  should  you  mind  ?  I  shall 
be  your  chaperone,  you  know,  and  poor  Mr. 
Armstrong  will  be  so  disappointed  if  we  do  not 
come." 

Gyneth  tried  in  vain  to*persuade  her  that  Mr. 
Armstrong  only  wanted  her.  Mrs.  Boss  would 
not  hear  of  going  unless  Ghyneth  went  too ;  and 
at  last  fearing  that  she  was  making  a  ^ss  aboiit 
nothing,  and  allowing  her  shyness  to  lead  her  into 
selfishness,  G^yneth  gave  up  her  objections,  and 
put  on  her  bonnet. 

The  bay  ponies  dashed  merrily  into  the  barrack- 
square,  putting  to  flight  a  party  of  recruits  who 
were  going  through  the  goose-step.  Captain  Boss 
gave  G-yneth  his  arm,  and  took  her  into  the  mess- 
room,  where,  on  a  sort  of  dais,  at  one  end  of  the 
room,  were  seated  the  musicians,  instrumental  and 
vocal,  while  rows  of  chairs  were  ranged  opposite  to 
them,  to  accommodate  the  audience.  A  knot  of 
officers  in  the  uniform  of  two  or  three  different 
regiments,  were  gathered  together,  near  one  of  the 
doors,  and  among  so  many  strangers,  it  was  rather 
a  relief  to  G-yneth  to  recognize  the  features  of  her 
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Cousin  Anthony.  He  put  up  bis  eyeglass  to  make 
sure  that  it  was  she,  and  then  with  a  smile  which 
Gyneth  felt  or  fancied  to  be  more  than  usually 
supercilious,  crossed  the  roorn^  and  shook  bands 
with  her. 

Is  Cousin  Fanny  here?"  he  inquired. 

No,  I  came  with  Mrs.  Boss,"  Gyneth  replied. 

"  Oh,"  and  he  turned  to  speak  to  the  Contessa, 
who  seemed  to  know  and  be  snown  by  eyerybody, 
and  was  laughing  and  talking  with  a  dozen  gen- 
tlemen at  once,  in  her  inimitably  graceful  way. 

Mr.  Armstrong  was  yery  polite  and  att^tiye 
to  G-yneth,  selected  a  comfortable  chair  for  her, 
brought  her  a  programme  of  the  performance,  and 
told  her  the  names  of  the  men  who  were  to  sing. 
There  was  first  an  oyerture,  and  as  it  happened,  a 
fayourite  of  Q-yneth*s — the  oyerture  to  William 
Tell;  then  a  part  song,  chiefly  distinguished  by 
extreme  energy  on  the  part  of  the  military  yoca- 
lists ;  then  a  solo,  by  a  yery  young  priyate,  with  a 
beauti^  tenor  yoice ;  then  an  instrumental  piece 
again,  Beethoyen's  "  Adelaide,"  with  comet  obli- 
gate. G-yneth  was  delighted,  and  good-natured 
Mr.  Armstrong  so  enjoyed  her  enjoyment,  that  he 
directed  more  attention  to  it  than  she  at  all  wished. 

But  then  came  a  duet  between  two  young  ser- 
geants, who  apparently  had  each  ideas  of  their 
own  on  the  way  in  which  the  song  should  be  ren- 
dered, and  produced  woeful  discord  by  their  seyeral 
attempts  at  perfection.  The  bandmaster  beat 
time,  nourished  his  baton,  and  gesticulated  in  yain ; 
worse  discord,  closed  by  a  dead  stop,  was  the  only 
result. 

''Those  men  are  too  conceited  to  sing  well,*'  said 
Captain  Boss,  smiling. 

"Their  performance  had   better  be  expunged 
from  the  programme,"  said  Anthony. 
.   "Oh,  but  they  are  yery  good,  steady  fellows, 
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and  one  of  them  really  has  a  remarkably  nice  voice," 
pleaded  Mr.  Armstrong.  "I  don't  think  they're 
quite  agreed  about  the  time  of  the  song,  that's 
sQl ;  you  could  decide  the  question  in  a  minute, 
Mrs.  Eoss." 

''Shall  I  go  and  look  at  the  song?"  she  said 
readily.  "  Poor  men !  we  must  not  let  them  give 
up.  And  there  is  Lawson,"  (the  bandmaster,) 
"looking  quite  black  too.  Come,  Erederick,  let 
us  go  and  speak  to  them ;"  and  before  Gyneth, 
who  was  speaking  to  Anthony,  could  look  round, 
she  had  taken  her  husband's  arm,  and  started 
off,  followed  by  Mr.  Armstrong,  and  one  or  two 
others. 

''So  much  for  Mrs.  Boss's  chaperonage,"  said 
Anthony,  in  dismay  at  his  cousin's  isolated  po- 
sition. 

•'  Yes,  I  am  sorry  I  came ;  I  thought  there  would 
have  been  other  ladies." 

"  I  almost  wonder  Cousin  !Panny  let  you  come 
without  her ;  she  was  always  very  particular  about 
Jeannie,  or  rather  the  colonel  was." 

"  Mamma  did  not  know ;  Mrs.  Eoss  only  asked 
me  to  lunch  with  her,  and  take  a  drive.  But  then 
Mr.  Armstrong  came,  and  pressed  us  to  come 
here." 

"  That  parvenu !"  said  Anthony,  with  as  much 
disdain  as  his  very  sofb  voice  coula  esipress. 

Gyneth  was  silent»  for  in  truth  she  rather  pre- 
£»rred  Mr.  Armstrong  to  her  aristocratic  cousin, 
particularly  in  his  present  humour.  Anthony 
would  have  played  the  knight-errant  gallantly  to 
a  distressed  damsel ;  but  the  damsel  in  this  case 
kept  her  distress  to  herself,  her  air  of  gentle,  grave 
dignity  placing  her  beyond  any  need  of  his  protec- 
tion. Sne  was  secure  in  the  feeling  that  all  around 
her  were  gentlemen,  and  in  her  innocent  thoughts 
esteemed  all  these  stranger-officers  as  high-minded 
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and  courteouB  as  that  '*  flower  of  courtesy/*  of 
whom  Spenser  sang ;  her  only  fear  was  that  she 
had  not  done  right  in  coining,  and  that  her  mother 
might  be  displeased  with  her. 

But  Anthony,  who  could  not  endure  that  Aw 
/  cousin  should  do  anything  that  might  be  talked 

about,  looked  decidedly  cross ;  and  observed,  as  a 
sort  of  finale,  "If  Qrace  were  to  trust  herself 
anywhere,  with  no  better  chaperone  than  a  wild 
little  foreigner,  my  mother  would  be  in  a  perfect 
agony." 

So  quietly  as  she  sat  there,  he  could  little  guess 
how  much  vexation  and  perplexity  he  was  causing 
his  cousin.  What  would  have  been  so  unsuitable 
for  Lady  Grace  Waller,  must  surely  be  equally 
wrong  for  Miss  Deshon.  Had  she  really  then  done 
something  so  very  dreadful  ?  Would  her  grand- 
mother, would  Lewis  be  shocked  if  they  were  to 
see  her  now  ? 

AH  she  said  was,  "  You  are  not  very  complimen- 
tary to  Mrs.  Boss ;"  and  even  as  she  spoke  a  sud- 
den sense  of  relief  was  visible  in  her  expression, 
for  at  that  moment  a  side-door  opened,  and  gave 
admission  to  her  brother  Lambert.  She  could 
have  flown  to  him  in  her  gladness,  but  restrained 
herself;  and  her  flrst  joy  was  a  little  damped  by 
the  thought  that  perhaps  he  too  might  be  shocked 
at  her. 

He  came  to  her  at  once,  a  little  surprised  evi- 
dently at  finding  her  there,  but  with  not  the 
least  shadow  of  blame  in  his  fair  open  face.  "  Oh, 
I  am  so  glad  jx)u  are  come,"  was  her  ea^er  greet- 
ing. "  I  thought  you  had  gone  out  riding  with 
mamma." 

'"  I  am  going  with  mamma  presently,' '  he  replied ; 
"  but  Lawson  sent  her  a  notice  of  this  rehearsal,  so 
she  asked  me  to  ride  down  here  first,  and  listen  to 
a  tune  or  two,  as  a  sort  of  token  that  we  take  in- 


142  A  MAIDEW  OP  OrE  OWN  DAT. 

terest  in  the  matter.     I  did  not  expect  to  find  you 
here." 

*'  No,  and  I'm  afraid  I  ought  not  to  have  come ; 
but  Mrs.  Boss  urged  me  so  much  I  did  not  like  to 
refuse ;  she  wanted  to  come,  and  she  would  not 
come  without  me." 

"You  did  not  tell  me  that,"  said  Mr.  Waller. 

"  Why  should  she  ?"  said  Lambert,  quietly,  and 
so  completely  did  his  tone  ignore  any  right  on 
Anthony's  part  to  criticise  his  sister's  behaviour, 
that  it  was  the  little  honourable's  turn  to  look 
abashed. 

Mrs.  Boss  came  back  to  her  seat  with  a  pretty 
little  apology  for  her  neglect  of  G-yneth,  and  the 
concert  went  on.  The  duet  was  performed  again, 
this  time  with  much  better  success,  and  a  chorus 
followed,  after  which  Lambert  rose  to  go,  and  G-y- 
neth, determined  not  to  stay  behind  him,  rose  also. 

"Ah,  time  is  passing,  and  we  must  not  keep 
poor  Miss  Weatherhead  waiting,"  said  Photinee. 
"  You  are  quite  right  in  thinking  we  ought  to  go, 
Gyneth.  Good-bye,  Mr.  Armstrong;  you  must 
stay  and  keep  the  performers  in  good  humour." 

Lambert  rode  beside  the  carriage  till  they 
reached  Mr.  Weatherhead's  house,  and  then  he 
spurred  on  to  join  his  mother.  G-yneth  did  not  like 
to  part  with  him,  and  almost  wished  herself  back 
in  the  old  times,  when  he  might  have  taken  her 
up  pillion- wise,  and  carried  her  home ;  but  it  was 
something  to  feel  that  she  had  not  shocked  him, 
that  what  Anthony  stigmatized  as  a  want  of  due 
propriety,  was  by  nim  looked  upon  only  as  an  in- 
nocent mischance. 

Photinfo  was  very  pleasant  during  the  drive, 
and  so  unconscious  of  any  offence  that  G-vneth 
could  not  be  vexed  with  her.  She  was  chiefly  oc- 
cupied in  drawing  out  Augusta  Weatherhead,  who 
was  delighted  to  find  herself  in  such  agreeable  so- 
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ciety,  and  chattered  away  on  all  imaginable  sub- 
jects, showing  an  unusual  amount  of  quickness 
and  information,  though  many  of  her  remarks 
and  opinions  were  evidently  borrowed  from  her 
«  &ther,  and  merely  a  little  coloured  by  her  own 
/  tone  of  thought. 

In  speaking  of  the  parish-schools  she  chanced  to 
say,  that  her  father  would  like  to  have  some  illu- 
minated texts  hung  round  the  walls,  such  as  Miss 
Boyd  had  in  the  ladustrial  School ;  and  G-yneth, 
who  thought,  not  unnaturally,  that  she  had  found 
one  of  those  little  opportunities  of  usefulness  for 
which  she  was  waiting,  offered,  very  gently  and 
modestly,  to  illuminate  any  texts  tnat  Mr.  Wea- 
therhead  might  wish,  saying,  that  she  had  done 
some  for  the  Traversham  school,  and  had  not  found 
it  very  difficult. 

But  Miss  G-ussie  had  other  views.  "  Oh,  thank 
you,"  she  said,  "  you  are  very  kind,  I'm  sure ;  but 
papa  said  I  should  do  them  myself  as  soon  as  I 
could  find  any  one  to  teach  me  to  illuminate ;  he 
likes  me  to  do  those  sort  of  things." 

For  a  moment  G-yneth  was  silent.  Then  she 
said,  kindly,  "  I  am  not  sure  that  I  know  enough 
myself  to  be  able  to  teach  you  properly ;  but  if 
you  do  not  find  any  better  instructor,  I  can  show 
you  if  you  like  how  I  have  been  accustomed  to  do 
it,  and  you  will  find  it  very  simple." 

"  Oh,  thank  you.  And  will  you  come  some  day 
and  teach  me  ?  or  shall  I  come  to  you  ?  I  daresay 
I  shaU  soon  pick  it  up." 

Gyneth  assented,  and  invited  Gf^ussie  to  spend 
an  arfcemoon  with  her  some  da^,  promising  then  to 
initiate  her  into  the  myst'Ones  of  illuminating. 
Her  obligingness  won  firom  Augusta  the  favourable 
opinion,  delivered  privately  to  Mrs.  Eoss,  that 
"Miss  Deshon  was  very  amiable !"  But  Gyneth 
would  have  been  amused  if  she  had  known  that 
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G-ussie  added,  "  I  don't  think  Bhe's  at  all  clever  or 
original,  though ;  she  may  know  a  great  deal,  but 
she  certainly  doesn't  talk  well,  and  her  manner  is 
60  languid. 

Photinfo  answered  by  an  old  saying,  "Who 
knows  the  Dove's  mind  but  the  Doves  ?"  which  to 
Augusta  was  utterly  incomprehensible,  though 
£rom  the  meaning  look  which  accompanied  it,  she 
guessed  that  Mrs.  Eoss  thought  she  had  not  fa- 
thomed the  capabiKties  of  G-yneth  Deshon. 

In  the  course  of  their  drive  they  passed,  or 
rather  were  passed  by,  Mrs.  Deshon  and  Lambert. 
Mrs.  Deshon  was  an  excellent  horsewoman,  and  in 
her  riding-habit  looked  so  youthful,  that  it  was 
difficult  to  imagine  her  the  mother  of  the  young 
man  at  her  side.  She  checked  her  horse  for  a 
minute,  and  shook  hands  with  Mrs.  IU)S6  and  Au- 
gusta, observing  "  Ah,  Fhotin^,  I  shall  be  afraid 
to  trust  Q-yneth  to  you  another  time ;"  and  though 
Mrs.  Eoss  only  laughed  and  answered,  "  Oh,  no, 
you  will  not,"  Gvueth  felt  uncomfortable,  and  was 
glad  when  she  found  herself  at  home  agaiii,  and 
alone  with  her  mother,  that  she  might  hear  what 
she  really  thought  of  the  visit  to  the  mess-room. 

"  I  should  have  supposed  that  you  might  have 
known  Papa  wouldn't  like  it,  my  dear,"  was  Mrs. 
Deshon's  remonstrance. 

"  I  did  think  perhaps  he  would  not,  mamma," 
Gyneth  answered,  "but  I  wasn't  sure,  and  it 
seemed  selfish  to  spoil  Mrs.  Boss's  pleasure.  I 
thought  the  Bosses  and  Mr.  Armstrong  wouldn't 
have  proposed  my  going,  if  there  had  been  any 
harm  in  it." 

"  Harm !  no !  but  Photin^  does  not  take  an 
English  view  of  *les  convenances,'  and  Captain 
Boss,  who  is  sensible  enough  in  other  respects,  is 
perfectly  silly  where  his  wife  is  concerned.  As  for 
Mr.  Armstrong,  he  is  a  very  nice  creature,  and  it 
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10  ctmyeiiient  to  have  a  man  with  four  or  five 
thotuand  a  year  in  the  regiment,  but  one  can't  ex* 
pect  him  to  be  particulariy  well  versed  in  the  mles 
of  good  society." 

^  Bnt  do  jou  know,  mamma,  I  think  in  some 
thingB  he  is  almost  more  truly  gentlemanly  than 
Anthony ;  he  tried  to  make  me  comfortable,  and 
not  to  let  me  feel  out  of  place ;  whereas  Anthony 
seemed  to  take  pleasure  in  making  me  feel  tmcom^ 
fortable." 

"  0^  Anthony  is  very  fastidious,  and  has  been 
accustomed  to  see  his  own  sister  hedged  in  with 
proprieties  of  all  sorts.  I  daresay  he  was  vexed, 
poor  boy,  at  seeing  you  there  with  no  better  cha- 
perone  than  Mrs.  Boss !" 

^Yes,  that  was  what  he  said,  but  mamma,  I 
wondered  at  his  telling  me  so,  he  is  almost  a 
stranger  to  me  though  he  is  my  second  cousin." 

"  I  suppose  he  thought  the  relationship  autho* 
rifled  him,  and  my  dear  child,  you  vnll  find  the 
only  way  to  avoid  such  remarks  is  by  never  giving 
occasion  for  them.  Of  course,  living  in  that  quiet 
out-of-the-way  fashion,  with  grandmamma,  you 
had  not  much  reason  to  think  what  would  be  said 
of  your  doing  so  and  so,  but  now  you  must  be 
more  particular.  I  believe  that  some  people  who 
know  nothing  about  the  matter,  fancy  thait  officers' 
daughters  must  needs  be  constantly  in  men's  so- 
ciety, and  picture  to  themselves  juvenile  lieu- 
tenants coming  in  and  out  at  all  hours  of  the  day, 
and  ensigns  walking  tame  about  the  house,  but 
there  never  was  a  greater  mistake,  and  even  if  this 
state  of  things  did  actually  exist  in  other  families; 
Papa  would  never  suffer  it  in  his,  .  Anthony  being 
a  relation,  we  have  of  course  made  an  exception  in 
his  favour,  but  we  have  never  taken  any  other 
young  man  into  intimacr  except  Alfred,"  (Mr. 
Mutchinson,)  '*  whom  we  have  known  from  a  child ; 
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and  before  her  marriage,  Jeannie  was  never  al. 
lowed  to  go  anywhere  in  public  without  being 
accompanied  by  either  Papa  or  me." 

&yneth  bent  her  head  over  her  work,  not  know- 
ing what  to  say ;  she  could  not  suppose  that  her 
mother  needed  any  assurance  of  her  complete  ao* 
quiescence  in  this  system. 

''  It  was  fortunate  that  I  happened  to  send  Lam-> 
bert  down,"  Mrs.  Deshon  went  on,  "  it  must  have 
been  a  comfort  to  you  to  have  hun,  and  it  may 
very  likely  have  been  supposed  that  he  had  ar- 
ranged to  meet  you  there." 

"  But,  mamma,  I  don't  wish  to  be  exonerated  by 
a  false  supposition." 

Mrs.  Deshon  smiled.  "My  dear,  there  was  a 
little  pride  in  that  speech,  as  well  as  love  of  truth. 
I  am  afraid  my  little  lecture  has  offended  you,  but, 
indeed,  £  meant  no  blame  for  the  past,  only  a  hint 
for  the  future." 

*'  And  if  you  had,  mamma,  I  ought  not  to  be  of* 
fended,"  said  Qyneth,  forcing  herself  to  speak 
pleasantly,  though  it  was  difficult  just  then,  not 
because  she  was  vexed,  but  because  she  was 
grieved ;  "  I  am  very  sorry  I  was  so  foolish  to-day, 
but  indeed  I  wiU  never  go  anywhere  with  Mrs. 
Boss  again,  since  you  do  not  wish  it." 

"  You  wouldn't  wish  it  yourself,  my  love,  I  should 
think." 

^''No,  indeed,  mamma,  but — "  and  her  face 
burned  with  blushes — "it  seems  from  what  you 
have  been  saying,  that  my  own  feelings  cannot  be 
trusted  to,  so  I  had  better  be  guided  entirely  by 
what  you  wish.  I  am  very  sorry,"  and  tears 
choked  her  voice. 

"  Hush !  my  dearest,  don't  cry,"  said  Mrs.  De* 
shon,  kissing  and  soothing  her,  as  if  she  had  been 
Edgar  or  Katie.  "  You  are  too  young,  and  too 
simpleminded  to  have  learnt  to  tmnk  of  appear- 
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ances  yet,  that  is  aJL  Gome,  I  shall  begin  to  think 
myself  quite  a  cross  scolding  old  mamma  if  you 
take  my  words  so  much  to  heart.  I  am  not  vexed 
with  you  at  all,  if  I  seemed  so  for  a  minute  it  was 
only  for  what  you  said  about  Anthony ;  I  am  an- 
xious that  you  should  be  Mends  with  him." 

*'  I  am  quite  willing  to  be  friends  with  him,  dear 
jnanmia,  particularly  if  you  wish  it ;  it  was  only 
that  t  did  not  think  it  quite  generous  or  chiyajrous 
of  him  to — *' 

"  Chivalrous !"  interrupted  Mrs.  Deshon,  laugh- 
ing ;  "  My  dear  little  thmg,  were  you  bom  in  the 
middle  ages?  I  sometimes  fancy  so,  only  that 
yours  is  the  nineteenth  century  mediaevalism,  which 
I  suspect  is  more  refined  than  the  original.  Do 
you  remember  the  lovely  lady  in  the  boat  with  the 
silken  sail,  who  dropped  down  suddenly  upon  some 
of  the  round-table  knights  P  I  suppose  you  felt 
like  her  this  affcemoon,  and  imagined  the  officers 
to  be  aU.  Sir  G-alahads,  and  Sir  Percevals." 

"  I  am  sure.  Papa,  and  Lambert,  and  Lewis,  have 
knightly  minds,"  said  Gyneth. 

**  Papa  and  Lambert,  yes ;  Lewis  I  am  not  so 
sure  about,  he  is  more  a  man  of  the  world  than 
you  imagine." 

"  Oh,  mamma,  you  wouldn't  say  so  if  you  knew 
him  as  I  do." 

"  Should  I  not  ?  But,  my  love,  I  have  seen  a 
great  deal  of  him,  though  not  lately ;  and  I  do  not 
mean  to  say  anythiog  against  him,  he  is  an  ex- 
tremely clever,  agreeable  person." 

G^eth  was  not  satisfied  with  these  epithets, 
but  as  comiog  from  her  mother  she  did  not  like  to 
object  to  them,  and  Mrs.  Deshon  went  on.  "  You 
would  not  have  been  offended  if  Lewis  had  made 
the  same  remarks  that  Anthony  did  this  after- 
noon." 

^  Lewis  would  not  have  made  them !    You  don't 
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know  how  kind  lie  is  to  me  always,  mamma,  and 
how  considerate." 

"  I  can  fancy  it,  mv  dear,"  and  Mrs.  Deehon's 
brown  orbs  overflowed  with  merry  mischief;  «bnt 
see,  there  is  Bertie  looking  disconsolate  in  the 
garden,  let  us  go  and  talk  to  him." 

She  kissed  her  daughter  again  fondly,  and  went 
away  smiling,  but  there  were  still  tears  in  Qyneth's 
eves. 


CHAPTER  XI 

"Thy  woA  tWfl  hour  is  patience.** 

T%e  Baptiiltrp. 

HEN  the  result  of  the  examination  was 
made  known,  the  Deshons  found  to 
their  great  disappointment  that  Law- 
rence had  failed.  Not  discreditably 
though,  for  he  had  yeiy  nearly  got  the  requisite 
number  of  marks,  and  had  had  to  compete  with 
boys  considerably  his  seniors ;  in  French,  German, 
and  dimwing,  he  nad  shown  himself  proficient,  but 
had  not  done  so  well  in  the  all-important  mathe- 
m'atics,  and  had  got  no  marks  at  all  for  EnglisL 
It  had  even  been  observed  that  in  translating  from 
Erench  and  German,  he  had  made  use  of  foreign 
idioms,  and  expressed  himself  altogether  in  a  very- 
un-English  fastdon,  so  that  in  fact,  as  Colonel  De- 
shon  despondingly  remarked,  his  foreign  education 
had  been  overdone,  and  he  had  now  at  sixteen  to 
set  to  work  to  learn  his  native  language. 

The  poor  Colonel  was  very  mudi  £sappointed, 
and  could  not  conceal  that  he  was  so,  though  he 
reproached  no  one  but  himself^  and  endeavoured 
always  to  speak  hopefully  to  Lawrence,  teUing  him 
ih&t  he  could  try  his  chance  again  at  the  next  ex- 
amination, and  that  in  the  six  intervening  months 
he  would  have  plenty  of  time  to  acquire  a  more 
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thorough  knowledge  of  mathematics,  and  the  art 
of  English  composition. 

Lawrence's  oark  ejes  looked  rathar  gloomy  for 
a  while,  and  he  turned  down  his  shirt-collars,  and 
affected  a  Byronic  air  for  a  few  days,  imagining 
himself  an  iU-used  genius;  but  his  mother  soon 
laughed  him  out  of  this,  beguiled  him  into  playing 
duets  with  her,  and  weeding  the  garden,  and  con- 
fiscated "The  sorrows  of  Werter,"  "Heine's Poems,** 
and  a  host  of  other  lugubrious  and  undesirable 
books,  over  which  he  was  nursing  his  melancholy. 
She  told  him  she  could  not  account  it  a  misfortune 
which  left  him  to  her  six  months,  after  their  long 
years  of  separation,  and  was  so  loving  to  him,  so 
gay  and  bright,  that  Qyneth  at  first  thought  she 
was  rather  pleased  at  his  failure  than  otherwise. 
But  one  day,  when  a  few  friends  were  coming  to 
dinner,  and  Qyneth  had  gone  into  her  mother's 
room  to  have  her  hair  braided,  th^  heard  the 
Colonel  sighing  as  he  pursued  his  toilette  in  the 
adjoining  dressing  room,  and  Mrs.  Deshon  said, 
"I  am  afraid  your  father  feels  this  impending 
dinner-party  rather  tiresome,  he  is  out  of  spirits 
about  Lawrence.  I  wish  from  my  heart  that 
Lawrie  could  have  succeeded,  papa's  son  ought 
not  to  have  failed !" 

"  But  surely  Lawrence  Aa«  inherited  papa's  talent, 
mamma,  it  must  have  been  because  he  was  so 
young  that  he  failed,  and  I  should  think  he  is  sure 
to  succeed  next  time,"  said  Oyneth. 

"  I  hope  so,  but  papa  fears  he  is  idle,  and  I  may 
tell  you,  Gyneth,  that  he  is  not  quite  satisfied  with 
him  in  other  ways.  He  thinks  ne  has  a  specula- 
tive  irreyerent  way  of  speaking  of  sacred  things, 
and  that  he  has  read  a  great  many  unsuitable 
books,  and  of  course  he  reproaches  himself  for  hay- 
ing trusted  him  to  the  care  of  strangers,  and  people 
of  different  creed  and  opinions." 
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''It  is  a  good  thing  that  lie  is  still  so  young," 
said  G-yneth,  "  and  don't  you  think  it  may  be 
better  for  him  to  be  at  home  for  a  while,  mamma, 
under  papa's  own  eye  ?" 

''  Yes,  that  is  what  I  tell  papa,  but  he  does  not 
seem  to  see  it  in  that  Hght,  he  never  will  beHeve 
in  the  good  influence  he  has  over  his  children,  and 
he  is  so  soon  depressed.  I  could  forgive  Lawrie 
anything  sooner  than  his  having  vexed  papa,  to 
see  him  sad  is  the  one  thing  that  1  cannot  bear.*' 

She  had  been  standing  behind  her  daughter  as 
she  spoke,  but  at  this  moment  she  bent  forward 
to  reach  a  comb  from  the  dressing-table,  and  for 
once  Gyneth  saw  tears  in  those  happy  eyes.  She 
did  not  know  exactly  in  what  way  to  suggest  com- 
fort, but  lifted  her  face  and  kissed  her  mother 
with  all  her  heart. 

Mrs.  Deshon  could  not  be  sad  for  long;  in 
another  minute  she  was  full  of  delight  -  at  her 
successful  arrangement  of  her  daughter's  hair. 
"  These  plaits  suit  your  head  exactly,  my  love," 
she  exclaimed,  *'  and  yours  is  charming  hair  to 
braid,  it  is  so  long,  and  soft,  and  silky.  I  flatter 
myself  no  maid  could  have  produced  such  a  good 
effect." 

"  And  I  shall  be  sure  to  like  your  handiwork 
better  than  any  maid's,  mamma,  said  Gyneth, 
stepping  forward  to  look  at  it  in  the  glass.  "  Thank 
you  so  much  for  taking  all  this  trouble  with  my 
wig." 

But  she  was  not  so  charmed  with  her  braids  as 
her  mother  was,  and  in  truth  preferred  her  own 
every-day  style,  "  Locks  not  wide  bespread.  Ma- 
donna-wise on  either  side  her  head,"  to  any  more 
showy  arrangement. 

"  Ah,  you  don't  care  about  it,  I  see,  but  you 
look  very  nice  for  aU  that,"  said  Mrs.  Deshon 
smiling,  "  though  that  white  muslin  dressing-gown 
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giyes  jou  rath^  a  ghoetlj  appearanee.  Here, 
£dgar  love,"  tapping  Sghtlj  at  the  drefisiBg-room 
door,  '*  just  come  and  see  how  well  Gjneth  looks 
with  her  hair  this  way." 

Th^  Colonel  soon  appeared  in  answer  to  Has 
smnmonfl,  and  walked  round  Ojneth  to  judge  of 
the  effect,  but  the  surv^  onljr  elicited  a  grave 
''  verj  nice,  my  dear,  very  nice  indeed,  but  that  is 
not  your  ev^iing  dress,  is  it  ?" 

Mrs.  Deshon  clapped  her  little  hands  and 
laughed.  "  I  do  believe  if  Gyneth  were  to  say 
yes,  you  would  believe  it,  Edgar.  I  have  thoughts 
of  appeariniF  in  that  mythical  attire  known  as  *  a 
wckW  round  in  the  middle,  and  a  pitcher  on 
one's  head,'  to  see  if  you  will  notice  the  difference 
between  that  and  my  ordinary  costume.*' 

"  I  know  you  always  look  Hke  a  lady,  my  dear," 
said  the  Colonel  deprecatingly,  and  so  saying,  he 
vanished  into  the  dresfling-room  again. 

But  when  some  time  ^ter  Oyneth  entered  the 
drawing-room,  her  father  put  down  his  book  to 
look  at  her,  and  gratified  both  wife  and  daughter 
by  observing,  "  I  am  no  judge  of  details,  my  little 
girl,  but  I  know,  you  look  exactly  as  I  best  like 
to  see  you." 

The  guests  that  evening  were  a  Mr.  Hethering- 
ton  and  his  wife,  who  Uved  at  a  pretty  little 
country  house  some  miles  from  Haroourmouth ; 
Captain  and  Mrs.  Boss ;  a  Major  Morrison  of 
Colonel  Deshon's  regiment ;  the  garrison  chap* 
lain ;  and — as  G-yneth  remarked  to  Xambert,  ^  the 
inevitable  Anthony.'  There  was  some  talk  about 
the  weather,  (of  course)  and  then  about  the  ex< 
treme  smallness  of  the  garrison  chapel,  which  was 
so  insufficient  in  size  for  the  congregation,  that 
the  chaplain  was  quite  grateful  to  Colonel  Deshon 
for  having  given  up  his  claim  to  seats  there  for 
himself  and  feunily ;  but  the  chief  topic  of  conver- 
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satioQ  was  tba  intoided  presentation  of  some  new 
colours  to  the  regim^at,  oj  Anthony's  mother,  the 
Countess  of  Ejnesford. 

Mrs.  Hetherington  thought  it  would  be  a  very 
pretty-  sight,  and  begged  to  know  when  the  day 
was  nxed  for  it ;  Colonel  Deshon  hoped  that  she 
would  come  to  the  breakfast  which  lus  regiment 
intended  to  give  on  that  occasion,  and  Mrs.  De- 
ehon  confided  to  Mrs.  Eoss  her  intention  of  having 
a  dance,  ^  a  little  bail "  in  fact,  that  same  evening. 

Gjnetii  felt  somewhat  fluttered  at  the  thought 
of  these  gaieties,  but  Photin^  was  delighted,  and 
when  the  ladies  retired  to  the  drawing-room  after 
dinnw,  whirled  little  Katie  round  in  an  extempore 
yalse,  declaring  it  was  necessary  to  begin  practise 
ing  her  steps  forthwith. 

"  Only,  dear  Mrs.  Deshon,"  she  said,  pausing 
before  h^  hostess  in  an  intreating  attitude,  "  do 
have  plenty  of  civilians,  one  gets  so  tired  of  offi- 
cers ;  will  you  not  ask  that  cousin,  that  clever 
cousin  that  Gyneth  used  to  write  about  ?  I  have 
a  great  curiosity  to  see  him,  he  is  witty,  spirituel, 
is  he  not?'' 

"  Yes,  he  is  very  amusing,  but  I  should  not  have 
thought  of  asking  him  to  come  aU  the  way  from 
London  just  for  our  little  party;  however,  for 
your  especial  benefit,  Fhotinfe,  I  wiU  make  the 
attempt,  and  I  daresay  Gyneth  will  not  object, 
wiU  you,  my  love  ?*' 

^'  I  shall  be  very  glad  to  see  him,  mamma,"  said 
Gyneth,  candidlv.  Why  her  cheeks  were  in  such 
a  flame,  she  could  not  teU. 

"  And  then,  you  know,  we  must  have  some  very 
pretty,  charming  young  ladies,"  said  Photin^ 
coazingly,  "  I  have  heard  so  much  of  the  young. 
English  ladies,  are  there  many  of  them  as  pretty 
as  my  sweet  Jeannie  P" 

"  ]yot  to  my  taste,"  said  Mrs.  Deshon,  "  but  you 
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must  not  expect  a  mother  to  be  impartial.  That 
little  friend  of  yours,  G-yneth,  Miss  Bumaby,  I 
mean,  is  a  very  pleasing  little  thing,  do  you  think 
she  would  come  and  stay  a  few  days  with  us,  so  as 
to  be  present  at  our  little  dance  ? 

"  On  yes,  I  think  she  would,  if  Mr.  Bumaby  is 
pretty  weU  just  then,  and  it  would  be  so  delight- 
ful to  have  her,  thank  you  for  thinking  of  it,  dear 
mamma." 

**  I'm  afraid  I  cannot  lay  claim  to  much  benero- 
lenoe,  my  dear,  for  I  made  the  proposal  from 
rather  a  selfish  motive,  but  I  shall  be  very  glad  if 
it  gives  you  pleasure.  We  wiU  talk  of  it  another 
time."  For  Mrs.  Deshon  saw  that  Mrs.  Hethering- 
ton,  who  was  doing  the  amiable  to  the  children, 
had  rather  come  to  the  end  of  her  little  interroga- 
tions, beginning  with  "  How  old  are  you,  my  pet  ?" 
and  encEng  with  "  Which  do  you  like  best,  little 
dogs,  or  little  pussy-cats  P"  and  released  her  from 
the  necessity  of  continuing  in  this  strain  any 
longer,  by  proposing  to  her  to  take  a  turn  on  the 
lawn. 

When,  on  returning  to  the  subject  the  next  day, 
Mrs.  Deshon  found  that  GJyneth  really  was  very 
much  gratified  at  the  prospect  of  Bose's  visit,  she 
suggested  that  they  might  as  weU  ask  her  for  a 
fortnight,  instead  of  the  contemplated  few  days, 
so  Gyneth  wrote  to  ask  her  to  come  to  them  the 
following  week. 

Lawrence  hailed  the  prospect  of  having  a  pretty, 
lively  girl  to  stay  in  the  house,  for  he  was  a  person 
who  liked  constant  variety.  He  was  not  content 
like  Lambert  with  the  society  of  his  parents  and 
sister,  and  was  disposed  to  be  rather  extravagant 
in  the  way  of  amusement.  He  tried  hard  to  per- 
suade his  father  to  buy  a  third  riding-horse,  and 
seemed  at  one  time  so  likely  to  prevail,  that  Gy- 
neth asked  Lambert  if  he  could  not  remind  hm 
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privately,  that  it  was  not  right  to  encroach  on  his 
lather's  kindness,  by  asking  for  more  indulgences 
than  Colonel  Deshon  could  properly  afford. 

"  Papa  is  the  best  judge  of  whether  he  can  afford 
it  or  not,"  said  Lambert. 

"Yes,  but,  Lambert,  you  know  how  unwilling 
papa  and  mamma  are  to  refuse  us  anything,"  con- 
tinued Gyneth,  "  and  how  they  will  sacrifice  their 
own  wishes  for  our  pleasure  or  benefit ;  you  have 
made  Edgar  see  all  this,  could  you  not  hint  it  to 
Lawrie  ?  I  think  it  would  come  better  from  you, 
who  are  several  years  older,  than  it  would  from 
me,  and  I*m  sure  you  have  the  best  right  to  speak, 
for  you  never  ask  for  anything,  and  are  only  too 
self-denying." 

Lambert  seemed  pained  rather  than  pleased  at 
the  compliment,  and  answered,  "  I  do  not  feel  that 
I  have  a  right,  and  it  might  seem  Hke  interfering, 
Lawrence  would  perhaps  be  offended." 

"  He  ought  not  to  be ;  and  besides,  it  is  surely 
cowardly  to  shrink  from  saying  what  might  do 
good  from  fear  of  giving  offence." 

His  cheeks  flushed  so  at  the  word  "  cowardly," 
that  she  was  sorry  she  had  used  it,  and  his  reply 
came  slowly,  "  Perhaps  it  is  cowardice  which  makes 
me  hate  interfering,  I  will  think  over  what  you 
have  said." 

«I  might  a*  well  have  found  fault  with  Law- 
rence  at  once,  as  implied  blame  to  you,  Lambert," 
said  Gyneth,  perceiving  her  own  inconsistency, 
"please  don't  tnink  any  more  about  it." 

But  still  she  was  rather  vexed  at  what  she  con- 
sidered his  unreasonable  timidity,  it  would  have 
been  all  very  well  in  a  child  or  a  girl,  but  a  timid 
man!  the  idea  was  dreadful.  She  had  a  truly 
feminine  admiration  for  strength,  valour,  and  even 
a  certain  amount  of  confidence ;  the  ideal  heroes 
of  her  girlish  stories  had  always  been  brave,  and 
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well  satisfied  with  Ids  exchange  of  companions, 
though  he  owned  it  gaye  him  a  good  opportunity 
of  becoming  better  acquainted  with  Lawrence,  and 
sometimes  reaUy  got  interested  in  their  discus- 
sions on  French  history,  and  tiie  merits  of  the 
riyal  poets  of  Germany,  GU)ethe  and  Schiller. 

Bose's  arriTal  gave  a  pleasant  little  diyersion  to 
the  thoughts  of  all ;  Colonel  Deshon  was  pleased 
with  her  bright  good  sense,  and  winning  manner, 
his  wife  liked  the  gaiety  of  spirit  which  harmonised 
so  well  with  her  own,  Jjambert  admired  her  kindly 
disposition,  and  freedom  from  affectation,  and 
Xiawrence  was  charmed  to  discoyer  that  she  had 
been  more  than  once  abroad,  and  could  talk  with 
him  of  Paris,  and  Bonn,  Bhine  scenery,  G^erman 
characteristics,  and  French  cookery.  Gyneth  was 
yery  happy  in  her  friend's  societj,  and  even  the 
blunt  Fanny  became  sociable  with  her  directly, 
while  Edgar  claimed  her  as  an  old  acquaintance, 
and  the  little  one  lavished  on  ''  Wosie,'*  the  kisses 
and  coquettish  graces  which  she  had  hitherto 
thought  proper  to  reserve  exclusively  for  Anthony. 

TVnat  Ghyneth  liked  best  were  the  long,  intimate 
talks  which  Bose  and  she  had  together  whenever 
— ^which  was  not  very  often — they  found  them- 
selves tSte^-tSie.  Bosie  entered  so  wannly  into 
all  her  hopes,  and  plans,  and  longings,  was  so  truly 
and  innocentiy  grieved  to  hear  of  tne  wickedness 
and  misery  of  the  town,  so  full  of  sympathy  with 
her  disappointment  at  not  being  able  to  give  some 
little  help  to  those  who  needed  it  so  mu<m. 

''I  declare,"  Gyneth  one  day  said,  ''I  fed 
tempted  sometimes  to  offer  to  help  Mrs.  Barry  in 
her  schemes,  only  I'm  afraid  mamma  would  not 
like  it,  and  Bertie" — 

''Would  put  on  that  little  scandalised  look 
which  so  amuses  me,"  laughed  Bose;  ''these 
Burrys  are  a  sort  of  charitable  GueriUas,  aie  they 


A  IIAIPEK  OP  OUB  OWy  DAT.  169 

not?  who  prefer  fighting  against  ignorance  and 
vice  in  their  own  independent  fashion,  instead  of 
enrolling  themselves  in  the  regular  army,  with  the 
rector  for  their  head.  Don't  be  a  Guerilla,  Gjr- 
neth.  Papa  says  we  ought  not  to  be  self-willed  m 
our  charity  any  more  than  in  anything  else,  and 
there  must  be  a  danger  of  becoming  so  when  one 
ignores  the  proper  authorities." 

"  But  suppose  the  proper  authorities  won't  have 
anything  to  say  to  you,  won't  take  you  into  their 
army,  even  as  a  recruit,  what  is  one  to  do  then  P" 

"  Not  turn  Q-uerilla !  no,  by  no  means ;  but  do 
the  little  scraps  of  duties  that  fall  in  one's  wav, 
and  be  such  a  good,  patient,  proper,  orderly  little 
darling,  that  at  last  the  general  of  the  regular 
army  will  begin  to  say  to  himself, '  Ah,  this  little 
person  has  more  in  her 'than  I  thought ;  she  hasn't 
joined  the  Guerillas,  she  knows  how  to  be  patient, 
and  keep  in  her  proper  place,  I  wiU  enHst  her  as  a 
recruit  forthwith.' " 

"Then  I  must  live  on  hopes,"  said  Qyneth, 
laughing,  "and  of  course  I  am  very  young  yet, 
and  so  can  have  no  excuse  for  impatience ;  it  is 
not  as  if  I  had  been  waiting  a  long,  long  time  for 
an  opportunity  which  never  came.  Besides,  Bosie, 
if  no  work  comes  to  one  to  do,  it  must  be,  I  sup- 
pose, because  one  is  not  good  enough  to  be  fit  to 
do  it." 

"  That  is  a  wholesome  way  of  viewing  the  mat- 
ter," answered  the  little  iKose,  with  a  half-arch, 
half-pensive  air,  "  but  now,  Q-yneth,  tell  me  what 
is  it  that  you  would  like  to  do  if  you  were  allowed 
and  encouraged  ?" 

G-yneth  hesitated  and  picked  a  flower  to  pieces, 
as  though  embarrassed  how  to  replv.  "1  don't 
know,  Eosie,  I  don't  indeed;  but  it  the  general 
took  me  as  a  recruit,  of  course  he  would  teU  me 
what  to  do.    I  thought  perhaps  I  might  have 
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taught  in  the  Sunday-school,  but  Lambert  said 
something  to  Mr.  Weatherhead  about  it,  and  he 
said  that  he  had  sufficient  teachers  for  the  girls  at 
present,  but  that  one  of  the  boys'  classes  was  to 
lose  its  present  teacher  soon  if  I  were  inclined  to 
take  that." 

"  Then  you  have  that  to  look  forward  to  ?" 

''  No ;  for  papa  and  mamma  do  not  wish  me  to 
undertake  a  boys'  class,  they  say  the  Harbour- 
mouth  boys  are  so  rude." 

Eos«  thought  to  hersdf  that  Gyneth,  with  her 
gentleness,  her  esaneat,  reverent  manner,  and  pa- 
tient temper,  might  veiy  likely  have  acquired  a 
stronger  influence  over  the  rude  Harbourmouth 
boys  than  would  be  gained  by  a  rougher  teacher, 
but  she  did  not  like  to  seem  to  question  Colonel 
Deshon's  judgment,  and  only  said,  ''It  is  a  good 
thing  that  the  girls'  school  is  so  well  provided 
wil^  teachers,  it  shows  that  th^e  must  be  a  good 
many  people  here  who  take  an  interest  in  it." 

**  Oh,  yes !"  said  G^yneth  readily ;  "  and  if  the 
work  is  done,  it  would  be  siUy  and  egotistical  to 
grieve  because  I  have  not  the  doing  of  it.  Only 
m  such  a  place  as  this  it  seems  as  if  there  must  oe 
work  for  every  one,  even  for  me,  if  it  could  be  ap- 
portioned properly." 

"  Is  there  any  garrison  Sunday-school  ?  I  sup- 
pose the  chapMn  would  be  a  proper  authority  to 
work  under." 

**  No,  the  soldiers*  children  go  to  Mr.  "Weather- 
head's  and  Mr.  G-ordon's  Sunday-schoote ;  there  is 
a  week-day  r^imental  school  which  I  have  visited 
with  mamma  once  or  twice.  We  went  once  to 
hear  the  chaplain  catechise  the  childr^i,  which  he 
does  every  Wednesday,  and  once  we  went  to  help 
the  mistress  to  cut  out  some  work  for  them." 

"  And  you  will  often  go  again,  I  daresay  ?  Well, 
that  is  something ;  and  then  you  know  some  of  the 
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soldiers'  wives,  don't  you  ?    Is  not  it  for  one  of 
them  that  you  are  working  now  ?" 

''Yes ;  at  least  I  am  making. some  little  Sunday 
cloaks  for  her  children.  Poor  little  things  !  they 
bave  been  kept  from  church  and  school  because 
they  have  had  no  clothes  fit  to  go  in ;  there  are 
five  of  them,  and  the  father  is  omj  a  private,  so 
you  may  imagine  how  poor  they  are.** 

"  What  a  number  of  little  ragged  children  there 
are  in  those  small  streets  near  the  railway  station !" 

"  Ah,  yes,  but  those  are  not  soldiers'  children, 
not  anything  half  so  respectable,  and  it  is  just 
Buch  wretched  little  things  as  those  that  1  most  ^ 
want  to  help.  Miss  Weatherhead  told  me  that 
she  had  thought  of  getting  up  a  working  society 
to  make  clothes  for  the  poor,  something  similar  to 
Mrs.  Gbrdon's,  only  ratner  differently  regulated, 
but  that  she  couldn't  get  enough  ladies  to  join 
.it." 

"  But  are  there  no  tradespeople's  daughters  who 
would  be  glad  to  help  ?  Surely  there  are  num- 
bers of  shops  in  the  town  ?" 

"Yes,  of  course;  and  Augusta  Weatherhead 
said  that  her  father  did  propose  to  ask  some  of  the 
shopkeepers'  daughters  to  jom  the  society,  but  that 
she  had  persuaded  him  not  to  do  so,  for  she  didn't 
wish  to  bo  brought  into  contact  with  those  sort  of 
people." 

"Little  goose!"  exclaimed  Eose  energetically! 
"  why  it  is  precisely  *  those  sort  of  people'  whom 
one  longs  to  unite  with  oneself  in  any  little  scheme 
for  doing  good.  And  the  contact  need  not  have  been 
very  much,  for  I  suppose  the  workers  were  to  do 
their  share  of  work  at  their  own  houses,  were  they 
not  ?" 

"Yes,  I  brieve  so,  and  I  almost  wonder  Mr. 
Weatherhead  allowed  himself  to  be  over-persuaded; 
but  he  thinks  so  much  of  Augusta's  judgment,  and 
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I  don't  suppose  lie  quite  understood  her  real  rea- 
son for  objecting." 

"  I  should  think  not,  for  he  would  surely  have 
despised  such  a  silly  reason  as  that.  What  did 
you  say  to  her  about  it  ?" 

'*  Not  anything  at  first ;  but  I  suppose  she  saw 
I  looked  a  little  blank,  for  she  aaded  that  her 
Aunt  Clarissa  had  warned  her  not  to  have  any- 
thing to  do  with  shopkeepers'  daughters,  as  they 
were  sure  to  be  familiar  and  presuming,  and  at- 
tempt to  patronise  her  on  account  of  her  youth. 
So  tnen  I  said  I  thought  many  of  them  must  surely 
have  too  much  right  feeling  to  do  that ;  but  she 
seemed  incredulous,  and  I  didn't  like  to  say  any 


more." 


''  Did  you  tell  your  brother  Lambert  all  this  P" 

"  Yes ;  but  he  only  said,  *  Poor  little  girl !'  How 
Lewis  would  laugh  at  such  fine  ladyism,  wouldn't 
he  ?    It  is  just  what  he  most  despises." 

'^  Yes,  indeed.  I  was  going  to  say  Miss  Wea- 
therhead  was  not  worthy  to  be  a  clergyman's 
daughter  if  she  had  such  absurd  notions ;  but  per- 
haps we  ought  to  imitate  your  brother's  charity, 
and  only  say,  *  Poor  little  girl !' " 

''  But  sometimes  one  enjoys  hearing  a  little  bit 
of  hearW  indignation." 

"  Such  as  ]mr.  Qrantham  prefaces  with, '  Now  I 
am  going  to  be  particularly  uncharitable,'  yes,  it 
is  great  nin,  especially  as  he  is  reaUy  in  a  p^ectly 
good  humour  all  the  time.  But  I  think  1  like  his 
bits  of  hearty  admiration  best,  particularly" — and 
there  she  stopped. 

G^yneth  looked  at  her,  and,  much  to  her  surprisey 
the  Kose  grew  rosier  beneath  her  gaze.  She  soon 
recovered  herself  and  went  on  talking ;  but  the 
subject  of  Mr.  Grantham's  peculiarities  was  not 
renewed. 


CHAPTEE  Xn, 


**  'Tifl  summer,  joyous  summer-time ! 

In  noisj  towns  no  more  abide  $ 
The  earth  is  full  of  radiant  things, 
Ofgleaming  flowers  and  glancing  wings, 

Beauty  and  joy  on  eyery  side. 
When  noon  is  in  the  flammg  sky, 

Seek  we  some  shadowy,  suent  wood, 
Becline  upon  a  mossy  ImoU ; 
Gast  care  aside,  and  yield  the  soul 

To  that  luxurious  quietude." 

MAST  HOWITT. 

[HE  2nd  of  August  was  Qynetli*s  birth- 
day,  and  Mrs.  Deslion  was  determined 
that  it  should  be  quite  a  gala  day, 
though  as  Colonel  Deshon  had  accepted 
for  her  and  himself  an  invitation  to  dine  with  the 
Qt)vemor  of  Harbourmouth  that  very  evening,  she 
could  not  take  part  in  the  home  festivities.  Se- 
veral plans  of  amusement  were  proposed,  but  at 
last  it  was  agreed  that  Gyneth  and  ner  brothers, 
together  with  Eose  and  Panny,  should  go  in  a  boat 
across  the  harbour  to  a  little  village,  in  the  church 
of  which  were  several  very  curious  old  brasses; 
that  they  should  have  a  picnic  dinner  and  tea  in  a 
wood  adjoining  the  village ;  and  should  row  back 
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again  in  the  cool  of  the  evening,  arriving  at  home 
in  time  for  supper. 

The  morning  rose  gloriously  fine,  and  the  wave- 
lets danced  in  golden  sheen  around  the  boat  that 
conveyed  the  merry  party  to  their  destination.  A 
fresh  buoyant  wind  came  fipom  seaward,  leaving  a 
transitory  bloom  on  Gryneth's  cheek,  and  making 
her  look  for  the  time  being  as  bright  and  healthful 
a  young  damsel  as  any  one  could  wish  to  see.  She 
sat  leaning  over  the  side  of  the  boat,  one  little 
hand  dipping  in  the  water,  for  the  childish  plea- 
sure of  feeling  the  waves  rush  against  it,  while  the 
other  was  taken  possession  of  by  Edgar,  who  was 
seated  between  her  and  Lambert.  On  one  of  her 
fingers  was  a  ring,  a  birthday  gifb  from  her  father 
and  mother,  and  by  no  means  the  only  present 
which  she  had  received  that  morning, — ior  the  ar- 
rival of  a  beautifully  iUuBtrated  edition  of  Tenny- 
son's poems  had  testified  to  Mr.  Grantham's 
remembrance  of  his  little  cousin's  tastes,  and  from 
the  grandmamma  had  come  not  one  but  many 
gifbs :  books,  and  things  of  various  sorts,  chosen 
with  loving  care,  as  likely  to  be  useful  to  her  child. 
The  letters  which  had  accompanied  these  were 
safe  in  Gyneth's  pocket  at  that  moment,  too  plea- 
sant to  be  parted  with,  though  Lewis's  was  only  a 
hurried  scrawl  which  ran  thus : — 

"Dbab  Q-tbteth, — I  really  have  not  time  to- 
write  a  respectable  letter,  but  lest  my  Httle  philo> 
sopher  should  imagine  that  I  have  forgotten  her 
birthday  I  must  dash  off  a  few  lines.  I  do  not 
know  whether  granny  gives  reUable  reports  of  her- 
self, but  at  any  rate  you  wiU  be  glad  to  hear  that 
I  thought  her  looking  well  when  I  was  with  her 
last  Sunday.  Since  you  left  her,  however,  she  has 
taken  up  an  affectation  of  age  which  is  painfril  to 
my  feebngSy  and  has  invested  in  a  pair  of  spec- 
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tacles,  which  die  by  no  means  requires,  and  a  bon- 
net of  inconceivable  magnitude  which  she  informs 
me  is  '  the  proper  thing  for  an  old  woman  !*  I  ob- 
ject strongly,  but  my  influence  is  nothing  when  it 
has  not  yours  to  support  it.  When  are  you  coming 
back  to  us  ?  Tell  Edgar  my  friend's  Crystal  Palace 
excursion  came  off  with  great  success,  some  weeks 
ago,  and  the  school-children  were  as  fascinated 
with  the  various  monsters  there  as  he  could  have 
been.  I  hear  you  have  transplanted  the  Eose  to 
Harbourmouth  for  a  little  while ;  remember  me  to 
her,  and  give  my  love  to  all  the  family.  I  need 
not  tell  you  that  I  shared  your  disappointment 
about  Lawrence,  we  wiU  hope  for  better  success 
next  time. 

*'  If  Lambert  does  not  write  to  me  soon,  I  shall 
denounce  him  as  an  idle  boy.  How  do  you  mean 
to  spend  your  birthday,  I  wonder  ?  you  will  be 
very  happy,  I  hope,  and  believe,  and  perhaps  may 
feel  less  like  the  lugubrious  Lord  Bonald  at  eighteen 
than  you  did  at  seventeen.  Child,  how  young 
you  are  still ! 

**  Tour  affectionate  cousin, 

"Lewis  F.  &eantham." 

**  Do  you  think,"  said  Ghyneth,  looking  up  with 
a  radiant  smile,  *'  that  papa  would  spare  me  to  go 
home  with  Bose,  and  spend  a  few  days  with  grand- 
mamma, Bertie  P' 

"  Already !"  said  Lambert,  smiling  too,  though 
in  a  different  way. 

**  No,  no,  Qyneth,"  said  Lawrence,  "  assuredly 
no.  What  is  to  become  of  me  if  you  and  Miss 
Bumaby  both  desert  me  at  the  same  time?  I 
shall  expire  of  ennui." 

"Not  at  all,"  laughed  Bose;  "you  will  then 
bestow  all  your  energies  on  mathematics,  recreat- 
ing yourself  occasionally  by  sitting  down  quietly 
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to  meditate,  and  *  evolve'  something  or  other  from 
the  depths  of  your  moral  consciousness,  after  the 
fashion  of  the  Germw  described  in  Friends  in 
Council." 

"  No,  that  will  not  be  possible  to  me.  I  shall 
be  sighing  and  singing,  *  O  komm,  Q-eliebte,  mir 
zuruck,'  with  variations,  deprived  even  of  the  con- 
solation of  my  meerschaum,  which  the  Herr  Papa 
has  so  unmercifully  proscribed." 

"  Poor  fellow,"  said  Ghyneth,  patting  his  head 
caressingly  as  he  leant  towards  her  with  a  would- 
be  piteous  air,  "  you  must  forget  all  your  troubles 
actual  and  possible  for  to-day ;  and  see,  there  is 
the  church  spire  peeping  through  the  trees,  so  we 
shall  soon  be  at  our  destination." 

They  had  but  a  little  way  to  walk  after  they  - 
had  mided,  before  they  reached  the  church,  but 
the  sexton,  who  had  possession  of  the  key,  lived 
further  on,  and  Lambert  volunteered  to  go  and 
fetch  it,  while  the  rest  of  the  party  seated  them- 
selves on  some  felled  trees^  which  were  lying  near 
the  churchyard  gate. 

But  ere  ne  had  gone  a  few  steps  G-yncth  sprang 
after  him. 

"  Bertie,  let  me  go  with  you.  Do  you  like  this  ? 
Are  you  glad  we  came?"  And  she  looked  up  at 
the  grey,  ivy-mantled  church,  and  the  green  l^es 
that  bordered  their  path,  as  if  she  found  it  a  plea- 
sant change  from  the  bare  Harbourmouth  common, 
with  its  modem-looking  buildiugs." 

"  Yes,  I  like  it  very  much ;  I  am  only  afraid  that 
Miss  Bumaby,  and  Lawrence,  and  Fanny,  will 
find  it  dull." 

"  Bose  won't,  I'm  sure ;  she  likes  quiet  plea- 
sures much  better  than  you  imagine.  If  Fanny 
and  Lawrie  are  bored  I  can't  help  it.  I  wanted 
to  do  something  that  you  would  like,  Bertie." 

"  Thank  you,"  he  said  warmly. 
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They  walked  on  a  little  way  without  Bpeakiag, 
then  &yneth  said,  "  I  want  to  consult  you ;  among 
her  other  gifts  dear  grandmamma  has  sent  me  five 
pounds  to  do  as  I  like  with ;  what  would  you  ad- 
vise me  to  do  with  it  ?  or  with  part  of  it  ?** 

"  In  what  way  ?" 

"  Oh !  don't  you  know  ?  I  thought  you  would 
have  guessed ;  1  mean  what  good  can  I  do  with  it  ?" 

He  hesitated  so  before  replying,  that  in  a  spirit 
of  mischief  she  suggested,  "  Suppose  T  give  it  to 
Mrs.  Parry  to  buy  clothes  for  the  Cannibal  Is- 
landers." 

He  looked  at  her  wonderingly,  and  she  hastened 
to  add,  "  No,  that  is  only  nonsense,  of  course.  I 
do  really  want  your  advice,  Bertie." 

"  Mr.  Weatherhead  is  going  to  establish  a  night- 
school,  and  he  wants  money  very  much  for  that,  I 
know.  He  talks  of  commencing  it  on  the  first  of 
October,  if  he  can  get  funds  sufficient, — perhaps 
you  would  like  to  contribute  something  towards 
it  ?  If  not,  and  nothing  special  comes  before  you, 
there  is  always  the  offertory,  and  that  seems  one 
of  the  best  ways  of  giving,  because  it  is  so — " 

"  Unobtrusive,"  finished  Gtjneth,  "  Yes,  I  have 
felt  that,  but  I  thiok  I  should  like  to  give  some- 
thing towards  the  night-school.  Thank  you  for 
teUing  me  of  it." 

"  Oh,  I  had  meant  to  teU  you  in  any  case,  I 
thought  you  would  be  pleased  to  hear  of  it." 

"  I  am,  indeed,  it  is  quite  birthday  news.  What 
a  pity  you  are  going  back  to  Cambridge,  Lambert, 
you  might  have  become  a  teacher." 

"  I  daresay  they  wiU  do  very  well  without  me  ; 
and  besides,  I  am  not  sure  that  papa  and  mamma 
would  have  approved.  They  like  us  to  be  aU  to- 
gether in  the  evening." 

"  Oh !  but  I  am  sure  they  would  have  consented 
if  they  had  found  you  really  wished  it :  I  wish 
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I  were  a  boy,  then  they  would  let  me  do  some- 
thing." 

As  Lambert  did  not  answer  she  looked  up  at 
him,  and  continued,  "  Bertie,  I  see  you  think  me 
one  of  the  '  Mrs.  Pardiggle*  class,  more  anxious  to 

fut  myself  forward,  than  that  good  should  be  done, 
am  so  stupid,  I  always  vibrate  between  feverish 
energy  and  languid  do-nothingness,  and  now  I 
begin  to  feel  thi  do-nothing  fit  comiiig  on,  and  so 
am  clinging  more  desperately  to  the  remains  of  my 
energy." 

**  Can't  you  strike  the  golden  mean  ?"  said  Lam- 
bert, smiling. 

She  shook  her  head.  "  I  wish  I  could,  but  it 
is  hard  to  determine  what  the  golden  mean  is. 
Mamma  thinks  me  too  languid  even  now.  I  can^t 
be  eager  and  interested  about  flounces  and  things 
of  that  sort !" 

"  Is  it  necessary  that  you  should  be  ?'' 

'^  That  is  what  I  want  to  know ;  mamma  has 
been  devising  a  dress  for  me  to  wear  at  our  party, 
it  is  to  be  particularly  charming,  and  I  am  to  be 
excessively  delighted  with  it,  of  course,  but  I  know 
I  shan't  be." 

"  Do  you  think  it  too  gay  ?" 

"  Yes,  for  me ;  I  shall  look  like  the  jay  in  pea- 
cock's plumes ;  and — Lewis  wiU  be  sure  to  laugh 
at  me !" 

"  Why  should  you  think  so  ?  I  dare  say  he  will 
never  notice  it  at  all,"  suggested  Lambert,  con- 
solingly ;  but  it  must  be  confessed  that  Q-yneth 
was  not  so  comforted  by  this  idea  as  she  ought  to 
have  been. 

''  Lewis  is  a  person  who  does  notice  ladies'  dress," 
she  said,  in  a  constrained  tone.  "  Is  this  the  sex- 
ton's cottage  we  are  coming  to?  What  a  pic- 
turesque little  well  that  is  at  the  side." 

The  sexton,  a  small,  sharp  old  man,  a  cobbler  by 
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profeBsion,  accompanied  them  back  to  the  churoh, 
oescantinfi;  on  the  beauty  and  antiquity  of  the 
brasses  which  they  wished  to  see.  "  And  what  I 
tell  my  wife,"  he  garrulously  continued, "  is,  that 
if  the  custom  had  been  kept  up  of  having  these 
brasses  for  monuments,  people's  dress  would  have 
continued  more  sensible-like  than  it  is  at  present. 
Eor  see  what  a  silly  figure  a  lady,  now-a-days, 
would  cut,  with  her  flounces  and  her  cramboline, 
— asking  your  pardon,  miss, — depicted  on  her 
tombstone!" 

"  What  a  pity  mamma  isn't  here,"  whispered 
Gyneth,  much  amused.  "  Think  of  my  finding  an 
advocate  for  my  views  on  dress,  just  at  this  mo- 
ment ;  he  must  have  divined  our  previous  conver- 
sation." 

But  when  they  arrived  at  the  church,  and  she 
was  called  upon  to  admire  a  brass  which  repie- 
sented  a  lady  with  an  immense  half-moon-shaped 
ezcresence,  lastened  on  each  side  of  her  head,  and 
under  which  all  vestige  of  hair  was  carefully  stowed 
away,  she  felt  a  Httle  disposed  to  doubt  the  justice 
of  the  old  sexton's  commendations  of  the  sensible^ 
like  costume  of  medieval  times. 

Lawrence  seemed  rather  inclined  to  make  merry 
with  these  and  other  peculiarities  of  the  quaintly- 
coifiured  dame,  and  her  seven  equally  quaint 
daughters,  whose  hands  for  ever  clasped,  as  if  in 
ceaseless  prayer,awakened  widely  different  thoughts 
in  the  reverent  mind  of  little  Edgar. 

"  Is  that  to  show  how  good  they  were  ?"  he  said, 
pointing  them  out  to  his  eldest  brother,  who  had 
already  begun  to  take  the  impression  of  another 
brass,  representing  a  steel-clad  warrior.  "  Lawrie 
shouldn't  laugh  at  them,  should  he  P" 

"  No !"  ana  Lambert's  blue  eyes  were  lifted  with 
a  look  of  surprise,  too  gentle  for  reproach,  to  Law- 
rence's mocking  fece.     "  Stay  by  me,  Eddie,  and 
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I  will  show  you  how  to  rub  part  of  this  knight's 
armour.  I  can't  trust  you  to  do  the  head,  since 
this  is  your  first  attempt." 

Gyneth  and  Eose  soon  covered  the  lady  and  her 
seven  daughters  with  paper,  and  Lawrence  re- 
treated into  the  churchyard  and  lay  down  on  the 
grass,  requesting  them  to  call  him  when  they  got 
as  far  as  the  half-moons,  as  he  wished  to  see  that 
they  "took  that  highly  important  part  of  the  im- 
pression properly."  He  professed  to  be  going 
to  sleep,  but  looked  so  ennuy^  that  Gyneth 
presently  went  out  to  him,  and  coaxed  him  into 
commencing  a  sketch  of  the  exterior  of  the 
church,  which  he  admitted  to  be  "  passablement 
jolie."  Fanny  sat  down  near  him,  to  study  a 
ponderous  "  History  of  Architecture,"  which  she 
had  insisted  on  bringing  with  her,  and  in  which 
she  soon  became  so  much  engrossed,  that  the  con- 
versation which  Lawrence  at  first  tried  to  keep 
up  with  her,  deteriorated  into  a  sort  of  "  cross 
questions  and  crooked  answers." 

Those  within  the  church  were  almost  absolutely 
silent,  and  extremely  diligent ;  but  afber  a  while 
Gyneth's  hand  became  so  tired  that  she  proposed 
to  rest  for  a  time,  and  afber  going  round  the  church 
together,  examining  whatever  seemed  worthy  of 
remark,  the  two  girls  wandered  out  into  the  church- 
yard, and  sat  down  on  a  stile  a  little  way  off  from 
Lawrence  and  Fanny.  On  the  other  side  of  the 
stile  was  a  field,  where  some  sheep  were  grazing, 
and  the  tinkling  of  the  sheep-bell  pleasantly  filled 
the  pauses  in  the  young  girls'  talk. 

"I  like  those  old  brasses,  don't  you,  Eosie?" 
said  Gyneth,  thoughtfully ;  "  quaint  as  they  are, 
there  is  something  veiy  solemn  and  touching 
in  the  speechless  intercession  of  those  clasped 
hands." 

"  Yes,  and  don't  you  remember  how  fond  you 
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were  of  that  carved  stone  figure  of  a  lady  in  the 
abbey  church  at  Malvem  ?  What  a  pleasant  time 
that  was  that  you  spent  with  us  there !  I  should 
like  to  go  there  again ;  shouldn't  you  ?" 

"  Very  much ;  I  have  got  the  sketch  you  made 
for  me  of  that  kneeling  lady  still ;  stiff  and  un- 
graceful as  her  dress,  especially  the  ruff,  makes 
her  look,  I  have  a  great  affection  for  her." 

"  I  know  you  have,  and  you  wrote  a  story  about 
her,  or  at  least  a  story  suggested  by  her  monu- 
ment ;  and  you  promised  to  show  it  to  me,  and 
never  did,  you  naughty  thing !" 

"  Ah,  I  have  got  it  somewhere,  but  I  don't  know 
whether  I  can  find  it  for  you ;  it  is  about  a  lady 
in  olden  times,  who  had  one  son,  a  very  baa, 
worldly  sort  of  man,  whom  yet  she  loved  very 
much,  and  she  did  all  in  her  power  to  win  him 
over  to  be  good,  and  prayed  for  him  night  and 
day,  but  at  last  when  he  was  absent  she  fell  ill 
and  died.  And  when  she  was  dying  she  com- 
manded her  attendants  to  have  a  stone  figure  of 
her,  kneeling,  and  with  hands  clasped,  placed  on 
her  tomb,  where  her  son  might  see  it,  if  ever  he 
came  there.  So  this  was  done,  and  after  a  time 
her  son  came  from  France,  where  he  had  been 
spending  his  days  among  gay,  irreligious  com- 
panions, and  he  came  down  to  the  place  where  his 
mother  had  lived,  to  settle  some  money  business. 
When  this  was  done,  he  was  going  back  to  France 
again,  but  the  evening  before  he  started  it  oc- 
curred to  him  that  he  should  like  to  see  his  mo- 
ther's monument  for  once,  so  he  got  the  key  of  the 
church  and  went  in.  It  was  a  moonlight  evening, 
but  just  as  he  entered  the  church  a  cloud  obscured 
the  moon,  so  that  at  first  it  was  so  dark  he  could 
scarcely  see  where  the  monument  was ;  but  sud- 
denly the  moon  shone  out  again,  a  great  flood  of 
silver  light  came  down  the  nave,  and  there  was  his 
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mother,  a  white,  still  figure, '  luminouB,  ghost-like, 
death-like,'  with  bended  knees,  and  hands  clasped 
in  prayer,  interceding  for  him  it  seemed,  as  she 
had  80  often  done  in  life.  He  had  expected  onlj 
to  see  a  common  slab  with  name  and  date,  and 
the  unlooked-for  vision  melted  him  into  sudden 
grief  and  awe.  For  the  first  time  for  many  years, 
he  too  knelt  and  prayed,  and  that  prayer  was  the 
beginning  of  a  new  and  better  life." 

"  What  a  pity  it  is  only  a  story,"  said  Eose,  "  it 
sounds  as  if  it  might  hare  been  true.  And  so  the 
sight  of  the  kneeling  stone  lady  at  Malvern  sug- 
gested all  that  to  you.  Why  do  you  never  write 
anything  now,  Gyneth  ?  I  haven't  seen  you  write 
anything  more  than  a  letter  since  I  have  Deen  with 
you." 

"No,  grandmamma  warned  me  against  giving 
myself  up  to  story- writing,  she  said  that  in  my 
home,  among  my  brothers  and  sisters,  I  should 
find  plenty  to  do,  and  that  I  must  not  let  myself 
be  engrossed  by  fictitious  interests  when  I  ought 
to  be  alive  to  all  that  might  be  passLag  around  me. 
So  I  have  obeyed  her  and  not  written  anything, 
but  sometimes  I  feel  a  sort  of  hunger  after  my  old 
pursuits." 

'^  I  daresay,  and  I  don't  think  Mrs.  Deshon  can 
have  meant  you  to  sacrifice  vour  tastes  so  entirely. 
I  should  fancy  it  was  moaeration  and  not  total 
abstinence  that  she  meant  to  recommend.  Have 
you  ever  shown  your  eldest  brother  any  of  your 
stories  ?" 

"  Bertie !  no  indeed,  he  would  think  them  too 
silly  to  be  worth  the  trouble  of  reading." 

"I  should  make  him  read  them,"  said  Eose,vrith 
a  funny  little  nod  of  her  head ;  **  if  I  were  you  I 
should  never  rest  till  I  had  beguiled  him  into 
sharing  my  pursuits  with  me,  and  letting  me  share 
his ;  he  is  too  lonely  and  too  reserved,  Mr.  &rant- 
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ham  Baid  bo  the  other  day,  adding  that  he  hoped 
you  would  draw  him  out." 

'*  I  am  not  sure  that  even.  Lewis  himself  could 
do  that,  I  want  very  much  to  see  them  together, 
Lewis  is  so  excessively  fond  of  Bertie." 

"  Yes,  you  would  have  liked  to  have  heard  Mr. 
G-rantham  and  Mr.  Willis  talking  of  him  one 
evening  at  our  house." 

"  Ah,  that  reminds  me,"  said  &yneth,  **  how  is 
Mr.  Willis?  does  he  still  remind  you  of  Chaucer's 
prioress."  ^ 

Eose  laughed,  "  I  was  veiy  naughty  that  day, 
wasn't  I,  G:yneth  ?  The  poor  man  had.  a  cold  just 
then,  I  believe,  it  was  not  lair  to  judge  so  hastily ; 
Mr.  Grantham  likes  his  voice  and  manner  in  church 
very  much." 

There  was  nothing  in  the  WGrd&,  but  Eose's 
deepening  bloom  and  hurried  manner  again  struck 
Gyneth  with  surprise. 

"  Shall  we  go  back  to  our  work,  Bosie  ?"  she 
said,  and  they  left  the  stile  and  re-entered  the 
church.  At  about  three  o'clock  Lawrence  came 
to  the  door,  and  caUed  G^eth  out,  showed  his 
finished  sketch,  and  declared  himself  to  be  famish- 
ing. 

"  Poor  boy !"  she  exclaimed,  "  is  it  really  so  late  ? 
There  is  a  most  charming  wood  behind  the  sexton's 
cottage ;  we  bad  better  adjourn  at  once,  and  pre» 
pare  oxu*  meal.  I  am  afraid  poor  Eddie  must  be 
v«ry  hungry." 

"  !N'ot  he ;  his  dear  old  coddle  of  a  tutor  in  there 
took  care  he  should  not  be,  he  brought  a  small 
multitude  of  biscuits  in  his  pocket  for  him,  and 
sent  him  out  here  to  eat  them,  while  you  were 
sitting  on  the  stile." 

"  Bertie  thinks  of  everything !"  exclaimed  Qy- 
neth,  admiringly,  "  and  I,  unnatural  sister  that  I 
am,  was  fw  letting  you  all  starve !    Let  us  make 
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haste  with  our  preparations  now.     Where  are  the 
baskets  ?" 

"  Under  that  tree  there,  and  I  hope,  Q-yneth, 
that  they  contain  something  really  appitisMant ;  as 
for  Fanny,  she  is  going  to  make  her  dinner  off 
string-course  moulcungs,  and  dog-tooth  ornaments, 
for  that  great  architectiiral  book  was  all  she  chose 
to  carry." 

"  She  counts  on  sharing  with  me,"  said  Gyneth, 
taking  up  a  basket  of  very  promising  size  and 
weight ;  and  summoning  Eose  and  her  brothers  to 
join  her,  she  set  off  for  the  wood. 

Bose  entered  warmly  into  the  fun  of  laying  out 
the  sylvan  repast,  and  flitted  about  like  a  veritable 
wood-sprite,  ably  assisted  by  all  but  Lawrence, 
who  decHned  to  bestir  himself  tOl  the  viands  bad 
been  unpacked,  when  with  the  laughing  quotation, 
"  *  So  when  everything  was  ready,  down  came  the 
Trolls,  some  had  long  noses,  and  some  had  short, 
and  some  had  no  noses  at  all,  and  they  ate,  and 
they  drank,  and  they  tasted  everything,'  "  he  took 
his  seat  beside  the  mossy  table,  and  proceeded  to 
help  himself  and  everybody  else  to  the  good  things 
which  Mrs.  Deshon's  care  had  provided  for  them. 

Qyneth  jestingly  regretted  that  she  had  no 
"  sauer  kraut "  to  offer  him,  and  a  little  good- 
natured  teasing  followed  on  his  avowal  that  he 
had  made  his  mother  promise  to  provide  an  '*  ome- 
lette aux  herbes  fines  "  for  his  supper,  but  he  con« 
descended  to  pronounce  the  pic-nic  fare  very  good, 
and  declared  ne  should  make  a  note  of  the  won- 
derful fact  that  nothing  had  been  forgotten,  not 
even  the  salt ! 

Edgar  was  enraptured  by  the  sight  of  a  little 
shy  squirrel,  who  peeped  at  them  for  some  time 
through  the  branches  of  an  overhanging  tree,  and 
then,  alarmed  at  being  noticed,  darted  off  oh,  so 
swiftly,  so  friskily,  and  ensconced  himself  in  the 
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furthest  recesses  of  the  wood ;  and  GTyneth  found 
an  inexpressible  pleasure  in  watching  the  sunlight 
flicker  through  the  green  leaves  overhead,  and  in 
listening  to  the  soft  low  rustle  of  the  summer 
breeze,  as  it  stirred  the  heavy  foHage  of  the  elms, 
and  wooed  into  tremulous  motion  the  delicate 
fironds  of  the  ferns. 

Eose  insisted  on  decorating  her  friend's  hat  with 
fern-leaves  and  different  kinds  of  feathery  grasses, 
and  the  girls  and  Lawrence  spent  the  rest  of  the 
afternoon  in  rambling  through  the  wood,  while 
Lambert  and  Edgar  went  back  to  the  brasses. 

A  sort  of  primitive  tea  was  supplied  by  the  sex- 
ton's wife  at  about  seven  o'clock,  and  after  this 
the  little  party  set  off  on  their  journey  home. 

It  was  moonlight,  not  sunlight,  which  glistened 
on  the  waters  now,  and  the  waves  were  silvery, 
and  the  shores  looked  dim  and  distant,  and  the 
bright,  still  heavens  seemed  near.  Q-yneth  had 
Eose  next  to  her  now,  and  sure  of  her  sympathy, 
ventured  to  quote  those  beautiful  lines  from  the 
"  Baptistery," 

"  The  heavens  do  in  thy  bosom  sleep. 
In  their  immensity, 
With  hosts  that  range  th'  ethereal  deep. 

Dark  bosom'd,  glorious  sea ! 
And  there  the  moon  in  deeps  of  light 
Doth  make  herself  a  glorious  place, 
While,  through  the  mantle  of  the  night, 
Glass'd  in  thy  watery  world  the  heavens  behold  their  ie^ce** 

She  said  no  more  aloud,  but  thought  over  in  her 
mind  the  whole  noble  poem,  echoing  with  full 
heart  the  last  verse, 

**  Types  of  Baptismal  blessings  ever  winding, 
xe  my  sad  weary  ways  at  every  turn  are  nnding, 
With  soimds  as  of  celestial  dew, 
On  streams  that  come  to  view, 
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Bear  me^  great  flowing  fountaiiu,  bear  me  stfll 

Upon  your  heaying  bieast ; 
Bear  me  yet  onward  to  th'  eternal  Viillj, 

Where  I  at  length  may  rest  V* 

The  craving  for  rest,  tlie  weairmeBB  of  life  and 
life's  work,  of  which  she  had  spoken  to  Lewis,  still 
at  times  possessed  her,  though  at  other  times  a 
fresh,  healthfiil  fount  of  hope  and  gladness  welled 
up  within  her.  She  combated  these  fits  of  faint- 
heartedness manfdlly,  praying  for  strength  and 
patience,  owning  herseli  not  as  yet  meet  for  that 
rest  which  it  n^ds  the  wings  of  a  dore  to  attain 
to.  "  By  two  wings,"  says  the  author  of  the  "  Imi- 
tation," "  a  man  is  lifted  up  from  things  earthly ; 
namely,  by  simplicity  and  purity :"  and  when  those 
wings  are  ours  we  may  "  flee  away,"  but  not  before. 


CHAPTER  Xin. 


"  Take  thy  banner !  may  it  wave 
Proudly  o*er  the  good  and  brare." 

LOKaFBLLOW. 

'S  Lady  Eynesford  wished  to  present  the 
colours  to  her  son's  regiment  in  per- 
son, it  was  necessary  that  she  should 
come  to  Harbourmouth,  and  the  De- 
shons  accordingly  invited  her  to  take  up  her 
quarters  at  theu*  house  for  a  day  or  two.  Lady 
Grace  had  gone  to  the  Highlands  with  her  brother 
Lord  Eynesford  and  her  married  sister;  so  the 
countess  arriyed  at  Harbourmouth  with  no  other 
companions  than  her  maid,  and  her  pet  dog,  which 
strange  to  say,  was  not  a  black  silky  spaniel,  nor 
a  fat  white  poodle,  but  an  immense  bloodhound, 
very  handsome  and  very  stately,  but  so  fierce  of 
aspect  as  to  be  the  terror  of  noor  little  Edgar's 
me  so  long  as  it  remained  in  the  house.  It  had 
belonged  to  the  late  lord,  and  since  his  death  his 
widow  had  taken  it  into  peculiar  favour,  so  much 
BO  that  Anthony  jealously  observed,  "Emperor" 
had  usurped  the  privileges  of  the  youngest  son. 

But  Lady  Eynesford  by  no  means  limited  her 
affections  to  her  dog,  she  was  passionately  fond  of 
her  children,  and  so  large-hearted  in  her  sympa- 
thies and  interests  that  Anthony  declared  he  could 

IS 
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never  come  near  her  without  being  obliged  to  hear 
a  pitiful  story  of  some  "  Polish  beggar  or  runaway 
nigger,"  whom  she  had  taken  under  her  protection. 
Laugh  as  he  might  about  it  however,  he  lent  a 
more  duteous  ear  to  such  tales  than  either  his 
brother  or  sisters,  and  for  this  and  other  reasons 
had  become  an  especial  favourite  with  his  mother, 
so  that  it  was  at  the  cost  of  some  self-sacriiice  that 
she  had  allowed  him  to  enter  the  army.  Not  even 
to  keep  him  near  her  though,  would  she  consent 
to  his  entering  the  guards ;  if  he  were  to  be  a  sol- 
dier at  all,  he  should  be  a  real  hardworking  one, 
join  a  "  marching  regiment,"  and  take  his  chance 
of  bad  climates  and  bad  quarters  with  the  rest. 
There  were  other  "  bad  "  things  however  to  which 
she  could  not  so  easily  reconcile  herself  to  expos- 
ing him,  and  it  had  been  an  immense  relief  to  her 
to  consign  him  to  Colonel  Deshon's  guardianship, 
and  to  receive  from  Mrs.  Deshon  a  promise  that 
she  would  watch  over  him  *'  as  if  he  were  a  son  of 
her  own." 

She  knew  from  Anthony's  report  that  this  pro- 
mise had  been  well  kept,  but  still  she  was  glad  of 
an  opportunity  to  see  with  her  own  eyes  how  her 
darling  was  treated,  and  it  was  in  the  best  of  spirits 
and  humours  that  she  arrived  at  Harbourmouth, 
and  took  up  her  temporary  abode  in  her  cousin's 
house.  She  nad  a  tall  fine  figure,  and  her  strongly- 
marked  and  rather  plain  features  were  sofrened  m 
effect  by  the  silvery- whiteness  of  her  hair  which 
she  disdained  to  conceal  by  any  artificial  means, 
her  forehead  was  as  high  as  her  son's  was  low, 
and  her  dark,  bright,  wonderftdly-intelligent  eyes 
seemed  to  bespeak  so  much  mental  power  that 
G-yneth  decided  immediately  Anthony's  slender 
intellect  must  have  been  derived  from  his  father, 
contrary  to  the  usual  rule  of  sons  inheriting  their 
mothers'  qualities. 
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G-yneth  had  not  much  expected  to  like  Lady 
Eynesford,  but  ere  she  had  been  one  whole  even* 
ing  in  her  company  she  owned  to  Bose  that  she 
did  like  her  heartily.  It  was  a  great  point  in  her 
favour  that  she  had  professed  indifference  to  light 

Eopular  music,  and  requested  Ghyneth  to  play  to 
er  *•  something  of  Beethoven's ;"  moreover  she 
had  once  had  Mendelssohn  to  stay  in  her  house, 
and  spoke  with  rapture  of  his  compositions,  and 
though  she  declared  he  was  "  caricatured  "  in  the 
"  Seraphael "  of  (Jyneth's  favourite  "  Charles  Au- 
Chester,"  she  owned  to  having  read  the  book  with 
interest,  and  did  not  think  G^yneth  silly  for  ad- 
miring it.  She  on  her  part  wa«  amused  and 
pleased  by  her  little  cousin's  musical  enthusiasm, 
though  rather  astonished  at  finding  how  decided 
were  the  tastes  and  opinions  of  this  maiden  of 
eighteen.  "  Grace  is  three  years  older,  but  she 
has  not  half  so  many  *  id^  fixes,'  "  she  observed 
confidentially  to  Mrs.  Deshon. 

The  mother  smiled  as  she  answered,  "  Gyneth  is 
such  a  quaint  old-fashioned  little  thing  in  some  of 
her  ways  and  words,  that  she  often  surprises  me, 
but  I  assure  you  she  is  not  one  of  those  tiresome 
people  who  insist  upon  having  ideas  upon  every' 
thing.  The  very  name  of  music  makes  her  elo« 
quent,  but  on  many  subjects  she  is  absolutely 
mute." 

''  Ah  that  is  a  comfort ;  it  is  a  great  pity  when 
girls  get  a  habit  of  laying  down  the  kw  about 
everything  like  my  son-in-law's  sisters,  who  have 
opinions  on  every  possible  subject,  from  the  Ne- 
bula hypothesis,  aown  to  the  costume  of  a  charity 
child.  They  have  been  staying  a  month  with  me 
in  the  country,  and  they  seemed  to  me  to  pass 
their  lives  in  contradicting  and  suggesting :  they 
wanted  me  to  alter  the  dress  of  my  *  Blue  School,' 
as  I  call  it,  and  reconmiended  a  new  set  of  chants 
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for  use  in  our  village  Church ;  every  day  they  had 
some  fresh  suggestion  to  make,  and  my  only  com- 
fort was  in  reflecting  that  they  were  not  my 
daughters." 

Mrs.  Deshon's  thoughts  flew  back  to  the  last 
time  she  had  seen  Lady  Qrace,  whom  she  remem- 
bered as  a  cold,  handsome,  inanimate  girl,  vouch- 
saflng  no  sign  of  interest  in  anything,  never  taking 
the  trouble  to  contradict,  or  expressing  more  than 
a  languid  acquiescence ;  and  perhaps  she  thought 
that  even  the  tormentingly  opinionated  young 
ladies  whom  the  countess  described,  woidd  be  pre- 
ferable as  daughters  to  any  one  so  icily  indiflerent. 
But  she  quite  understood  Lady  Eynesford*s  com- 

Slaint,  for  she  knew  that  like  many  other  clever 
ecided  people,  the  old  lady  was  a  little  arbitrary, 
and  could  much  better  tolerate  indiflerence  than 
opposition.  Very  unlike  in  this  to  Mrs.  Deshon 
herself,  who  could  "  agree  to  differ  "  with  the  best 
grace  in  the  world,  and  was  rather  amused  than 
disconcerted  when  her  views  met  with  opposition 
even  from  her  own  children. 

Lewis  Gl^rantham  was  written  to,  and  promised 
to  come  down  early  enough  to  see  the  colours  pre- 
sented, and  remain  till  the  next  day  that  he  might 
assist  at  Mrs.  Deshon's  party.  He  had  not  ar- 
rived however,  half  an  hour  before  the  ceremony 
was  to  take  place,  and  fearing  he  would  be  late, 
Mrs.  Deshon,  who  had  an  errand  in  Harbourmouth, 
drove  to  meet  him  at  the  station,  and  brought  him 
home  with  her. 

G-yneth  was  standing  near  the  open  window  of 
the  drawing-room,  talking  to  Lady  !EWnesford, 
when  her  mother  and  cousin  came  up  the  steps, 
and  in  the  momentaiy  pause  which  ensued  before 
the  hall  door  was  opened,  she  heard  her  mother 
say,  "  I  hope  she  may  remain  fancy-free  for  some 
time  to  come,  she  is  too  young  to  know  her  own 
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mind  yet,"  to  wiuch  Lewis  answered  "  yes,"  in  a 
tone  of  graye  acquiescence. 

He  was  looking  a  little  worried  when  he  entered, 
but  the  good-tempered  mouth  relaxed  into  a  smile 
directly  he  spoke,  and  he  greeted  £ose,  who  was 
standing  nearest  the  door,  with  evident  warmth 
and  pleasure.  To  G-yneth  who  knew  every  shade 
of  hiB  manner,  hie  greeting  to  herself  seemeS  colder 
and  more  formal  than  usual ;  had  she  done  any- 
thing to  vex  him,  she  wondered,  could  he  possibly 
be  annoyed  with  his  little  plulosopher  ? 

There  was  no  time  for  cogitations  on  this,  or  any 
other  matter,  for  Colonel  Deshon  sent  an  orderly 
at  this  moment  to  tell  them  that  all  was  in  readi- 
ness, and  the  whole  party  proceeded  to  the  scene 
of  action.  A  velvet-covered  dais  had  been  pre- 
pared on  the  middle  of  the  common,  and  around 
It  the  troops  were  drawn  up  in  review  order ;  be- 
yond stretched  the  long  extent  of  beach  and  the 
blue  waters  of  the  harbour,  specked  here  and 
there  by  the  white  sails  of  a  ship.  The  old  flags 
that  had  seen  so  many  battles,  were  borne  honour- 
ably aloft  for  the  last  time ;  tattered  fragments  as 
they  were,  they  symbolised  England's  victorious 
arms,  and  were  worthy  of  this  farewell  reverence. 
The  band  could  not  do  less  than  bid  adieu  to  them 
musically,  with  the  tune  of  "  Auld  lang  syne." 

Then  the  new  flags  were  brought  forward,  and 
laid  on  the  drums  in  front  of  the  dais,  escorted  by 
a  small  party  of  colour  sergeants,  and  followed  by 
Lady  Eynesford,  Mrs.  Deshon,  and  a  number  of 
friends  and  acquaintances.  After  a  prayer  of  con- 
secration had  been  said  by  the  chaplain,  the 
countess  took  the  colours,  and  presented  them 
to  Colonel  Deshon  on  behalf  of  the  regiment, 
with  a  few  appropriate  words,  Very  stately  she 
looked,  very  clear  and  firm  were  the  tones  of  her 
voice,  very  ardent  the  fire  of  her  still  brilliant 
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eyes ;  lier  father  had  fallen  at  Waterloo, — ^her  only 
brother  had  brought  away  honourable  wounds  from 
the  campaign  in  the  Punjaub, — she  had  made  her 
Bon  a  soldier, — no  wonder  then  that  she  had  her 
share  of  military  enthusiasm. 

Gyneth  listened  with  intent  admiration  to  every 
word  of  her  father's  reply;  how  dignified  he 
looked !  how  calm  and  handsome !  his  scarlet  uni- 
form  making  him  appear  quite  enough  a  soldier, 
while  he  was  even  more  evidently  a  gentleman, 
noble,  and  gentle,  and  knightly-minded,  as  every 
true  gentleman  should  be.  Another  moment,  and 
he  had  passed  on  the  colours  to  two  ensigns,  who 
knelt  to  receive  them,  and  then  lifted  them 
proudly,  rising  to  their  feet  at  the  same  instant. 
Everyone  looked  at  them  as  they  were  carried 
past,  admired  them  as  a  matter  of  course,  and 
pitied  the  youthful  ensigns  who  had  to  support 
their  weight.  Little  Katie  clapped  her  hands  at 
the  gorgeous  beauty  of  these  ^  bran-new  "  silken 
banners,  Fanny  was  audibly  quoting  Longfellow, 
Gyneth's  eyes  followed  the  old  flags  regret^ly. 

''I  can't  nelp  feeling  that  old  Mends  are  best," 
she  said  in  a  low  voice. 

"  Always  ?"  inquired  Lewis  smiling,  "  even  when 
the  old  finends  are  worn  out,  and  flEuied,  and  almost 
useless  ?" 

''Yes,  even  then,"  she  answered. 

''  What  a  staunch  little  lady  it  is !"  he  exclaimed 
half  mockingly,  "  do  you  hold  the  same  opinion, 
MissBumaby?" 

^  I  think  all  friends  are  good,"  said  Bose,  with 
one  of  those  pretty  looks  that  help  out  nothing* 
particular  speeches  so  wonderfully,  and  a  little 
Dadinage  ensued  between  her  and  Mr.  Grantham, 
to  which  Gyneth  listened  amused,  without  taking 
part  in  it. 

Gyneth  had  expected  to  find  the  dSfeuner  which 
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followed  very  dull,  and  was  rather  relieved  when 
she  found  herself  placed  between  her  cousin  Lewis 
and  Captain  Boss,  with  goodnatured  Mr.  Arm- 
strong opposite.  The  latter  gentleman  was  "  very 
kind,"  Gyneth  thought ;  "  quite  devoted  "  Captain 
£o8s  told  his  wife  afterwards ;  "  detestably  offi- 
cious "  Lewis  grumbled  to  himself. 

Mr.  Parry  was  there  with  a  shade  of  additional 
solemnity  on  his  boyish  face,  and  muttered  some- 
tlyng  about  "  all  being  vanity,"  in  answer  to  Q-y- 
neth's  comment  on  everything  having  parsed  off 
so  well.  His  wife,  on  the  contraryThad  a  most 
smiling  countenance,  and  was  victimizing  Lambert 
by  an  account  of  Mr.  Spurgeon*s  sayings  and 
doings,  interspersed  with  little  insinuations  against 
"  Eomish  tendencies,"  and  delivered  with  the  in- 
dispensable giggles  which  Gyneth  thought  so  ag- 
gravating. Lewis  and  she  kept  a  rather  mischiev- 
ous watch  on  poor  Bertie's  patient  face,  and  Mr. 
Granthan^'s  eyebrows  became  at  length  so  expres- 
sive, that  a  demurely  roguish  look  was  telegraphed 
back  £rom  under  Lambert's  eyelashes,  succeeded 
however  by  a  blush  and  renewed  attention  to  Mrs. 
Par^  hj  way  of  penance. 

"  Bertie,  I  have  in  my  eye  a  sixpenny  '  Life  of 
Spurgeon,'  which  I  shall  have  great  pleasure  in 
obtaining  for  you,  since  you  are  so  much  interested 
in  the  subject,"  said  Lewis  maliciously,  when  all 
the  speeches  had  been  made,  the  champagne  and 
good  things  in  general  discussed,  and  the  company 
rose  from  table. 

'^  Have  you  made  an  engagement  to  go  to  hear 
him  this  evening,  instead  of  joining  the  'light 
fantastic  P'  "  inquired  Captain  Boss.  '*  I  am 'told 
he  is  now  at  Harbourmouth." 

"  I  have  a  prior  engagement,"  replied  Lambert 
smiling,  and  offering  his  arm  to  Bose,  "Miss 
Bumaby  has  promised  me  the  first  set  of  Lancers." 
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Mr.  ArmBtrong  took  this  opportunity  of  requeet- 
ing  the  same  favour  from  Q-yneth,  a  request  which 
she  accepted  as  a  matter  of  course,  though  it  was 
the  occasion  of  a  lugubrious  shake  of  the  head 
from  Mr.  Parry,  who  had  drawn  near  in  time  td 
hear  the  last  words,  and  favoured  her  with  the 
sotto  voce  remark,  "I  should  not  have  thought, 
Miss  Deshon,  that  your  mind  could  be  satisfied 
with  such  frivolities." 

Her  bright  look  of  amusement  was  not  the  only 
answer  he  received;  Mrs.  Deshon's  quick  ears 
caught  the  remark,  as  she  passed  by  on  the  arm  of 
the  Q-ovemor  of  Harbourmouth,  and  she  turned 
back  to  say  playfully,  "  A  reproof  and  a  compli- 
ment so  disguised  in  one  another  as  to  make  both 
palatable !  Mr.  Parry,  you  are  positively  becoming 
quite  Jesuitical !" 

His  look  of  innocent  surprise  and  horror  was 
curious  to  behold,  he  drew  back  and  let  the  party 
pass  on,  without  attempting  any  reply,  for  strange 
to  say,  he  was  rather  afraid  of  Mrs.  Deshon,  whom 
most  people  thought  so  goodnatured.  Lambert 
had  pity  on  his  discomfited  face,  and  turned  back 
as  soon  as  he  had  handed  Eose  into  the  carriage, 
which  was  waiting  at  the  door.  "  Parry,  I  have 
been  thinking  that  perhaps  my  cousin  can  tell  you 
what  you  want  to  know  about  the  *  shoeblack  bri- 
gade ;'  he  got  a  boy  into  it  once,  a  poor  miserable 
Httle  fellow  whom  he  met  with  in  the  streets.  K 
you  can  wait  one  minute  I'll  introduce  him  to  you ; 
1  see  Major  Willis  is  taking  care  of  Mrs.  Parry." 

Mr.  Parry's  solemn  face  brightened  a  little,  as 
it  always  did  when  any  charitable  work  was  in 
prospect,  and  it  was  an  agreeable  surprise  to  find 
that  Mr.  G^rantham,  whom  he  had  (very  ground- 
lessly)  set  down  as  "  worldly,"  was  ^uite  learned 
on  the  subject  of  the  picturesque  little  London 
shoeblacks,  and  quite  ready  to  be  interested  in 
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the  scheme  for  getting  up  a  similar  corps  in  Har- 
bonrmouth. 

*'  It  might  rescue  some  poor  lads  from  a  life  of 
wretchedness  and  crime,"  said  poor  good  Mr. 
Pamr  with  a  deep  sigh. 

"  What  does  flie  rector  think  of  it  ?"  inquired 
Mr.  Ghrantham,  and  Lambert's  eyes  thanked  him 
as  he  replied,  "  I  don't  think  the  scheme  has  been 
submitted  to  him  yet,  for  it  has  been  hitherto  only 
an  imdeyeloped  idea,  but  of  course  he  must  be 
consulted  b^ore  any  actual  steps  are  taken." 

"  I  suppose  so,"  said  Mr.  Parry  resignedly,  "  I 
only  hope  we  shan't  have  to  endure  any  bigoted 
opposition  from  him." 

Lambert  looked  pained,  but  said  nothing ;  Mr. 
Grantham  observed  with  a  smile,  ''  So  far  as  my 
experience  of  clergymen  goes,  I  should  say  that 
they  are  very  glad  when  tney  can  get  any  layman 
to  work  with  them  for  the  good  of  their  parish ; 
those  who  ignore  them,  and  set  up  independent 
charities,  take  the  very  way  to  create  the  opposi- 
tion they  condemn." 

"  I  shouldn't  mind  if  the  rector  was  a  safe  per- 
son," began  Mr.  Parry. 

"He  doesn't  bite,  does  he?"  inquired  Mr. 
Grantham  of  Lambert;,  in  a  sort  of  aside. 

"But  you  see,"  continued  the  young  officer 
lugubriously,  "  he's  taken  up  with  all  these  new- 
fangled notions ;  I  shouldn't  be  in  the  least  sur- 
prised if  he  insisted  on  all  the  boys  learning  the 
Church  Catechism !" 

Lewis  laughed,  he  couldn't  help  it.  "  I  always 
imagined  the  Church  Catechism  dated  from  the 
sixteenth  century,"  he  said,  "  possibly  I  may  have 
been  under  a  delusion,  but  at  any  rate  I  should 
think  it  rather  a  matter  of  congratulation,  if  all 
the  little  shoeblacks  knew  their  'duty  to  their 
neighbour'  by  heart." 
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"  Tes,  of  course,"  Baid  Mr.  Parry,  with  a  very 
wise  air,  "  but  knowledge  is  not  faitn." 

There  was  no  answer  to  be  made  to  such  a  tru- 
ism, and  Lewis  bethought  him  of  an  engagement 
to  ride  with  Colonel  Deshon. 

"  Good-bye,  Parry,"  said  Lambert, "  I  shall  hear  - 

from  you,  shall  I  not?  if  Mr.  "Weatherhead  ap- 
proves your  scheme.  I  am  quite  sure  you  will  not 
find  him  '  bigoted.'  " 

"  Ah,  we  shall  see,"  was  the  reply ;  "  good-bye, 
my  dear  fellow,  I  ought  I  suppose  to  hope  that 
you  may  enjoy  your  dissipation  this  evening,  but 
I  can't  conscientiously  do  so." 

"  It  isn't  expected  of  you,'*  said  Lambert  with  a 
smile,  and  the  two  cousins  hurried  away. 

"  What  a  funny  spedmen  of  goodness  and  silli- 
ness !"  exclaimed  Lewis,  *'  I  should  think  consci- 
entiousness and  self-esteem  were  his  most  promi- 
nent organs,  with  a  striking  deficiency  in  veneration 
and  ideality.  I  was  rather  hoping  to  see  a  pitched 
battle  between  you  and  him,  Bertie,  on  the  subject 
of  your  rector  and  *  bigotry'  in  general." 

"  CombativenesB  is  not  one  of  my  *  organs,' " 
said  Bertie, "  Q-yneth  is  often  vexed  at  my  want  of 
pluck." 

"  Gyneth !  does  that  gentle  little  thing  pretend 
to  like  strife?  I  know  she  is  a  famous  little 
champion  when  once  she  enters  the  lists,  but  I 
thought  she  could  with  difficulty  be  provoked  into 
doiQg  so." 

'^  She  doesn't  like  quarrels  at  aU,  but  I  think 
she  likes  friendly  argument.  How  clever  she  is, 
Lewis  !  she  far  outstrips  the  rest  of  us,  even  Law- 
rence is  not  half  so  talented." 

"  Ah  you  have  found  that  out,"  said  Mr.  Gfran- 
tham  delightedly.  "  I  thought  you  would  appre> 
ciate  her,  Bertie,  and  I  suppose  you  are  immense 
friends." 
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"  I  don't  know,"  hesitated  Lambert,  "  I  daresay 
she  finds  me  stupid.  Of  course  she  is  a  good  deal 
occupied  with  mamma  and  the  children,  and  at 
other  times  Lawrence  claims  her ;  it  is  not  only  I 
who  appreciate  her." 

"  But,  you  foolish  boy,"  began  Mr.  Grantham, 
in  a  tone  of  remonstrance,  which  was  suddenly  ex* 
changed  for  one  of  pleasure  as  he  added,  '^  I  must 
finish  my  lecture  another  time,  for  there  is  the 
little  Eose  ready  mounted,  so  I  suppose  your  fa- 
ther must  be  ready  too ;  if  you  will  excuse  me, 
Bertie,  I  wiU  hurry  on  to  join  them." 

He  dashed  open  the  garden  gate  and  hurried  up 
the  gravelled  sweep  leading  to  the  house,  at  a  pace 
which  the  younger  cousin  could  not  emulate :  he 
had  a  motive  for  this  haste. 

Colonel  Deshon  had  ridden  round  to  the  library 
window  to  nve  some  fareweU  charge  to  his  wife, 
and  Bose,  who  was  riding  a  horse  of  Anthony's, 
was  for  the  moment  quite  alone.  • 

"The  very  opportunity  I  have  been  waiting 
for,"  said  Mr.  Ghrantham,  as  he  joined  her ;  "  here 
is  your  ring,  I  hope  it  will  fit  now."  He  held  out 
a  ring-case  to  her  as  he  spoke,  and  she  drew  from 
it  a  small  hoop  of  rubies  and  pearls,  which,  ptdling 
ofP  her  glove,  she  slipped  on  to  the  third  finger  of 
her  left  nand. 

"  Oh,  it  fits  beautifully  now,"  she  said,  "  thank 
you  so  much  for  bringing  it,  I  have  not  felt  com- 
fortable without  it,  though  I  have  been  wearing 
one  or  two  other  rings  on  that  finger  to  Gyneth's 
great  astonishment.     I  wish  I  might  tell  her." 

"  All,  you  have  not  leave,  you  must  be  patient  a 
little  longer." 

Something  else  he  said,  which  she  leant  down- 
wards to  hear,  somewhat  to  the  astonishment  of 
G-yneth,  who  came  to  the  haU  door  at  that  moment 
ready  equipped  for  a  drive,  which  she  was  going  to 
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take  with  Lady  Eynesford.  Her  surprised  glance 
took  in  in  one  moment  the  pretty  graceM  figure 
bending  from  the  saddle,  the  little  picturesque 
head,  with  its  bright  hair  crowned  by  the  coquet- 
tish hat  and  feather,  the  fair,  sweet,  smiling  face 
with  its  deepened  bloom  ;  and  then  that  other  fyuce 
upturned  to  it,  so  refined,  and  intelligent,  and 
manly,  with  those  bright,  keen,  unfathomable  eyes, 
and  that  half-sarcastic  half-pleasant  smile  about 
the  finely  chiselled  mouth.  What  could  those  two 
have  to  say  to  one  another  that  required  so  confi- 
dential a  tone  and  attitude  ? 

Her  first  impulse  was  to  draw  back,  but  Mr. 
Grantham  saw  her  and  stopped  her.  "  G-yneth, 
can  you  teU  me  where  I  can  find  the  steed  I  was 
promised  ?  and  is  your  father  ready  P  Lambert 
entrapped  me  into  a  discussion  on  shoeblacks  with 
Mr.  Parry,  and  nearly  made  me  forget  my  ap- 
pointment.*' 

''Your  horse  is  all  ready  in  the  stable,  papa 
thought  you  were  not  coming,  and  was  just  going 
to  start  without  you.  Bertie,"  to  Lambert  who 
had  just  come  up,  "  will  you  tell  Dawson  to  send 
round  Timour  P  I  am  afraid  you  will  find  him 
rather  a  restive  creature,  Lewis,  but  papa  says  he 
is  not  really  vicious." 

''  I  hope  not,  for  '  I  like  them  very  tame,'  as  the 
cockney  said,  when  he  was  asked  what  was  his  fa- 
vourite style  of  horse.  Why  don't  you  ride,  Gy- 
neth  P     Haven't  you  learnt  yet  ?" 

"  No,  not  yet,  and  it  would  not  be  much  use, 
for  we  have  only  two  riding-horses ;  that  one  Eose 
is  on  is  Anthony's,  isn't  it  a  handsome  creature  ?" 

**  Very,  but  I  wish  you  rode,  Q-yneth,  I  think  it 
would  do  you  good,  give  you  a  little  colour,  you 
look  so  very  pale  to-day." 

" '  Pale  as  crocus  grows  close  beside  a  rosetree*s 
root,' "  quoted  G-yneth  with  a  glance  at  her  bloom- 


X  MAIDEN  OF   OUB  OWN  DAT.  189 

ing  Kttle  friend,  and  a  playful  intonation,  which 
yet  had  in  it  a  trifle  of  bittemess. 

"  Don*t  suggest  such  a  thing,"  said  Mr.  G-ran- 
tham,  laughing,  *^  one  invariably  thinks  of  a  yellow 
crocus,  the  emblem  of  jealousy  too." 

''  The  emblem  of  jealousy,"  did  he  mean  that  as 
a  hint  ?  A  crimson  glow  reddened  poor  Q-yneth*8 
white  cheeks,  she  had  been  jealous  of  Lambert 
once,  was  she  jealous  of  Eose  now  ?  She  shrank 
abashed  at  the  idea  of  such  meanness  in  herself. 

Colonel  Deshon  and  the  groom  leading  Timour 
appeared  together,  and  Lawrence  followed,  mounted 
on  Anthony's  chestnut;  Anthony  was  going  to 
drive  in  order  to  be  with  his  mother,  so  had 
goodnaturedly  offered  his  cousins  the  use  of  his 
horses. 

K  Mr.  Grantham  *  liked  them  tame'  he  still  cer- 
tainly appeared  by  no  means  dissatisfied  with  the 
mettlesome  creature  he  was  called  upon  to  mount, 
though  that  operation  had  to  be  performed  under 
difficulties,  as  Timour  had  not  the  smallest  notion 
of  standing  quiet.  The  groom's  *  so  hos'  and  other 
pacific  exclamations  were  quite  thrown  away, 
Lambert's  voice  was  the  only  thing  which  had  the 
slightest  effect. 

"Are  you  going  to  be  of  the  driving  party, 
Bertie?"  inquired  Lewis  before  he  rode  off;  "I 
had  hoped  to  see  you  on  the  chestnut." 

"  No,  mamma  has  engaged  me  as  her  aide-de- 
camp this  afternoon,  she  has  some  preparations  to 
make  for  the  party  this  evening." 

"  I  should  have  thought  that  was  feminine 
business." 

"  Not  altogether,  something  of  the  neuter  gender 
is  wanted  on  these  occasions,  to  do  whatever  comes 
to  hand  whether  man's  or  woman's  work." 

**  And  you  are  going  to  be  *  it'  for  the  nonce ; 
well,  you  are  certainly  the  most  dutiful  of  sons. 


190  A  MAIDElir  OP  OXTR  OWTf  DAT. 

Good-bye,  au  revoir^  but  don't  be  Burprised  if  I 
come  home  smaslied,  for  this  animal  appears  likely 
to  be  the  death  of  me." 

^  Lewis  doesn't  ride  so  well  as  you,  Bertie,"  said 
G-yneth,  looking  after  him  as  he  put  his  horse  into 
a  canter,  "  I  fancy  he  is  out  of  practice." 

''He  hasn't  had  my  father's  teaching,"  said 
Lambert, "  that  ought  to  make  a  good  horseman  of 
any  one.  Miss  Bumaby  must  have  been  well 
taught,  she  rides  capitally,  indeed  she  does  every- 
thing  well." 

^  Yes,  her  grace  and  skiU  are  innate,"  said  G-y* 
neth,  readily.  Lambert's  eyident  admiration  of 
Eose  did  not  cost  her  the  least  pang  of  jealousy. 
She  was  proud  of  kU  liking  for  her  friend. 

The  carriage  came  round  to  the  door  at  this 
moment,  so  she  went  back  into  the  drawing-room 
to  summon  Lady  Eynesford,  who  was  reading 
aloud  to  her  son  a  grateful  epistle  from  a  poor 
Frenchman,  who  had  been  exiled  from  France  for 
his  Legitimist  opinions,  and  for  whom  she  had  ob- 
tained some  employment  in  England.  Beading 
letters  was  a  yery  fayourite  occupation  with  the 
Countess,  who  neyer  worked,  and  would  read  no 
books  but  such  as  were  particularly  cleyer  and 
well- written.  Katie  accompanied  the  driying  party 
by  special  request  from  Anthony,  and  when  Lam- 
bert returned  into  the  house  after  seeing  the  car- 
riage drive  off,  he  found  his  mother  counselling 
Fanny  and  Edgar  to  take  a  little  walk  on  the 
beach  together. 

^  Mamma,  I  want  to  stay  and  worry,"  said 
Fanny,  candidly,  "  it's  such  nin  seeing  the  house 
turned  upside  down." 

^  And  I  want  to  stay  with  Bertie,  mamma,"  said 
Edgar,  "  but  I  won't  worry." 

"  But  you  see  I  would  rather  have'*  you  out  of 
the  way,  my  dears,"  said  Mrs.  Deshon,  reluctant 
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to  refuse  them  anything,  "  Bertie,  don't  you  think 
the  children  had  better  go  out  ?" 

She  yanished  into  the  recesses  of  the  store-room 
as  she  spoke,  and  lefb  to  him,  as  she  often  did,  the 
task  of  enforcing  her  desires. 

"  It  is  quite  enough  that  mamma  wishes  it,"  he 
said,  **  run  and  put  on  your  bonnet,  Fanny." 

"  Oh  but,  Bertie,  I  must  stay  and  teaze  nurse, 
she  is  helping  mamma  to  take  out  things,  and  to 
eyerything  mamma  proposes  she  says, '  oh,  but  do 
you  think  her  ladyship  would  like  that,  mum  ?*  as 
if  Lady  Eynesford  would  notice  or  care  about  such 
siLLy  things !  And  EUis  is  just  as  bad,  mamma 
says  she  thinks  his  brain  is  turned." 

"K  so,  I  suspect  you  have  contributed  to  it, 
Fanny,  by  getting  continually  in  his  way,  and  in- 
terrupting mamma  when  she  has  been  giving  her 
orders.  Now  I  won't  have  any  more  talk,  you  are 
to  go  and  get  ready  directly." 

"  Bertie,  you  are  a  tyrant,  a  wicked  old  Blue 
Beard,  Dionysius  of  Syracuse  was  nothing  to  you," 
said  Fanny  hugging  nim,  but  she  only  paused  to 
make  him  kiss  her,  and  then  rushed  up  stairs  to 
ob^  his  orders. 

Edgar  had  not  offered  a  single  remonstrance,  if 
Bertie  said  they  were  to  go  out  they  must,  he  did 
not  even  pout  as  he  was  a  little  apt  to  do  at  orders 
from  any  one  else  which  were  contrary  to  his  in- 
clination. All  he  said  was,  "  May  I  come  to  you 
when  you  are  dressing  for  the  evening,  Bertie,  and 
then  1  can  take  out  all  your  things  for  you,  I 
know  where  your  best  coat  is  quite  well." 

"  That's  right,  you  shall  be  my  little  valet ;  do 
you  know  that  I  am  going  to  ask  for  a  share  of 
your  small^  apartment  to-night,  and  give  mine  to 
Cousin  Lewis  ?" 

Edgar  danced  in  ecstasies,  **  I  shaU  sleep  on  the 
floor,  and  you  shall  have  my  bed,  Bertie." 
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"  Then  you  must  kindly  provide  an  apparatus 
for  cutting  me  smaller,  so  that  I  may  be  able  to 
fit  in ;  no,  no,  mamma  i»  going  to  extemporise  a 
bed  for  me  somehow." 

"  And  I  shall  wake  very  early  in  the  morning, 
and  talk  to  you." 

"  You'd  better  not,  I  shall  only  snore,  just  think 
how  tired  we  shall  both  be  after  this  evening's 
gaiety.  And,  by  the  by,  I  wanted  to  say,  Eddie, 
that  though  mamma  is  going  to  be  so  kind  as  to 
let  you  sit  up  for  the  party,  I  am  sure  she  does 
not  mean  you  to  sit  up  the  whole  evening,  so  mind 
you  go  to  bed  directly  she  or  Gyneth  tells  you." 

Edgar  looked  doubtful,  and  ^Lambert  continued, 
"  It  ought  not  to  be  necessary  for  me  to  say  this, 
you  know  very  well,  Eddie,  that  I  shall  never  be 
satisfied  with  you  till  you  obey  mamma  as  readily 
as  you  do  papa  or  me." 

That  Edgar  did  not  obey  her  was  greatly  Mrs. 
Deshon's  own  fault,  but  Lambert  did  not  wish  to 
think  so,  and  if  he  had  would  not  have  admitted 
it  to  Edgar.  He  was  intensely  fond  of  this  child, 
but  had  no  idea  of  showing  it  after  G-yneth's  pat- 
tern by  perpetual  indulgence,  though  he  treated 
him  in  a  fond,  friendly,  confiding  fashion,  such  as 
does  not  often  fall  to  the  lot  of  little  brothers. 
Lambert  could  say  many  things  to  Edgar  that  he 
would  never  have  dreamed  of  saying  to  any  other 
person,  and  it  was  partly  the  consciousness  of  this 
which  made  the  child  so  happy  in  his  society, 
Bertie  was  much  more  strict  with  him  than  any- 
one else,  he  knew  that  very  well,  but  then  Bertie 
trusted  him,  made  a  friend  of  him,  and  that  was 
more  than  compensation. 

Poor  Lambert !  he  worked  away  hard^that  after- 
noon, doing  anything  and  everything  that  his  mo- 
ther asked  him,  without  a  thought  whether  it  were 
'^  infra  dig.,"  and  if  Ellis's  brain  was  turned  it 
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was  quite  an  uncalled-for  and  unreasonable  result, 
as  Mrs.  Deshon  was  the  most  goodhumoured  and 
unworrying  of  arrangers  possible,  and  Lambert  the 
most  lucid  of  directors. 

The  riding  party  returned  the  first,  and  found 
the  dinner-table  spread  in  the  library,  while  the 
dining-room  was  converted  into  a  dancing-room, 
for  which  in  point  of  size  it  was  admirably  fitted. 
All  the  furniture  had  been  taken  away,  except  a 
few  chairs  in  a  little  alcove  intended  for  the  mu- 
sicians ;  the  Turkey  carpet  had  been  rolled  up  and 
carried  off,  the  chandelier  in  the  centre  of  the  room 
was  wreathed  with  flowers,  and  the  whole  had  such 
a  festal  air,  that  Eose  and  Lawrence  could  not  re- 
sist a  preliminary  vaUey  though  the  former's  riding- 
habit  was  not  well  adapted  for  dancing.  This 
performance  over,  Eose  volunteered  to  keep  the 
children  quiet  (since  they  could  not  walk  the 
whole  afternoon),  and  accompanied  by  Lawrence, 
carried  them  off  to  the  garden,  where  she  enter- 
tained them  with  that  silliest  of  games,  "  I  love 
my  love,"  till  as  fate  would  have  it,  just  as  she 
arrived  at  the  letter  L,  which  came  to  her  turn, 
Lambert  and  Lewis  took  it  into  their  heads  to 
join  her. 

"  I  am  delighted  to  hear  that  you  love  your  love 
with  an  L,  Miss  Bumaby,"  said  Mr.  (Grantham 
mischievously,  "  here  are  three  at  your  service." 

Eose's  blush  was  vivid  enough  to  surprise  the 
two  younger  L's,  but  she  laughed  off  her  confu- 
sion, and  began :  "  I  love  my  love  with  an  L  be- 
cause he  is  loveable." 

"A  natural  sequence,"  put  in  Lewis. 

"  I  hate  him  because  he  is— lazy." 

"  So  am  I,"  said  the  incorrigible  Mr.  Grantham, 

"  His  name  is — oh :  what  shall  I  say?" 

"  Lambert,  do  say  Lambert !"  cried  little  Edgar. 

"  Leonard,"  suggested  Lambert  himself. 

o 
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She  looked  even  more  fluttered  tlian  before ; 
her  hazel  eyes  were  growing  quite  piteous. 

"  Lubin,'*  proposed  Mr.  Q-rantham  with  a  reas- 
suring glance  at  her,  and  she  went  on  happily 
again.  "  His  name  is  Lubin,  and  he  comes  ironi 
Lapland;  he  gave  me  a — " 

"Locket!"  suggested  Fanny;  "you've  got  one 
on  now,  with  L  on  it  too." 

Mr.  Grantham  treated  Fan  to  a  fierce  look,  such 
as  he  was  wont  to  extemporise  when  personating 
"  Fe,  Fi,  Fo,  Fum,"  for  the  benefit  of  the  chHdren 
of  lus  acquaintance,  and  thus  diverted  her  atten- 
tion from  Bose,  who  after  a  minute  went  on. 

"  He  gave  me  a  lambkin  for  a  present,  and  a 
bunch  of  lettuces  for  a  nosegay." 

The  children  clapped,  and  Lambert  said,  "  very- 
well  got  through,  but  I  was  commissioned  to  tell 
you  that  dinner  will  be  ready  in  half  an  hour." 

"  Then  I  must  not  wait  to  hear  M,  but  must  go 
and  dress.  I  hope  the  next  speaker  will  be  more 
fluent  than  I  was." 

She  went  towards  the  house,  and  Lewis  followed 
her.  "What  a  shame  to  have  three  L's  in  a 
family,"  she  said,  turning  round ;  "  I  was  in  such 
a  puzzle  till  you  helped  me  with  Lubin." 

"Poor  little  lady!"  he  answered  with  playful 
compassion. 


CHAPTEE  XrV. 

'*  What  if  a  day,  or  a  month,  or  a  year, 
Grown  thy  delights  with  a  thousand  sweet  contentings, 

May  not  the  change  of  a  night  or  an  hour 
Cross  thy  delights  with  as  many  sad  tormentings  ?" 

Old  Song, 

I  HE  villa  scarcely  knew  itself  that  even- 
ing, it  was  so  replete  with  light,  and 
life,  and  music.  Even  before  all  the 
guests  had  arrived,  the  drawing-room 
was  quite  full,  and  Colonel  Deshon  ordered  the 
musicians  (two  or  three  men  picked  from  the  band) 
to  strike  up  a  valse,  which  might  tempt  some  of 
the  company  into  the  dancing-room.  Anthony 
claimed  the  hand  of  a  young  lady,  who  by  some 
was  thought  to  be  the  star  of  the  evening,  a  Miss 
Estcourt,  a  daughter  of  the  G-ovemor,  Sir  Benja- 
min Estcourt.  But  several  other  gentlemen,  who 
preferred  Hveliness  and  grace  to  inanimate  beauty, 
obtained  introductions  to  Bose,  who  was  in  bright 
spirits,  and  looked  so  charming  that  many  were 
inclined  to  proclaim  her  the  belle  of  the  room. 
Gi^ough  but  lately  a  debutante,  she  had  been  part 
of  a  season  in  London,  and  moreover  had  travelled 
too  much,  and  been  too  much  brought  forward  to 
be  troubled  with  mauvaise  honte  ;  she  accepted  the 
homage  that  fell  to  her  share  quite  naturally. 
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merely  Bmiling  at  finding  herself  engaged  for  ei^ht 
dances  before  one  had  commenced,  but  according 
the  first  to  Major  Willis,  a  very  quiet  unpretend- 
ing man,  who  had  shown  less  empreMement  than 
any  of  the  others  who  had  begged  for  it. 

She  was  soon  floating  round  in  airy  circles  to 
the  tune  of  the  Maud  waltzes ;  and  Mr.  Grant- 
ham, who  had  ceased  to  take  part  in  fast  dances, 
leant  against  the  door  of  the  room  and  watched 
her.  Not  so  attentively,  however,  but  that  hip 
glances  often  strayed  to  the  haU,  where  he  ap^ 
parently  expected  some  one  to  appear  whose  dela} 
occasioned  him  uneasiness. 

When  Bose  and  her  partner  stopped  for  a  few 
minutes  to  rest,  he  approached  her,  inquiring,  "  Is 
Gyneth  ill  ?  I  could  not  see  her  anywhere  in  the 
dniwing-room,  and  she  is  certainly  not  among  the 
dancers." 

"  No,  she  is  detained  by  an  unlucky  contretemps, 
Fanny  will  explain  it  to  you.  I  am  ready  now, 
Major  Willis,"  and  she  was  off  again  beK)re  he 
could  ask  any  more. 

He  threaded  his  way  throufi:h  ther  various  couples 
who  were  dancing,  to  whei«  Fanny  was  staniLg 
watching  the  performance,  and  secretly  longing 
for  a  partner.  '*  Where  is  your  sister  ?'*  he  asked 
eagerly ;  **  has  anything  happened  to  prevent  her 
coming  down  ?" 

'*  Onlv  that  she  has  no  dress  to  eome  in,"  replied 
Panny  bluntly ;  "  the  dressmaker  sent  one  home 
this  morning,  but  it  didn't  fit  a  bit,  so  mamma 
sent  it  back,  and  wanted  to  say  that  it  must  be 
returned  again  by  one  o'clock,  but  Gyneth  said 
that  would  hurry  the  poor  dressmaker  too  much, 
and  told  the  girl  it  would  do  if  she  had  it  by  six, 
BO  I  suppose  they  thought  it  didn't  matter,  and 
they  haven't  sent  it  home  yet." 

''How  I  wish  I  were  Cinderella's  godmother!" 
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Bttid  LewiB;  ''but  can't  she  put  on  something 
else?" 

^  She  hasn't  got  any  other  ball-dress ;  you  know, 
cousin  Lewis,  she  has  nerer  been  at  a  lar^e  danc* 
ing  party  before.  I  dare  say  her  dress  will  come 
soon,  and  she  is  all  ready  except  for  that." 

''  You  will  see  her  quite  resplendent  in  a  minute," 
said  Eose,  who  caught  Fan's  last  words  as  she 
flitted  by. 

"  Yes,  do  watch  for  her,  cousin  Lewis ;  you  can't 
think  how  smart  she'll  be.  It's  pink,  and  she 
looked  so  nice  in  it  when  she  tried  it  on  this  morn- 
ing. Mamma  is  so  yexed  that  it  hasn't  come 
home." 

Mr.  Ghrantham  heard  Mrs.  Deshon's  silvery 
tones  speaking  to  some  one  in  the  drawing-room, 
as  he  wandered  out  into  the  hall,  and  fjEoled  to 
discover  in  them  the  slightest  trace  of  vexation. 
**  She  certainly  has  a  delightful  temper,"  he  ad- 
mitted to  himself^  ''and  fortunately  she  has  be- 
queathed it  to  her  children ;  never  was  any  one 
who  took  the  world  easier  than  she  does,  and  she 
has  her  reward  in  having  preserved  those  jrouthfal 
looks  and  that  pretty  smile  uninjured  by  time  and 
&mily  cares." 

The  valse  came  to  an  end,  and  a  quadrille  was 
about  to  commence;  Eose  stood  fanning  herself 
by  the  door  for  a  minute,  while  her  partner — ^An- 
thony this  time — went  to  seek  for  a  t»>-d-n>  suf- 
ficientlv  select  to  please  him. 

"Li  he  like  his  brother?"  asked  Mr.  Ghrantham, 
without  thinking  it  necessary  to  say  who  "  he"  was. 

"  Dryer,  I  fancy.  I  was  glad  it  was  a  valse,  for 
I  did  not  know  what  to  say.  Did  I  look  very 
stmrid?" 

He  made  her  a  little  playful  complimentary  bow, 
which  was  meant  to  imply  the  very  reverse,  and 
the  hazel  eyes  sparkled  with  smiles. 
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"  Did  Fanny  tell  you  about  Gyneth's  dress  ?  is 
it  not  a  pity  ?  I  wanted  to  wait  for  her,  but  Mrs. 
Deshon  wouldn't  let  me ;  and  it  is  such  a  becom- 
ing dress  too,  you  will  see  she  will  look  quite  eii- 
chanting." 

"  I  am  prepared  to  be  dazzled,"  said  Mr.  Grant- 
ham laughing :  but  at  that  moment  the  soft  rustle 
of  a  dress  was  heard  on  the  staircase,  and  peeping 
out  he  gave  a  start  of  surprise,  and  exclaimed, 
"  *  She  went  by  dale  and  she  went  by  down,  with 
a  single  rose  in  her  hair :'  it  is  your  turn  to  be  as- 
tonished." 

Quietly,  with  a  grave,  timid  air,  Gyneth,  for  she 
it  was,  came  through  the  hall.  The  pink  crape, 
with  its  flounces,  and  bouquets  of  May,  was  no- 
where to  be  seen ;  she  had  on  a  white  muslin  dress, 
trimmed  with  lace,  a  single  string  of  pearls  (whicli 
had  been  an  heirloom  in  her  grandmother's  family) 
encircled  her  neck,  and  a  red  rose  placed  at  one 
side  of  her  head  was  the  one  bit  of  colour  which 
relieved  the  general  whiteness.  She  might  almost 
have  been  a  snow  maiden,  so  white  and  cold  did 
she  look,  so  serene  and  noiseless,  and  silent ;  any- 
thing more  unlike  the  stylish  young  lady  that  her 
mother  had  meant  to  make  of  her  could  not  have 
been  devised. 

Mr.  G-rantham  secretly  rubbed  his  hands,  but 
feigned  disappointment  so  well  that  Gyneth  be- 
Heved  it  real.  "  I  thought  you  at  least  wouldn't 
have  cared,"  she  said  reproachfully. 

"  But,  my  dearest  Gyneth,  how  was  it  ?  didn't 
the  dress  come?"  inquired  Eose,  regardless  that 
the  quadrille  was  beginning. 

"  No,  it  never  came,  and  mamma  sent  me  word 
by  Edgar  that  I  had  better  not  wait  any  longer. 
I  wish  I  might  have  put  on  this  at  once ;  it  would 
have  been  better  than  waiting." 

"  You  look  like  *  die  weisse  dame '  herself,"  said 
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Lawrence,  coming  up,  and  regarding  her  criticaUy, 
"  or  like  the  Lurlei  off  my  meerschaum." 

"What  next?"  said  G-yneth,  quietly,  but  the 
white  face  glowed  a  little  as  Mr.  Armstrong  rushed 
up  to  her.  "Miss  Deshon,  are  you  really  not  en- 
gaged P  I  can  find  a  via-it-ms  in  a  minute :  I  have 
been  looking  for  you  everywhere.  I  was  quite 
afraid  the  fatigues  of  th^  morning  had  been  too 
much  for  you." 

Qyneth  smiled  a  negative,  and  took  the  arm  he 
offered  her ;  in  a  few  minutes  more  she  was  danc- 
ing in  the  same  quadrille  as  Eose  and  Anthony. 
Mr.  &rantham,  left  alone,  became  cynical,  and 
criticised  the  music,  which  was  excellent. 

Lady  Eynesford  came  into  the  dancing-room, 
Aat  she  might  have  the  pleasure  of  seeing  her  son 
enjoy  himself,  and  soon  spied  out  Gf^yneth  in  her 
snowy  robes. 

"  "Jfour  little  girl  looks  very  well  in  her  costume 
d  VingenvLe,'^  she  remarked  to  Mrs.  Deshon ;  "  how 
small  and  graceful  her  head  looks  with  those  beau- 
tiful braids,  and  that  one  flower,  compared  with  the 
young  ladies  who  have  heaped  a  whole  flower- 
garden  on  their  unfortunate  heads." 

"  I  am  very  glad  you  approve  her  taste,"  said 
Mrs.  Deshon ;  "  I  confess  I  think  she  looks  rather 
ghostly.  I  never  saw  such  a  set  of  pale  children 
as  mine,  all  except  Jeannie ;  how  I  wish  she  were 
here !" 

"  That  little  Greek  is  the  prettiest  thing  in  the 
room,"  said  the  old  lady,  looking  towards  Photin^e, 
who  was  dressed  in  a  picturesque,  fanciful  manner 
which  became  her  peculiar  style  of  beauty,  "  if  I 
were  a  young  man  I  should  be  tempted  to  devote 
myself  to  her,  and  neglect  the  young  English  girls 
altogether." 

"It  is  fortunate  that  every  one  is  not  so  un- 
patriotic," said  Mrs.  Deshon,  smiling ;  "  what  do 
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you  think  of  Mrs.  Boss,  Lewis  ?  do  you  agree  with 
Lady  Ejmesford  in  admirmg  her?" 

"  Very  much,  as  a  picture,  but  give,  me  a  well- 
bred,  unaffected  little  English  girl " — 

*^  Such  as  Miss  Bumaby,"  suggested  Mrs.  De- 
shon. 

"  Yes,  she  is  a  very  good  type,  and  for  those 
who  like  a  severer  style^there  is  the  classical  Miss 
Estcourt." 

'^  My  little  G-yneth  is  neither  one  thing  nor  the 
other,"  said  Mrs.  Deshon,  rather  iaterrogativelv. 

Mr.  Ghrantham  turned  to  the  Countess  with  a 
remark  on  a  distinguished  literary  man  whom  he 
had  met  at  her  house  in  the  spring. 

Mrs.  Deshon  went  away  to  see  that  Katie  was 
not  tiring  Lady  Estcourt  with  her  prattle,  drop- 
ping a  pleasant  word  here  and  there  among  her 
guests  as  she  passed.  "  What  a  charming  person 
Mrs.  Deshon  is !"  and  ''  What  an  agreeable  hostess 
Mrs.  Deshon  makes !"  were  speeches  often  re^ 
peated  in  the  course  of  that  evening. 

Colonel  Deshon,  who  cared  not  at  all  about 
being  popular  himself,  was  delighted  with  his 
wife's  evident  popularity,  and  in  his  secret  heart 
believed  firmly  tnat  she  was  the  prettiest  woman 
there,  as  well  as  the  most  charming.  He  watched 
to  see  if  Lambert  were  enjoying  himself^  but  could 
not  at  first  decide  in  the  aflirmative,  for  Lambert 
was  dancing  with  Miss  Estcourt,  and  her  mono- 
syllabic replies  did  not  help  out  his  shy  attempts 
at  conversation.  Decidedly  the  little  Bose  was 
the  happiest  of  the  parly ;  it  mattered  not  what 
the  dajice  was,  or  who  the  partner  was ;  she  had 
always  something  to  say,  was  always  gay  and  ani- 
mated, the  arch  eyes  were  always  bright,  the 
pretty  lips  for  ever  rippling  into  smiles.  Even 
those  who  began  by  admiring  Miss  Estcourt  the 
most  had  one  by  one  swerved  fi*om  their  allegiance ; 


A  HAIBSN  OF  OUB  OWN  DAT.  201 

and  very  nearly  the  only  person  who  resisted  to 
the  last  the  Eose*s  influence  was  Mr.  Armstrong, 
who  throughout  the  evening  continued  to  devote 
himself  exclusively  to  Gyneth,  not  taking  much 
notice  of  any  other  lady,  except  perhaps  Mrs. 
Eoss.  At  first  Gyneth  fdt  forlorn  enough  to  be 
gratei^l  to  any  one  who  was  kind  and  attentive, 
but  when  she  saw  her  mother's  smile  as  Mr.  Arm- 
strong invited  her  to  dance  for  the  fifth  time  that 
evening,  she  was  glad  that  an  engagement  with 
Captain  Boss  enabled  her  to  declme  the  invita- 
tion. Of  course  he  had  not  been  her  only  partner 
— she  had  danced  once  vdth  Anthony,  with  Major 
Willis,  Major  Morrison,  and  a  youthful  ensign 
who  lisped  so  much  that  she  couldn't  make  out 
what  he  said.  At  the  close  of  the  quadrille  with 
Captain  Boss,  Mrs.  Deshon  proposed  some  music 
as  a  variety,  and  summoned  Gyneth  to  the  draw- 
ing-room to  perform  a  showy  piece  of  Ascher's. 
Poor  Gyneth  ;  it  was  fortunate  that  she  had  been 
trained  to  such  accuracy  that  no  amount  of  fright 
sufficed  to  make  her  play  false  notes  ;  for  she  was 
secretly  trembling,  and  feeling  as  if  she  must  cer- 
tainly break  down.  She  rushed  through  the  pre- 
lude with  a  haste  which  happily  was  taken  for 
brilliancy ;  but  as  she  began  the  first  notes  of  the 
air  a  soft  voice  behind  her  said  "  Gently,"  and  she 
immediately  moderated  the  time  to  that  indicated 
by  the  composer.  The  same  voice  whispered 
"Bravo"  when  the  most  difficult  passage  had 
been  successfully  got  through,  and  a  hand  which 
she  knew  well  turned  over  the  leaves  for  her,  just 
at  the  very  minute  she  wished,  not  before  or  after, 
as  so  many  inadvertently  do.  But  when  she  rose 
from  the  piano,  Mr.  Grantham  withdrew  into  the 
background,  and  was  not  among  those  who  thanked 
her,  and  insinuated  compliments  on  her  playing. 
She  saw  him  leaning  against  the  mantelpiece, 
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while  Mrs.  Alban  Boss  sang  "Una  voce,*'  and 
thought  to  herself  that  he  looked  older  and  graver 
than  he  used  to  do ;  he  was  OTowing  more  like  the 
"  S.  Augustine  "  of  Ary  Scheffer's  picture,  to  which 
she  had  always  fancied  he  bore  a  slight  reeem- 
blance.     At  the  conclusion  of  the  song  she  ap- 

f  reached  him,  "  Was  not  that  a  treat  for  you  ? 
)id  you  ever,  out  of  a  concert-room,  hear  a  more 
beautiful  voice  ?** 

"  I  never  heard  B,Jiner  one,  a  more  beautiful  one 
I  think  I  have.  Tou  got  bravely  through  your 
piece,  it  was  something  new  to  hear  you  playing 
Ascher*s  music." 

"  Yes,  I  would  give  it  all  for  one  air  of  Mendels- 
sohn's, but  mamma  likes  it.  I  have  got  quite  a 
firesh  set  of  pieces,  I  scarcely  ever  play  my  old 


ones  now." 


"  Does  no  one  here  care  for  them  ?" 

"No;  no  one  in  my  home;  Lady  Eynesford 
Hkes  that  style  of  music,  I  played  some  of  them 
to  her  yesterday." 

"  But  what's  Lambert  about  that  he  doesn't  ask 
for  themp  I  should  have  thought  he  at  least 
would  have  delighted  in  your  music." 

"  I  don't  think  he  cares  at  all  about  it ;  he  turns 
over  the  leaves  for  me  sometimes,  and  says,  *  Thank 
you,  Q-yneth,'  when  I've  done,  but  he  doesn't  seem 
to  mind  what  it  is  I  play." 

"  The  wretch !  he  must  be  put  through  a  severe 
course  of  Beethoven  immediately,  I  wiU  go  and 
pronounce  sentence  on  him,"  and  he  moved  slowly 
away. 

Gyneth  was  disappointed,  she  wanted  to  ask 
him  about  her  grandmother  and  the  Helmores,  and 
his  friend  the  East-London  rector ;  it  was  strange 
that  he  should  think  it  necessary  to  take  himself 
off  when  she  was  just  beginning  a  conversation 
with  him.     She  thought  that  she  had  discovered 
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his  real  motiye  when  she  saw  him,  after  making  a 
laughing  remark  en  passant  to  Lambert,  go  up  to 
Bose,  and  offer  his  arm  to  lead  her  to  the  piano, 
though  the  lively  little  French  song  which  she 
sang  at  his  request,  did  not  seem  to  have  any 
especial  charms  for  him. 

^Before  the  evening  was  over  Gyneth  played 
again ;  Wallace's  "  La  Elve  "  this  time,  and  tnough 
many  people  talked  through  it,  as  is  generally  the 
case  with  instrumental  music,  one  listener  stood 
silent  behind  her  chair,  and  the  same  ready  hand 
turned  over  the  leaves,  rather  to  the  discomfiture  of 
Mr.  Armstrong,  who  was  ambitious  of  that  honour. 
When  she  dropped  her  fan  in  the  dance  that  well- 
known  hand  picked  it  up,  and  reserved  it  for  her  ; 
when  tired  and  heated,  she  sat  down  for  a  minute 
to  rest,  that  same  hand  brought  her  an  ice,  and 
fimned  her  while  she  ate  it. 

It  was  the  watchful  unobtrusive  guardianship 
of  a  kind  old  friend,  but  not  the  marked,  cordial, 
affectionate  attention  which  she  had  been  accus- 
tomed to  receive  from  her  cousin.  Poor  little  girl, 
she  thought  he  must  be  vexed  with  her,  that  she 
must  have  "  done  something ;"  though  what  this 
something  could  be  quite  passed  her  comprehen- 
sion. He  would  still  be  kmd  to  her  of  course,  he 
was  far  too  chivalric — ^yes,  she  stiU  held  to  that 
epithet — to  fail  in  any  needful  courtesy  because 
me  had  displeased  him,  but  he  evidently  did  not 
care  to  talk  much  to  her,  to  teU  her  of  his  plans 
and  interests  as  he  used  to  do,  to  inquire  into  her 
occupations,  or  rally  her  on  her  peculiar  tastes. 
The  one  person  whom  she  had  counted  on  as  being 
sure  never  to  alter  towards  her,  had  altered  already, 
and  without  any  apparent  reason ;  it  was  very  per- 
plexing, the  gentle  young  mind  was  quite  puzzled 
and  pained  by  it.  When  vain  people  meet  with 
comparative  coldness  from  a  friend  of  whose  affec- 
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tion  they  felt  sure,  they  usually  ascribe  all  the 
fault  to  nim  or  her  as  the  case  may  be,  he  or  she 
is  fickle,  unreasonable,  inconstant,  unworthy  of 
continued  regard ;  a  humble  person  takes  the  veiy 
opposite  view,  their  friend  must  be  right,  the  fault 
must  be  in  themselves,  and  it  was  thus  that  Gy- 
neth  reasoned  now.  But  though  so  firee  from 
vanity,  she  had  a  considerable  share  of  pride,  and 
this  prevented  her  from  asking  any  explanation  of 
Lewis's  altered  manner,  and  from  even  showing 
that  she  perceived  the  change.  Since  he  left  her 
to  others,  she  appeared  to  content  herself  with 
them,  took  politely  the  fair  measure  of  general 
attention  which  feU  to  her  as  the  daughter  of  the 
house,  and  accepted  serenely  Mr.  Armstrong's 
assiduities.  She  really  liked  him,  he  was  so  com- 
pletely unaffected,  so  free  from  pretension,  so 
entirely  true  and  simple  in  his  tastes  and  conver- 
sation :  as  yet  quite  unspoiled  by  the  possession 
of  a  large  income,  and  the  prospect  of  inheriting 
millions  at  his  father's  death. 

Anthonj  Waller  was  rather  indignant  at  Ghy- 
neth's  amiability  towards  Mr.  Armstrong,  and  was 
consequently  not  at  aU  disposed  to  play  the  atten- 
tive, cousinly  part  towards  her  which  ne  knew  his 
mother  wished  he  should.  ''  My  dear,  you  have 
only  danced  with  your  cousin  once,"  she  observed 
to  him,  reproachfully,  as  he  lingered  dutifaUy  by 
her  chair,  "  go  and  ask  her  to  dance  this  set  of 
Lancers  with  you." 

^Impossible,  mother;  I  am  engaged  to  Eatie, 
this  is  to  be  her  last  dance  before  she  goes  to 
bei" 

*'  She  had  better  have  been  there  an  hour  ago,'* 
said  Lady  Ih^esford;  "Fanny  spoils  those  chil- 
dren  of  hers  most  completely.  &yneth  and  that 
eldest  boy  are  ten  times  more  respectful  and  obe- 
dient than  the  younger  ones." 
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^  Oh,  Lambert  is  an  embodiment  of  all  tbe  vir- 
tues combined,"  laugbed  Anthony,  "  and  Gyneth 
is  a  very  good  little  girl,  and  pleasant  enough 
whea  she  isn't  setting  teips  for  Croesus." 

"  What  do  you  mean?"  said  the  Countess,  open- 
ing her  splendid  eyes,  ^  you  know  I  hate  insinua- 
tions, Anthony." 

''I  mean  that  she  has  a  predilection  for  gilt 
buttons;  I  wonder  what  Armstrong's  crest  is, 
*  Buttons  or,  on  chief  gules,  with  hooks  and 
eyes  rampant,'  I  should  think;  for  a  wonder  he 
doesn't  parade  it,  after  the  fashion  of  most  nouf>eattx 
riches." 

"  He's  a  very  pleasant  modest-looking  young 
man,  I  think,"  said  Lady  Eynesford,  who  was  ready 
to  give  every  one  their  due,  and  would  have  had 
no  hesitation  in  praising  a  chimney-sweep's  son,  if 
he  had  appeared  worthy  of  commendation. 

**  I  only  wish  he  were  in  any  other  regiment," 
said  Antnony,  "  he  is  most  provokingly  able  and 
determined  to  purchase :  a  poor  younger  son  has 
no  chance  with  nim ;  if  we  don't  take  care,  mother, 
he'll  be  a  major  while  I'm  only  a  lieutenant." 

"  Of  course  you  must  purchase  your  captaincy ; 
I  will  provide  the  means ;  and  you  know  you  are 
very  young  yet,  Anthony,  younger  than  Mr.  Arm- 
strong, I  should  think." 

**  Yes,  by  some  years  ;  but  see,  here  is  my  small 
partner  coming  to  look  for  me.  "Well,  pussy-cat, 
are  you  come  to  scold  me  for  my  want  of  gal- 
lantry?" 

"  'Uo  mus'  come  and  tell  mamma  dat  I  is  going 
to  dance  wis  'oo,  s'e  wants  me  to  go  to  bed,  but  I 
say  I  s'ant." 

"  Not  a  very  pretty  speech  for  a  little  girl  to 
make,"  said  Lady  Eynesrord,  but  Katie  jumped  on 
her  knee,  and  stole  a  kiss,  saying, ''  'Oo  mustn't  be 
angry  wis  Cousin  Anthony's  pussy." 
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"  Katie,  my  darling,  you  really  must  go  to  bed," 
said  Mrs.  Deslion,  passing  by,  ^'aad  you  too, 
Edgar." 

Katie's  answer  was  an  entreaty  to  ber  couBin  to 
make  baste  and  joru  tbe  dance ;  Edgar,  wbo  bad 
been  going  to  dance  witb  Mrs.  Boss,  paused  a  mi- 
nute, swallowed  down  a  cboking  feeling  in  bis 
tbroat,  and  asked  ber  to  excuse  bim,  as  be  must 
go  to  bed. 

"'No,  no,  I  sball  run  after  Mrs.  Desbon,"  said 
Fbotin^,  ''and  tell  ber  you  cannot  go  just  tbis 
minute." 

But  Edgar  caugbt  bold  of  ber  band,  and  stopped 
ber,  "  Bertie  said  I  was  to  go  directly  I  was  told. 
I  must,  please,  good-nigbt." 

Sbe  gazed  at  bim  witb  a  sweet,  fond,  admiring 
look.  "  Ghood-nigbt,  my  Httle  good  cbild ;  I  see 
you  will  be  anotber  '  Bertie'  some  day." 

"  Gtx)d-nigbt,  Edgar,"  said  Mr.  Orantbam, 
"  sbake  bandB,  old  fellow,"  and  be  took  tbe  sligbt, 
cbHd.fingers  into  bis  most  cordial  grasp. 

Edgar  answered  botb  witb  tbe  gentle  regard- 
lessness  wbicb  cbaracterized  bis  manner  to  aJl  ex- 
cept tbe  two  or  tbree  people  of  wbom  be  was 
really  fond,  and  went  quietly  away.  Katie,  wben 
it  came  to  ber  turn,  excbanged  innumerable  co- 
quettisb  good-nigbts  witb  Aiitbony,  and  finally 
msisted  on  ber  fatber's  carrying  ber  up  stairs, 
looking  back  all  tbe  way  oyer  bis  sboulder  at  ber 
cousin,  and  kissing  ber  nand  to  bim  with  an  air  of 
tbe  drollest  condescension. 

Ghynetb  was  not  sorry  wben  tbe  good-nigbts  be- 
came general,  and  tbe  guests  began  to  go  away, 
tbougb  tbe  last  part  of  tbe  eyening  bad  been  ratber 
better  tban  tbe  nrst.  Sbe  bad  bad  one  quadnlle 
witb  Lewis,  and  tbey  bad  talked  of  ber  grandmamma, 
of  a  book  wbicb  Mr.  Helmore  bad  lately  published, 
and  of  one  or  two  otber  matters  of  interest  to  ber;. 
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She  hoped  for  a  renewal  of  the  conyersation  the 
next  day,  but  was  doomed  to  be  disappointed,  for 
as  she  was  bidding  farewell  to  some  of  the  guests, 
she  overheard  Lewis  say  to  Eose,  '^  Mine  must  be 
good-bye  as  well  as  good-night,  for  I  must  return 
to  London  by  the  seven  o'clock  train  to-morrow, 
so  shall  be  off  long  before  you  are  down  in  the 
morning.  Have  you  any  more  commissions  for 
me  ?  you  see  I  can  be  trusted." 

'*  You  can,  indeed,"  Eose  answered,  and  some- 
thing followed  in  too  low  a  tone  for  Qyneth  to 
hear,  ending  with,  "  I  am  going  home  to-morrow, 
so  I  shall  see  you  again  on  Sunday." 

"  How  tired  you  look,  my  dearest  Q-yneth,"  said 
Mrs.  Deshon,  when  the  last  of  the  company  had 
taken  their  departure ;  "  you  do  not  bear  fatigue 
BO  well  as  your  friend." 

"  Oh,  I  am  as  strong  as  possible,"  said  Bose, 
"  nothing  hurts  me,  and  I  have  enjoyed  myself  ex- 
ceedingly. I  am  so  much  obliged  to  you  for  all 
this  pleasure,  dear  Mrs.  Deshon." 

"  X  ou  have  come  in  for  a  great  deal  of  gratitude, 
to-night,  Fanny,"  said  Colonel  Deshon,  smiling, 
"  I  hope  it  has  not  been  bought  too  dearly ;"  and 
he  looked  at  her  with  tender  anxiety,  for  the  dark 
lines  round  her  eyes  seemed  to  presage  a  head- 
ache the  next  day. 

^'  Not  at  all :  the  afternoon  was  the  only  trouble- 
some part,  and  Bertie  helped  me  famously  then. 
My  dear  boy,  come  here,  and  let  me  look  at  you ; 
I  am  afraid  you  will  be  quite  knocked  up." 

Lambert,  who  had  been  putting  away  G-yneth's 
music  for  her,  came  forward  with  a  smile. 

**  He  looks  more  alive  than  any  of  us,  I  declare," 
paid  Colonel  Deshon ;  "  I  shall  begin  to  think  dis- 
sipation agrees  with  you,  Bertie." 

G^yneth  thought  so  too ;  even  the  bright  Eose 
was  beginning  to  look  a  little  fagged,  and  Lewis 
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looked  not  only  lazy,  but  manifestly  and  unusually 
weary.  Lady  Eynesford  had  already  retired  to 
bed;  Lawrence  was  reclining  languidly  on  tbe 
sofa;  Lambert  and  Ms  father  alone  showed  no 
signs  of  weariness,  though  they  of  all  cared  the 
least  for  gaiety. 

"  Have  you  really  enjoyed  yourself  Bertie  ?*' 
said  Mrs.  iueshon. 

"  Not  only  myself,  but  a  great  many  other  peo- 
ple, mother,"  he  answered  brightly ;  "  I  enjoyed 
seeing  you  for  one." 

"And  I  hope  you  enjoyed  that  deaf  old  lady 
that  you  were  bawling  to,"  said  Lawrence,  waking 
up,  "  and  that  thin  young  lady  who  looked  all 
eloows,  with  whom  you  danced  so  perseveringly." 

Lambert  only  laughed,  and  spoke  of  something 
else;  but  Gyneth  looked  up  with  a  sudden  per- 
ception of  lohy  her  brother's  face  was  so  bright, 
and  his  voice  so  fresh  and  cheerful ;  he  had  found 
room  for  the  exercise  of  kindness  and  unselfish- 
ness, and,  not  seeking  enjoyment,  had  experienced 
it  almost  involuntarily.  If  the  had  acted  on  this 
principle  the  evening  need  not  have  been  so  dis- 
appointing to  her,  she  thought,  even  though  Lewis's 
friendship  for  her  had  declined. 

As  it  was,  she  could  not  feel  otherwise  than  sad, 
and  when  her  mother  called  her  into  her  room  for 
a  minute  to  unfasten  a  bracelet,  she  looked  so  de- 
jected that  Mrs.  Deshon  was  quite  concerned,  and 
said  tenderly,  *'  My  dearest,  I  am  afraid  you  are 
feeling  overtired ;  this  long  fatiguing  day  has  been 
too  much  for  you ;  I  was  in  hopes  it  would  have 
been  quite  a  happy  day  to  you,  having  your  friend 
with  you,  and  your  cousin  too." 

"  It  was  pleasant  to  see  how  happy  Bose  was, 
and  how  every  one  admired  her,"  said  Q-yneth, 
brightening;  *^ every  one  at  least  but  that  dis- 
agreeable Major  Willis,  who  said  that  she  flirted, 
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and  aaked  me  if  she  had  much  fortune,  as  if  that 
could  signify  to  him!" 

^My  dear,  you  will  think  me  uncharitable  if  I 
say  that  the  rumour  of  the  old  Canon's  riches  had 
something  to  do  with  the  attention  paid  to  her ; 
but  tell  me,  whom  was  she  talking  to,  when  Major 
Willis  said  she  was  flirting  P*' 

"  To  Lewis,''  said  Gyneth,  rather  hesitatingly. 

"  Then  I  am  not  altogether  surprised,  there  is 
evidently  somethinff  between  them,  and  I  rather 
doubt  ito  being  an^hing  Berious,  there  k  Buch  a 
disparity  in  their  ages." 

"  But  some  people  do  not  think  that  an  objec- 
tion, manmia,  and  if  there  is  anything  between 
them,  I  am  sure  it  must  be  in  earnest,  Lewis  would 
scorn  to  flirt !" 

"  Do  you  9till  think  so  ?  My  dear  child,  I  know 
what  it  is  to  be  disappointed  in  a  person ;  don't 
fancy  I  can't  feel  for  you." 

l/she  had  expected  tears,  or  <ux  appeal  for  sym. 
pathy,  in  answer,  she  was  much  mistaken ;  Oyneth's 
head  rose  proudly,  her  clear  true  eyes  were  lifted 
with  their  fullest  gaze.  ^*  Mamma,  I  see  no  reason 
for  being  disappointed  in  Lewis.  If  he  should 
marry  Bose,  it  would  not  lessen  his  regard  for  us, 
and  why  should  it  lower  our  opinion  of  him  P  I 
do  not  beHeye  that  he  would  ffirt»  I  know  he  dis- 
approves of  it." 

^  And  you  forgive  him,  then  ?" 

^  There  is  nothing  to  forgive ;  I  was  grieved  be* 
cause  I  thought  f  must  have  done  something 
which  had  vexed  him,  but  if  he  only  did  not  talk 
so  mudi  to  me  as  usual  because  he  was  engrossed 
with  Bose,  there  is  no  need  to  perplex  mysdf  with 
sneh  a  notion  any  longer.  I  wesay  ibey  will  ex- 
plain it  all  to  me  in  time." 

They!  Had  she  already  &miliariaed  herself 
wi&  the  idea  of  their  attachment  ?    Mrs.  Deshcm, 
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though  a  good  deal  relieyed,  was  at  the  same  time 
very  much  puzzled :  she  had  been  mistaken, — so 
it  seemed, — in  both  Lewis  and  her  daughter.  She 
had  thought  that  Lewis  was  sincerely  attached  to 
Gyneth,  and  that  G-yneth  unconsciously  returned 
his  affection  in  some  measure,  and  not  liking 
Lewis,  and  really  believing  that  Gyneth  was  too 
young  to  know  her  own  mind,  she  had  been  an- 
xious to  withdraw  her  from  his  influence,  and  to 
bring  her  into  the  society  of  other  gentlemen. 
When  driving  with  Lewis  from  the  railway  station 
that  morning,  she  had  talked— apropos  of  Jeannie's 
marriage, — of  the  folly  of  girls  marrying  too  young, 
and  of  her  hopes  that  she  might  not  be  robbed  of 
Gyneth  for  some  time  to  come.  She  had  even 
hinted  delicately,  that  she  should  not  think  it  ge- 
nerous of  any  man  to  take  advantage  of  a  girPs 
ignorance  of  other  men  to  bind  her  to  him  for  life, 
when  aU  the  time  he  might  not  be  her  heart's  real 
choice.  All  this  had  been  said  in  the  abstract, 
and  Lewis  had  *  quite  agreed'  with  her,  and  though 
apparently  a  little  bor^  had  seemed  in  no  way 
pained  or  excited  by  the  subject.  He  had  neither 
paid  much  attention  to  Gyneth  during  the' day, 
nor  yet  avoided  her  in  any— apparently— studied 
manner ;  he  had  seemed  careful  of  her,  and  kind 
to  her,  but  all  his  smiles,  his  marked  courtesies, 
and  lively  interests  had  been  for  Eose.  Possibly 
he  was  only  amusing  himself,  only  flirting,  but 
would  he  have  done  so  if  he  had  really  cared  about 
Gyneth?  And  could  she  care  for  him,  and  yet 
be  so  anxious  to  suppose  that  his  attentions  to 
Eose  were  serious,  and  not  a  mere  passing  flir- 
tation P 

Mrs.  Deshon  was  perplexed;  she  did  not  yet 
fully  understand  her  daughter.  "  GtK>d  night,  my 
darling  child,"  she  said  fondly;  "make  muste  to 
bed,  and  do  not  get  up  to-morrow  till  you  feel 
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thorouglily  rested.  You  look  better  already  than 
when  we  oe^ui  to  talk." 

"Do  I?  I shaJl  be  better  still  when  I  have  had 
a  nice  long  sleep.  I  hope  your  poor  head  won't 
be  aching  to-morrow ;  good-night,  dearest  mamma." 

She  went  away,  outwardly  healed,  inwardly  more 
deeply  wounded  than  she  had  ever  been  before. 
She  had  been  obliged  to  share  her  room  with  her 
friend,  and  the  Bose  kept  up  a  lively  chatter  about 
the  events  of  the  day.  During  the  course  of  this, 
Ghpeth  noticed,  witnout  mentioning  it,  the  new 
ring  on  Bose's  finger ;  the '  L'  on  her  locket  she 
haa  observed  already. 

Though  so  tired,  she  was  a  long  time  over  her 
evening  reading,  so  long,  that  before  she  lay  down, 
Bose  was  asleep.  But  while  she  was  still  wakeful 
and  meditative,  Bose  woke  up,  and  murmured 
sleepily,  "  You  haven't  given  me  a  kiss,  &yneth, 
can  we  manage  one  in  the  dark  ?" 

There  was  an  instant's  pause,  then  Gyneth's 
gentle  voice  said, "  Darling,  I  thought  you  were 
asleep ;  put  your  face  nearer  to  me ;  that  is  right, 
give  me  anotner  kiss,  and  now  let  me  kiss  you." 


CHAPTER  XV, 

"  She  wist  not  (sillj  mayd)  wbat  she  did  aQe, 
Yet  wist  ^e  was  not  well  ftt  ease  perc^. 
Yet  thought  it  was  not  loye^  bat  aome  melsncholj.' 


AWSENCE,  I  can't  get  on  with  this, 
there  i^  no  good  Engliwh  word  for 
*  wuBderschdn,' '  wondoTfuUy  pretty* 
is  too  long,  and  does  not  convey  the 
light  sense."  And  G^yneth  laid  down  tiie  Gkrman 
poem  she  was  traaalating»  and  leant  weanly  back 
in  her  chair. 

"  Come  and  sing  then,**  said  Lawzenoe»  throwing 
away  the  novel  he  was  reading,  and  sauntering 
towards  the  piano.  ^  You  get  ^irough  that '  Jjeh 
bewohl*  very  well  now,  spite  of  your  cracked  chest, 
or  whatever  it  is." 

^ My  weak  lungs,  do  you  mean?"  said  Qyneth, 
smiling.  "'  No,  I  don't  care  to  sing  the  '  Lebewohl* 
this  morning,  I'd  rather  sing  Mendelssohn's 
'  Scheiden :' "  and  in  a  somewhat  feeble  but  very 
sweet  voice  she  b^an : 

**Es  ist  bestinmit  in  Gottea  Bath, 
DasB  man  was  nun  am  lieheten  hat 

Muss  meiden ; 
Wiewohl  nbhts  in  dem  Lanf  der  Welt 
Dem  Herzen,  ach !  so  saner  fallt 

Als  scheiden !  ja  scheiden !" 
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The  air  was  plaintiTe  even  to  ssdneet,  the  words 
were  sadder  stul,  sare  for  the  gleam  of  hope  in  the 
**  auf  wiedersehn,**  at  the  endL  Sudi  melancholy 
ditties  rather  chimed  in  with  Qyneth's  mood  just 
then,  she  was  not  feeling  rerj  well  or  yeiy  bright, 
and  the  mild  damp  autumn  weather  was  conduciye 
to  languor.  Mrs.  Deshon  had  at  lengdi  succeeded 
in  getting  a  daily  governess,  so  theve  were  no 
longer  the  children's  lessons  to  occupy  Gyneth  in 
the  morning,  and  there  were  but  few  calls  on  her 
for  active  industry  of  any  kind,  for  her  mother 
managed  all  the  housekeeping  matters,  invitations, 
etc.,  herself  and  left  most  of  the  family  needlework 
to  ^  nurse,"  a  clever  industrious  woman  who  prided 
herself  on  '*  getting  through*'  more  than  ul  the 
rest  of  the  servants  put  together.  Gyneth  ad- 
mitted to  herself  that  she  would  have  been  better 
for  some  one  who  would  have  '*  routed  her  about" 
a  little,  encouraged  her  to  hard  study  and  daily 
walks,  and  interdicted  tales  and  poetry  till  after 
two  o'clock  in  the  day ;  but  she  had  not  energy 
enough  just  now  to  supply  the  deficiency  by  being 
her  own  ruler,  setting  herself  tasks,  and  calling 
herself  to  account  for  wasted  hours.  She  read 
some  deep  books  because  she  liked  them,  and  others 
because  her  father  recommended  them  to  her,  but 
this  was  by  fits  and  starts;  and  story-books,  Ger- 
man ballads,  and  Italian  sonnets,  filled  up  the  in- 
tervening time.  She  began  writinjz  poetry  again 
too,  and  resumed  the  narrative  of  her  Japanese 
hero's  adventures,  though  not  with  much  spirit. 
She  usually  had  the  drawing-room  all  to  herself 
for  the  first  half  of  the  momine,  for  Lawrence 
went  into  Harbourmouth  every  day  after  break- 
fast, to  study  with  a  mathematical  master  for  a 
couple  of  hours,  the  children  were  engaged  with 
their  governess,  Lambert  with  his  own  studies,  and 
Mrs.  Deshon  was  busied  with  household  matters. 
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or  her  favourite  occupation  of  gardening.  Colonel 
DesHon  was  generally  out  during  tHe  greater  part 
of  the  day,  and  though  he  liked  to  hear  Gyneth 
play  in  the  evenings,  and  to  discuss  with  her  Dooks 
of  travel  and  general  information, — which  he  sat 
up  at  night  to  read — he  made  no  other  demand 
upon  her  time,  and  left  her  free  to  foUow  such 
pursuits  as  she  liked  best.  &yneth  when  she 
came  to  live  at  home  had  expected  to  be  obliged 
to  give  up  much  of  her  leisure,  and  had  quite  made 
up  her  mmd  to  relinquish  day-dreams,  verse-mak^ 
ing,  and  all  pursuits  which  she  could  not  share, 
with  her  home-circle;  she  had  had  a  vision  of 
teaching  the  children,  reading  aloud  to  her  mother, 
working  for  her  father  and  brothers,  writing  notes 
and  running  messages  for  everybody,  and  though 
this  ideal  did  not  commend  itself  to  her  taste,  it  £d 
to  her  sense  of  duty,  and  she  had  prepared  herself 
to  act  up  to  it  accordingly.  At  firat  it  had  seemed 
as  if  her  expectations  were  to  be  realized,  but  now 
that  the  children's  lessons  were  taken  out  of  her 
hands,  Lawrence  no  longer  required  cramming  for 
the  examination,  and  all  things  had  settled  into 
their  usual  course,  she  found  herself  almost  as  free 
to  pursue  her  own  peculiar  occupations  as  she  had 
been  when  living  with  her  grandmamma.  She  had 
to  practise  a  few  waltzes  and  galoppes  daily,  to 
pay  visits  occasionally  with  hpr  mother,  to  take- 
charge  of  K&iie  sometimes,  to  sew  on  a  button,  or 
make  a  purse  for  her  father  and  brothers  now  and 
then,  to  assist  in  entertaining  guests,  and — now 
that  she  had  made  her  d^ut — to  go  to  a  few  even- 
ing parties,  beyond  this  there  was  nothing  obliga* 
tory,  and  she  began  to  think  that  she  had  beeatt 
mistaken  in  her  ideas  of  fjEunily  life.  Certainly 
she  had  been  mistaken  in  the  notion  that  *'  large 
families  always  quarrelled;'*  during  the  two  or 
three  months  that  had  passed  since  she  came  to 
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Harbourmonth,  not  anytldng  approaclimg  to  a 
qnarrel  had  ta^^n  place  in  her  home.  There  had 
been  a  few  slight  dmerences  between  Eanny  and 
Edgar,  speedily  set  at  rest  by  a  gentle  word  &om 
Lambert,  and  once  or  twice  K&iie  had  pouted  and 
Netted  a  little,  and  Lawrence  had  grumbled  at 
being  forbidden  to  smoke,  and  given  way  for  a 
while  to  a  sort  of  lazy  illhumour,  which  his  mother 
laughed  at  and  nobody  minded.  But  this  was  aU ; 
they  were  none  of  them  in  the  habit  of  teazing 
eadi  other,  contradicting  for  contradiction's  sake, 
or  in  any  way  provoking  outbreaks  of  temper,  at 
least  in  any  intentional  manner.  A  very  energetic 
earnest  person  might  have  been  provoked  by  Lam- 
bert's timid  hesitations,  Lawrence's  quiet  selfish- 
ness, Eanny's  heedless,  awkward  ways,  and  Katie's 
airs  and  graces.  Even  Edgar's  indifference  and 
reserve  would  have  been  trying  to  such  an  one,  and 
most  of  all  would  they  have  been  annoyed  by  the 
''laissez  aller"  system  of  the  mother  of  the  family, 
whose  easy  indulgence  knew  no  bounds,  and  who 
found  matter  for  amusement  in  what  most  people 
would  have  regarded  as  occasions  for  anxiety  and 
watchful  care.  Gyneth,  though  not  particularly 
energetic  or  active-minded,  could  not  help  being  a 
little  annoyed — and  still  more  grieved — at  some 
things  she  observed  in  her  home.  She  had  ex- 
pected to  find  home  discipline  rather  hard  at  first, 
she  found  herself  rendered  uncomfortable  by  the 
wont  of  it ;  she  had  anticipated  annoyance  from 
Lambert's  domineering  tendencies,  she  found  her- 
self getting  out  of  patience  with  him  for  being  too 
backward  in  interfering,  and  she  began  to  think 
tiiat  the  temper  that  had  been  reckoned  so  sweet 
was  really  less  so  than  that  of  her  brothers  and 
sisters ;  for  none  but  herself  seemed  to  be  fidgeted 
by  the  general  unpunctuality  whenever  her  father 
was  absent,  or  displeased  by  Katie's  waywardness 
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and  Panny'8  rude  epeeches.  Lambert's  inflaesice 
was  so  silent  that  she  did  not  always  perceiTe  its 
workings,  or  acknowledge  its  beneficial  effects,  she 
had  yet  to  learn  how  much  more  contranly  thingB 
would  go  when  this  influence  was  withdrawn^ 
though  that  it  could  not  be  entirely,  for  even  when 
he  was  absent,  **  what  Bertie  liked,"  "  what  Bertie 
would  disapprove,"  was  foremost  in  the  minds  of 
both  Fanny  and  Edgar.  She  never  owned  to  her* 
self  that  she  was  disappointed  in  her  mother,  but 
perhaps  she  was  so,  she  could  not  make  up  her 
mind  about  her,  and  that  is  always  unsatisfactory. 
It  was  difficult  to  her  to  understand  how  so  much 
real  goodness  and  tenderness,  so  much  right  piin^ 
ciple  and  sweet  feeling,  coidd  co-exist  with  such 
easy  indifference  about  many  important  matters, 
such  a  lack  of  noble  enthusiasm,  such  a  wellnigh 
worldly  tone  of  mind ;  and  she  shrank  &om  ana- 
lysing her  mother's  character,  because  it  was  her 
mother's  and  so  too  sacred  for  criticism,  she  pre- 
ferred stifling  down  her  unsatisfied  feelings,  and 
trying  to  dwell  only  on  the  bright  side,  and  very 
bright  that  was,  of  Mrs.  Deshon's  sayings  and 
doings.  But  this  vague  sense  of  disappointment 
and  doubt  had  one  very  decided  consequence,  it 
prevented  her  from  breaking  through  her  habitual 
reserve  in  her  mother's  favour,  and  opening  her 
heart  to  her  freely ;  she  gave  her  warm  affection, 
and — so  flEur  as  it  lay  in  her  power — most  dutiful 
service,  but  she  did  not  give  her  her  confidence. 

She  did  not  withhold  it  fi^m  h^  to  give  it  to 
some  one  else,  she  merely  kept  complete  silence 
on  the  subject  that  was  nearest  her  heart,  a  dull 
drooping  lonely  feeling  oppressed  her,  and  perhaps 
she  gave  way  to  it  more  than  was  right,  but  she 
never  sought  to  ease  it  by  complaint ;  if  a  secret 
inward  bitterness  gave  at  moments  an  appearance 
of  irritation  to  her  manner,  she  repented  of  it  as  a 
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fyiure  in  temper,  and  never  even  to  herself  etcused 
it  »8  springing  from  tinhappiness.  Why  sbould 
she  be  unhappy?  there  was  no  outward  yisible 
cause,  she  had  on  the  contrary  many  reasons  to  be 
glad  and  thankful ;  therefore  she  was  not  unhappy, 
—BO  she  argued, — only  cross,  or  foolish  or  unrea- 
sonable, or  something,  it  was  better  to  leave  that 
^  something"  undefined^  She  wrote  to  her  grand- 
mother twice  eveiy  week,  and  entered  very  fiilly 
into  the  detail  of  all  that  was  seen,  done,  and  reaa, 
in  the  fomily,  taking  the  cheerful  side  of  every- 
tiiing,  thinking  how  she  could  best  make  granny 
smile  over  her  home  chronicle,  and  best  enable  her 
to  picture  to  herself  her  child's  new  surroundings. 
Very  pretty,  loving,  and  sometimes  very  clever 
letters  those  were ;  so  old  Mrs.  Deshon  thought 
you  may  be  sure,  so  Lewis  Orantham  perhaps 
thought  too,  when  now  and  then,  as  a  great  pri* 
vilege,  he  was  permitted  to  read  them.  But  nei- 
ther these  letters,  nor  those  which  Gyneth  wrote 
to  her  friend  Eose,  who  returned  home  a  day  after 
the  presentation  of  colours,  contained  any  confes- 
sion of  secret  dissatisfaction,  any  appeal  for  sym- 
pathy. The  kind  grandmamma's  answers  Ghyneth 
looked  forward  to  as  weekly  treats ;  she  had  had 
one  this  morning,  and  had  read  it  before  Lawrence 
returned  from  Karbourmouth,  and  set  her  to 
translate  a  German  love-poem.  Thus  the  letter 
ran: — 

'*Mt  BEAldBST  OHitJ), 

"  I  hastened  down  this  momtug  anticipating 
a  letter,  and  was  not  disappointed :  thank  you  for 
y'our  welcome  news,  your  letters  give  me  a  fuUer 
impression  of  your  home  life  than  I  can  glean 
from  Eose's  or  your  cousin's  descriplaonB,  though 
my  white-robed  nymph,  as  Lewis  described  her  to 
me,  is  a  pleasant  image  this  gloomy  day.    Take 
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care  of  yourself,  my  precious  one,  during  this  vary- 
ing autumn  weatner,  and  do  not  think  it  fine 
ladyism  to  guard  against  damp,  for  it  has  often 
proved  hurtful  to  you.  Those  long  walks  on  the 
beach  with  your  brothers  can  scarcely  be  prae- 
ticable  just  now ;  I  have  even  been  prevented  this 
week  from  taking  my  daily  trot  to  the  Duomo,  but 
yesterday  morning  there  was  a  kindly  gleam  of 
sun  which  I  was  glad  to  take  advantage  of.  It 
was  early,  and  I  went  in  at  your  favourite  en- 
trance, the  western  door,  and  walked  round,  it  was 
a  pecidiarly  happy  moment  for  the  Hght,  and) 
certainly,  I  never  saw  the  beauty  of  the  farther 
chapels,  and  the  fine  arches  that  support  the  roof 
so  majestic  in  its  effects.  Mr.  Bumaby  was  there, 
but  not  taking  an  active  part,  since  Bose  returned 
he  has  had  another  attack  of  bronchitis.  I  like 
Mr.  WilHs's  manner  in  the  service  more  and  more, 
it  is  so  peculiarly  quiet  and  devout,  indeed,  he  is 
altogether  good.  Lewis  Hkes  him  particularly, 
and  even  our  little  mischievous  Bose  has  ceased  to 
be  witty  at  his  expense,  and  seems  to  stand  rather 
in  awe  of  him  as  well  as  being  ready  to  honour 
him  for  his  sterling  goodness.  It  appears  he  is 
expecting  his  mother  from  abroad  shortly,  a  very 
gay  lady,  we  hear,  very  unlike  him  in  any  way ; 
Bose  seems  most  anxious  for  her  to  arrive ;  poor 
child,  I  daresay  she  finds  us  dull  afber  her  lively 
weeks  at  Harbourmouth.  She  has  been  mucn 
shut  up  with  her  father  since  she  returned,  and 
has  scarce  had  any  companions  but  Mr.  Willis, 
who  as  you  know  is  habitually  grave,  and  myself 
who  would  fain  cheer  her,  but  can  but  prose  about 
the  little  matters  that  fill  up  an  old  lady's  life. 
Lewis  wakes  me  up  sometimes'  to  an  interest  in 
public  affairs,  by  his  readings  from  the  papers,  and 
calculations  of  what  the  real  schemes  may  be  of 
that  mysterious  Louis  Napoleon.     I  listen,  happy 
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not  to  be  a  ruler,  or  even  to  have  to  make  an 
opinion  on  the  |>uzzliii^  question  of  politics.  He 
will  be  taking  His  holiday  soon,  I  think,  and  talks 
of  visiting  Brittany ;  I  tell  him  he  must  collect 
some  Breton  legends  for  you.  I  shall  miss  him 
Teiy  much,  his  talk  opens  up  so  many  subjects  to 
me^  of  which  I  hear  nothing  from  anyone  else ; 
our  little  Eose  remarked  to  me  yesterday  that '  he 
was  the  most  suggestive  person  she  knew  ;*  I  can 
see  that  she  quite  enjoys  her  weekly  chats  with 
him.  She  has  given  me  a  most  picturesque  de« 
Bcription  of  your  pretty  Greek  friend,  but  her 
chief  enthusiasm  is  for  your  mother,  on  whose 
kindness  to  her  she  continuaUy  dwells. 

"TeU  papa  his  letter  was  most  welcome,  and 
shall  be  replied  to  ere  long,  I  am  not  unmind^  of 
his  wish  to  have  me  among  you  for  a  time,  but 
cannot  leave  home  just  now,  I  have  let  Eliza  go  to 
nurse  her  father,  who  is  dangerously  ill,  and  I 
cannot  leave  the  care  of  the  house  to  Anne,  who 
is  a  good  girl,  but  so  giddy  that  she  needs  an 
older  head  to  think  for  ner.  I  trust,  however,  to 
come  to  you  before  the  winter  sets  in,  I  long  to 
see  and  know  all  my  dear  children.  Tell  the  dear 
German  student  that  he  must  keep  a  comer  of  his 
heart  for  the  Gross-mutter,  how  amusing  must  he 
be  to  you !  and  clever  little  Eanny,  too,  with  her 
droU  sayings.  Eliss  my  blue-eyed  Edgar  for  me, 
and  my  tiny  unknown  grandchild,  who  Lewis  tells 
me  is  the  little  coquette  of  the  house. 

"  My  love  is  witn  you  all.  I  am  ever  my  pre- 
dotts  child's  loving  grandmother, 

"Jane  Deshon." 

Her  grandmother's  visit  was  something  pleasant 
for  Gyneth  to  look  forward  to,  and  this  letter 
brougnt  a  vision  of  the  dear,  gentle,  old  lady,  most 
distinctly  before  her,  but  nevertheless  she  drew 
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from  its  peniBal  almost  more  sadness  than  comfort.' 
Her  mind  would  ^eryerselj  dwell  on  that  sentence 
about  Bose*s  enjoyment  of  Lewis's  talks,  and 
though  she  told  herself  that  this  was  as  it  should 
be,  and  that  she  ought  to  be  pleased  at  it,  she  did 
not  make  much  progress  in  attaining  a  proper  de- 
gree of  satisfac^on.  She  felt  unaccountably  de- 
pressed, and  so  dissatisfied  with  herself,  so  humbled, 
and  despondent,  that  as  she  sang  Mendelssohn's 
pathetic  "  Parting"  song,  she  could  scarcely  pre- 
Yent  the  tears  from  springing  to  her  eyes. 

^*That  is  delicious,"  said  Lawrence,  sentimen- 
tally ;  *^  chantez  encore  !  here  is  '  Tais-toi^  man 
cceur.'*     Try  that ;  it  is  very  easy." 

G-yneth's  voice  was  scarcely  strong  enough  for 
a  second  song,  nor  did  she  care  for  this  French  air, 
and  at  another  time  would  have  thought  the  words 
great  rubbish ;  but  now  the 

'  Souffiie  en  silence,  et  d^vore  tes  lormes, 
Tais^oi,  mon  oanir,  mon  pauvre  ccBur,  taisotoi,* 

seemed  rather  congenial  counsel 

Lambert  came  in  while  she  was  singing,  looking 
as  if  he  had  something  to  ask,  but  accepted  the 
"  tais-toi"  as  an  admonition  to  silence,  and  refrained 
from  interrupting.  G-yneth  hurried  through  the 
last  verse,  and  closed  it  abruptly. 

'*  Do  you  want  anything,  Bertie  ?"  she  inquired, 
going  up  to  him. 

"  Yes,  I  am  come  to  make  a  claim  on  your  in- 
dustry, if  you  don't  mind.  I  made  acquaintance 
with  a  poor  little  boy  the  other  day,  who  said  he 
would  like  to  come  to  the  Sunday  school,  only  his 
clothes  were  too  ragged.  I  mentioned  it  to  Mr. 
Weatherhead,  and  Miss  Weatherhead  has  made 
him  a  neat  little  tunic ;  but  it  seems  that,  though 
big  enough  otherwise,  the  arm-holes  are  so  tight 
that  he  can't  get  it  on.     He  has  no  kind  mother 
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or  friend  to  alter  it  for  Mm,  and  does  not  like  to 
complain  to  '  the  Sector's  young  lady'  that  her 
work  doesn't  fit;  so  he  has  come  to  me  in  his 
dilemma." 

**  Oh,  I  see ;  where  is  the  little  garment  P  And 
the  poor  child,  is  he  here  ?    Shall  I  speak  to  him  P" 

She  was  quite  animated  already;  real  useful 
work  was  so  much  more  cheering  than  doing  no- 
thing except  devounng  her  tears,  or  some  such 
woebegone  occupation. 

She  went  out  mto  the  passage,  where  the  child 
was  standing ;  a  ragged  little  mortal  enough,  but 
with  a  capitis  pair  of  strong  new  boots  on,  which 
he  seemed  to  be  contemplating  with  peculiar  satis- 
faction. 

"pid  Miss  Weatherhead  giro  you  those?" 
asked  &yneth,  when  she  had  examined  the  ill-fit- 
ting tunic. 

^  No,  'im  give  me  them,"  replied  the  child,  whose 
phraseology  waa  not  of  the  most  grammatical  de- 
scription ;  and  a  finger  pointed  at  Lambert  indi- 
cated  the  "  'im"  in  question. 

G^neth  gave  her  brother  a  radiant  look,  and 
gratified  the  child  by  warm  admiration  of  his 
ekauMure,  Half-an-hour's  steady  work  rectified 
the  mistake  in  the  structure  of  the  little  coat;  and, 
pieantime,  Lambert  patiently  superintended  the 
urchin  in  spelling  luVw»y  through  "John  i«  a 
good  man,"  ''  I  have  a  big  dog,"  and  diyers  other 
easy  sentences,  suitable  &r  novioes  in  the  art  of 
reading. 

It  chanced  that,  in  the  course  of  their  afternoon 
walk,  G-yneth  and  Lambert  met  Augusta  Weather- 
head  and  her  father,  and  joined  company  with 
them ;  and  Augusta  took  occasion  to  inioim  ^  Mr. 
Deshon "  that  she  had  bestowed  a  tunic  on  his 
proteg^,  and  that  she  had  just  seen  him  in  it, 
''  looking  quite  respectable." 


222  X  MAIDEN  OP  OITB  OYTSf  DAT, 

"  It  really  fits  remarkably  well,  too,"  said  Mr. 
Weatherhead,  smiling ;  "  my  little  girl  may  begin 
to  reckon  tailoring  among  her  accomplisnments, 
may  she  not  ?" 

Gyneth  looked  studiously  away  from  Lambert, 
and  inquired  politely  if  this  were  Miss  "Weather- 
head's  first  experiment  in  the  art. 

**  Oh,  no,  I  have  made  seyeral  little  coats  lately,*' 
replied  Miss  Gussie. — Gyneth  secretly  hoped  that 
they  were  not  all  too  small  in  the  arm-noles. — 
**  Perhaps  you  don't  patronise  that  kind  of  work. 
Miss  Deshon  ?" 

"  It  is  not  in  your  line,  I  suppose  ?"  said  Mr. 
Weatherhead ;  goodnaturedly,  but  rather  as  if  he 
imagined  her  to  be  a  helpless  fine  lady. 

She  was  too  gentle  to  be  indignant  at  the  impu- 
tation, too  proud  to  defend  herself  from  it.  "  I 
cannot  pretend  to  any  peculiar  skill  in  needlework, 
certainly,"  she  answered,  sHghtlj  smiling. 

Mr.  Weatherhead  turned  to  Lambert  with  some 
comment  on  Mr.  Parry  and  his  plans,  and  Augusta 
and  Gyneth  walked  on  together. 

"  "What  do  you  do  all  day,  Miss  Deshon  ?"  in- 
quired Gussie.  "I  am  so  curious  to  know  what 
a  young  lady's  life  is  like  under  ordinary  circum- 
stances." 

"  Too  commonplace  to  be  worth  describing,  if  I 
may  take  mine  as  the  type,"  replied  Gyneth ;  "  so 
much  reading,  so  much  walking,  so  much  talking, 
and  so  much  working,  with  music  and  visitors  to 
fill  up  the  intervals." 

"But  no  doubt,  as  the  eldest  daughter,  you 
must  be  very  useful." 

"  No,"  said  Gyneth,  quietly. 

"  And  you  know  a  great  many  languages,  and 
read  a  great  many  deep  books,  don't  you  ?" 

"  No,"  said  Gyneth,  again. 

Augusta  was  puzzled,  and  mused  for  a  moment 
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in  silence.  Then  she  said,  abruptly,  "Do  you 
know.  Miss  Deshon,  I  heard  that  you  were  yery 
clever,  and  that  you  had  an  exceedingly  clever 
cousin,  a  lawyer,  who  made  you  read  all  sorts  of 
difficult  books  with  him,  and  discussed  poHtics 
with  you." 

"  I  have  a  clever  cousin,"  said  &yneth,  laughing, 
though  a  little  confusedly-,  "but  he  is  not  very 
partial  to  feminine  politicians,  and  I  don't  think 
ever  tried  to  make  me  one." 

"  He  is  your  first  cousin,  is  he  not  ?" 

"  Oh,  no,  fourth  or  fifth,  something  almost  be- 
yond reckoning,  as  we  are  not  Irish.'* 

Augusta  apparently  noted  down  this  fact  in  her 
memory,  and  then  went  on, 

"  How  delightful  it  must  be  to  have  leisure  for 
cultivating  one's  mind!  I  never  seem  to  have 
time  for  reading,  especially  when  G-eoffiw  is  at 
home,  as  he  is  now.  Not  that  I  begrudge  the 
time  I  spend  on  Am,"  she  added,  hastily. 

"  Oh,  1  am  sure  you  do  not !  Poor  little  fellow ! 
it  must  be  a  pleasure  to  feel  you  are  so  useful  to 
him.  May  I  come  and  see  him  some  day?  or 
does  he  dislike  strangers  ?" 

"  Not  at  all :  I  am  sure  he  will  be  delighted  to 
see  you.  He  judges  of  people  by  the  voice ;  and 
yours  is  so  soft,  it  will  be  certain  to  please  him. 
Do  pray  come  and  see  us  soon." 

"  rerhaps  you  will  come  and  take  tea  with  my 
little  girl,  some  night?  She  would  enjoy  that, 
would  you  not,  G-ussie  ?"  said  Mr.  Weatherhead, 
turning  round.  "  We  are  going  home  to  tea  now ; 
could  you  come  with  us  at  once  ?" 

"You  forget  that  Miss  Deshon  hasn't  dined 
yet,  papa,"  said  Augusta,  frowning  at  him ;  such 
an  unceremonious  invitation  did  not  at  all  accord 
with  her  notions  of  propriety. 

"  Oh,  that  would  not  matter  in  the  least,"  said 
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Gjneth,  ''but  unfortunately  we  ezpect  some 
fnendg  to  dinner  to-day»  and  mamTna  would  not 
like  me  to  be  absent.*' 

"  Would  to-morrow  suit  you  better  P"  pursued 
Mr.  Weatherhead,  innocently  unoonscious  of  his 
dau^ter's  objections. 

*' Thank  you,"  hesitated  Qrneth,  apologetically ; 
^  but  I  believe  I  am  engagea  to  an  eyening  party 
at  the  Estcourts'." 

''And  the  next  eyening  your  concert  at  the 
messroom  is  to  come  off,  is  it  not  ?  How  gay  you 
military  people  are!**  said  the  Sector,  laughing. 
"  I  see  it  IS  useless  to  press  you  to  name  a  day ; 
we  mu9t  content  ourselvea  with  a  general  invita- 
tion, must  we  not,  Gussie  ?" 

"I  have  not  often  so  many  engagements,  in- 
deed," said  &yneth.  "  We  have  many  quiet  weeks, 
have  we  not,  ^Bertie  ?" 

Sut  the  Sector  shook  his  head  with  a  good-na- 
tured incredulous  snule,  and  Ghyneth  felt  that  he 
esteemed  her  a  very  dissipated  young  lady  indeed. 
He  was  less  likely  than  ever  to  enlist  her  among 
his  workers;  she  seemed  positively  doomed  to 
uselessness.  The  G^uerillas  would  liave  welcomed 
her  into  their  ranks  certainly ;  but  then  both  her 
principles  and  her  sympathies  forbade  her  to  join 
them.  The  '^  active  dutim,"  the  ''  matters  of  obe- 
dience,'* which  were  to  help  her  to  turn  visions 
into  realities,  had  not  come  before  her  yet,  or  she 
thought  they  had  not ;  and  the  daily  course  of  her 
Ufe  seemed  to  her  so  frivolous,  that  to  look  forward 
to  a  continuance  of  it  was  positive  pain. 

"  You  look  tired,  &yneth,**  said  W  brother,  as 
they  turned  hoanavards;  *'I  am  a&aid  we  have 
wfi^ed  too  far.'* 

"  Oh,  no,  indeed,  it  is  not  that,  and  I  was  so 

flad  to  take  this  walk  with  you ;  we  so  seldom 
ave  a  tite-^tite^  and  now  that  you  are  going  away. 
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too.  But  the  fact  is,  Bertie,  I  am  tired  of  every- 
tlung.*' 

He  looked  so  astonished,  that  she  felt  ashamed 
of  having  made  such  an  avowal. 

^  I  suppose  it  is  naughty  of  me  to  say  such-  a 
thing,  ana  still  more  to  feel  it ;  but  yet,  tell  me 
honestly,  can  I,  ought  I  to  be  satisfied  with  my 
outward  Hfe,  such  as  it  is  now  ?" 

"  I  should  hope  not,"  he  said  so  quaintly,  that 
she  smiled ;  but  she  saw  he  had  not  taken  **  satis- 
fied" in  the  sen^e  she  meant. 

"  I  know,"  she  went  on,  "one  ought  not  to  be 
BO  satisfied  with  any  phase  of  earthly  life  as  not  tb 
yearn  towards  something  better ;  but  I  mean  that 
my  present  mode  of  existence  does  not  satisfy  my 
ideas  of  right,  does  not  approve  itself  to  my  con< 


science." 


"Do  you  mean  that  you  feel  you  are  not 
thoroughly  fulfilling  its  auties, — not  *  turning  aU 
tasks  to  cnarity,'  as  one  should  do  ?  Yes,  I  know 
that  feeling,  and  how  weary  it  makes  one  of  one- 
self." 

"  No,  I  didn't  mean  that,  though  I  have  felt 
that  too.  What  I  meant  was,  that  I  have  no  real 
duties,  or  next  to  none." 

His  look  of  wonderment  was  as  grave,  and  quite 
as  innocent  as  little  Edgar's,  she  fdt  indescribably 
rebuked  by  it. 

"  How  do  you  define  duty  ?"  he  inquired,  in  a 
puzzled  tone. 

"  Doing  what  one  ought,  what  one  knows  to  be 
right,  not  thinking  of  pleasure,  or  letting  oneself 
be  drifted  about  by  circumstances — ^but  I  know 
that  is  not  a  real  definition,  teU  me  exactly  what 
you  think  about  it." 

''I  cannot  pretend  to  make  a  clear  definition, 
either,  but  our  own  individual  duty  seems  to  me 
to  consist  in  keeping  strictly  in  the  path  of  *  good 
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works  which  God  hath  before  ordained  that  we 
should  walk  in/  not  making  work,  in  short,  but 
accepting  it  as  it  comes  before  lis." 

"  And  sitting  with  one's  hands  before  one  until 
it  does  come !  Bertie,  I  don't  understand  that,  how 
would  many  of  the  noble  things  that  have  been 
done  have  been  accomplished,  if  people  had  waited 
till  circumstances  pointed  them  out  as  neces- 
sary?" 

"  I  wasn't  thinking  of  circumstances  only,"  said 
Lambert,  quietly. 

"I  beg  your  pardon,"  she  said  with  humility,"! 
was  too  hasty ;  tell  me  what  is  your  ideal  of  a  lifb 
of  real  duty  ?" 

"Tou  remind  me  of  the  words  of  a  Erench 
writer,  who  also  quotes  the  text  I  have  just  alluded 
to,  *  nous  sommes  tous  port&  de  nous  faire  un 
iddal  de  la  vie  chr^tienne,'  but  is  it  not  almost 
better  to  have  no  ideal,  but  to  trace  out  that  life 
step  by  step  according  as  we  are  guided  ?" 

"  And  not  to  dramatise  one's  me  to  oneself  as 
one  is  too  apt  to  do,  but  to  go  on  simply  fix>m 
hour  to  hour,  only  recalling  the  past  so  as  to  be 
penitent  for  its  shortcomings,  and  not  thinking 
what  one  will  do  in  the  future,  but  putting  all 
one's  might  into  one's  present  task !  Yes,  you 
are  rightT  Bertie,  that  is  the  best  way  of  liVkg, 
and  G-eorge  Herbert,  you  know,  has  told  us  that 
we  should  be  happy 

'  If  though  thou  didflt  not  beat  thy  futoro  brow^ 
Thou  couldst  well  see 
What  present  things  required  of  thee,' 

but  sometimes  one's  heart  sickens  of  those  '  pre- 
sent things  !' " 

"  Our  *  present ,  thing  *  should  be  to  hasten 
home,"  said  Lambert,  showing  her  his  watch ; 
"  papa  will  not  like  us  to  be  late." 
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"  No,  and  I  am  glad  obedience  is  sncli  a  plain 
duty,  one  must  at  least  be  right  in  that !" 

"  And  you  will  help  to  keep  up  obedience  amon^ 
the  younger  ones,"  said  Lambert ;  '^  I  am  so  glad 
to  know  that." 

"  I  will  try ;  but,  Bertie,  don't  expect  too  much 
&om  my  influence,  it  will  never  be  naif  so  potent 
as  yours  ;  I  shoidd  be  happier  if  I  felt  I  could  be 
of  use  to  the  little  ones,  but  I  can't,  I  am  of  no 
use  to  anybody  now,  since  I  have  left  grandmamma, 
whose  love  made  my  little  services  valuable." 

That  forlorn  lonely  feeling  at  her  heart  gave  to 
her  words  a  deeper  regret  than  she  had  intended, 
and  Lambert  looked  quite  concerned. 

"You  must  not  fancy  we  do  not  value  you, 
Q-yneth,"  he  said,  "  nor  underrate  your  influence 
with  the  children." 

"  No,  no,"  she  said ;  *'  you  think  too  well  of  me ; 
do  not  please  fancy  I  imagined  myself  *  unappre- 
ciated.' I  mean  that  I  cannot  do  good  to  any 
one,  because  I  am  not  good  myself,  and  I  do  not 
always  even  see  clearly  where  the  right  is,  so  how 
can  I  help  others  to  find  it  ?" 

"  But  you  will  see,  though,"  he  answered ;  "  for 
you  are  not  wilfuUy  blind :  and  Q-yneth,  do  not 
despair,  for — let  me  say  it — *  Such  as  are  gentle 
them  shall  He  learn  His  way.'  " 


CHAFFEE  XVL 

"  Then  read  from  the  treasured  yolume 
The  poem  of  thy  choice; 
And  lend  to  the  rhyme  of  the  poet 
The  beauty  of  thy  voice." 

lX>VQVSXiU3fW. 

|HE  regimental  concert  proved  a  most 
brilliant  success,  and  tne  Bosses  and 
Mr.  Armstrong  were  so  happy  in  their 
triumph  that  it  was  impossiole  not  to 
sympathize  with  them.  Qjneth,  though  under  her 
mother's  careful  chaperonage,  sat  near  enough  to 
Photin^  to  be  the  recipient  of  her  expressions  of 
delight  as  one  performer  after  another  got  credita- 
bly through  his  part,  and  Mrs.  Deshon  even  al- 
lowed herself  to  be  beguiled  into  letting  G^yneth 
and  her  brothers  join  a  supper-party  at  the  !EU)8ses' 
afterwards.  A  very  merry  party  it  was,  for  all 
the  guests  were  young,  and  most  of  them  in  high 
spirits ;  even  Anthony  condescended  to  be  socia- 
ble, and  Gyneth  found  herself  stimulated  by  the 
general  atmosphere  of  drollery  into  a  little  shy  fun 
which  was  the  more  appreciated  as  coming  from  a 
damsel  so  habitually  grave  in  demeanour.  She 
would  not  have  had  courage  for  it  if  Lambert  had 
not  been  beside  her,  but  while  his  quiet  smile  fol- 
lowed up  her  words,  she  felt  secure  of  not  having 
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gone  too  far,  and  if  he  would  only  have  talked  a 
Uttle  more  himeielf,  she  would  have  been  quite  con- 
tent. 

She  made  an  engagement  with  Photin^e  that 
evening  to  read  "  Idylls  of  the  King "  (which 
had  but  lately  appeared)  with  her,  and  on  the 
afternoon  of  the  day  on  which  Lambert  returned 
to  college,  she  set  forth  with  little  Edgar  for 
the  Bosses'  house.  She  found  Photin^  reclining 
on  some  cushions  spread  in  the  balcony  of  a 
back  window  which  overlooked  the  rector's  gar- 
den, and  there  she  herself  was  soon  likewise  in- 
stalled, while  Edgar  after  listening  for  a  time  very 
patiently  to  the  adventures  of  Enid  and  G-eraint, 
was  at  length  attracted  by  a  telegraphic  invitation 
from  Horace  Weatherhead,  and  ootained  leave 
from  his  sister  to  go  round  and  join  him. 

Ghyneth  and  her  friend  gave  but  one  glance  at 
the  disagreeable  "  Vivien,"  and  then  by  mutual 
consent  passed  on  to  "  Maine ;"  they  read  aloud 
by  turns,  sitting  close  together  so  that  both  could 
see  the  book,  Photin^'s  left  arm  round  Gyneth's 
waist,  and  the  two  graceful  heads  so  close  to  one 
another  that  the  black  and  brown  hair  mingled. 
Gyneth  was  the  reader  when  they  came  to  those 
words  of  Elaine's — 

•*  Not  to  be  with  you,  not  to  see  your  face ; 
Alas  for  me  then,  my  good  days  are  done.*' 

And  unconsciously  she  emphasized  Lancelot's 
reply— 

"  *  Nay,  noble  maid,*  he  answered,  *  ten  times  nav, 
This  is  not  lore :  but  love's  first  flash  in  youth. 
Most  common  :  yea  I  know  it  of  mine  own  self : 
And  you  yourself  will  smile  at  your  own  self 
Hereafter,  when  you  yield  your  floww  of  life 
To  one  more  fitly  yours,  not  thrice  your  age.' " 
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"  Pity  it  didn't  turn  out  so,"  said  a  frank  voice 
from  the  room  behind  her,  and  turning  round  she 
saw  Mr.  Armstrong  standing  near  the  window. 

"  Yes,  she  dies,  doesn't  she  P  She  is  the  same 
as  the  Lady  of  Shallot  I  suppose?"  said  Ghyneth, 
ignoring  the  conventional  "  how-d'ye-do  "  m  the 
interest  of  the  subject. 

"Exactly;  you  will  hear  how  'Death  like  a 
friend's  voice  from  a  distant  field  approaching 
through  the  darkness  called;'  the  description  of 
her  floating  down  the  river  in  the  barge  *  paUed 
with  blackest  samite '  is  the  prettiest  part,  pray 
go  on  to  it,  don't  let  me  interrupt." 

"  Then  sit  down  and  be  quiet,"  said  Mrs.  Boss, 
in  a  plajrftiUy  imperious  manner,  "  we  can't  spare 
you  any  cushions,  but  you  may  take  that  ottoman. 
!Now,  ma  mie,  go  on."- 

But  G^yneth  had  no  mind  to  read,  now  that  her 
audience  was  increased,  so  Photin^  took  the  book 
and  read  a  few  lines  here  and  there,  making  poor 
Elaine  and  her  father  and  brother  speak  like 
foreigners,  till  she  saw  Mr.  Armstrong  smiling, 
whereupon  she  insisted  on  his  turning  reader 
himself. 

He  gave  with  all  due  pathos  the  passage — 

"  Then  rose  the  dumb  old  senritor,  and  the  dead 
Steer'd  by  the  dumb  went  upward  with  the  flood — 
In  her  right  hand  the  hly,  in  her  left 
The  letter — all  her  bright  hair  streaming  down — 
And  all  the  coverUd  was  cloth  of  gold 
Drawn  to  her  waist,  and  she  herself  in  white 
All  but  her  fiioe,  and  that  clear-featured  &oe 
Was  lovely,  for  she  did  not  seem  as  dead 
But  £ut  aisleep,  and  lay  as  though  she  smiled." 

"Winding  up,  however,  with — "Miss  Deshon,  do 
you  think  she  had  any  business  to  die  P" 

Gyneth's  "no,"  was  interrupted  by  Photinfe, 
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who  eagerly  exclaimed,  *^  Of  course  she  had,  her's 
was  a  *  gran  passione,'  what  could  she  do  but  die, 
poor  thing?  You  are  too  prosaic,  Mr.  Arm- 
strong." 

"  Am  I  ?  No,  I  don't  think  so,  for  I  can  see 
that  Miss  Deshon  agrees  with  me ;  she'd  have  done 
a  great  deal  better  to  have  gone  on  making  her 
father's  tea," — "  What  an  anachronism!  they  didn't 
drink  tea  in  those  days,"  murmured  Gyneth  de- 
precatingly,-"  and  n4^  poor  woi^ded  Sir 
Torre,  wouldn't  she  now.  Miss  Deshon  ?" 

"Yes,"  said  G^yneth,  " it  was  cowardly  to  die; 
I  do  not  like  her  half  so  weU  as  Enid." 

"  Ah,  I  was  sure  you  would  not.  J£  she  had 
married  somebody  else  now  like  a  sensible  maiden." 

But  G-yneth  and  Photin^  both  exclaimed  against 
this. 

^  There  was  no  need  for  her  to  marry  at  all," 
said  Oyneth.  "  She  ought  to  have  had  courage  to 
Hve  single,  and  content  herself  with  her  father's 
and  her  brother's  love." 

"  But  could  she  do  that  ?"  exclaimed  Photinfe. 
"  Ah,  no,  my  little  Gyneth,  who  could  have  courage 
to  live  as  a  forsaken  maiden  P  I  am  sure  I  could 
not,  could  you  ?" 

Gyneth's  colour  came  involuntarily,  a  vivid 
scarlet  glow,  so  palpable  that  Mr.  Armstrong 
hastened  to  say  warmly,  ^'  Miss  Deshon  will  never 
be  put  to  the  test,  I  am  sure." 

"Present  company  are  always  excepted,  you 
know,"  said  Gyneth  recovering  herself,  "  and  we 
are  talking  not  of  any  real  person  ^but  of  Elaine, 
who  after  aU  was  not  a  forsaken  maiden,  for  Lance- 
lot was  never  hers  at  all  except  in  her  own 
fancy.  If  she  had  had  more  pride  she  would  have 
been  so  angry  with  herself  lor  her  mistake  that 
her  loneliness  afterwards  would  only  have  seemed 
fitting  penance." 
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"  Whicli  would  have  made  her  more  imoomforta- 
ble  than  ever,  poor  thing !  Miss  DeshcNO^  you  are 
very  stem,  remember  *  pride  in  love'  was  not 
thought  of  in  those  days  ;  Ghriselda  and  all  those 
old  heroines  haven't  a  scrap  of  pride  among  them." 

"  No,  that  is  true ;  I  never  Hked  Griselda  till  I 
read  Halm's  version  of  her  story  in  his  play  of 
'  Qrisildis,'  he  has  given  her  that  degree  of  self- 
respect  which  is  I  suppose  the  right  form  of  pride." 

"  I  thought  pride  was  wrong  altogether,"  said 
Mr.  Armstrong ;  *'  except  to  be  sure  one  hears  of 
'proper  pride,'  is  that  the  same  as  your  'self- 
respect,'  Miss  Deshon  ?" 

"  I  suppose  so,  and  whatever  it  may  be  called,  I 
think  it  a  very  necessary  quality." 

"And  you  think  no  woman  who  possesses  it 
need  succumb  beneath  a  disappointment?  You 
despise  those  who  do  ?" 

"  I  don't  beHeve  they  exist ;  women.  English- 
women at  any  rate,  are  not  so  weak  as  poets  and 
romance  writers  would  make  them  out.  I  am 
disappointed  in  Tennyson,  I  thought  he  at  least 
would  have  scorned  to  take  such  a  silly  heroine 
for  his  theme." 

"  Ah,  you  are  a  cold  northern !"  said  Photin^, 
shaking  her  head  at  Gyneth.  "  She  has  not  one 
bit  of  romance  in  her  composition,  Mr.  Armstrong ; 
positively  she  read  those  lines 

^  She  lifted  up  her  eyes 
And  loved  him  with  that  love  which  was  her  doom,* 

as  drily  as  if  they  had  been  a  sentence  in  the  newB- 

Saper,  and  then  she  pursed  up  her  Htde  mouth 
Lsdainfully,  and  said, '  What  nonsense !'    Ah  we 
shall  see,  she  will  not  say  that  always  !" 

"  Shall  I  not  ?"  said  G-yneth  smiling,  and  as  she 
saw  Mr.  Armstrong's  eye  fixed  on  her,  as  well  as 
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Photin^'B,  she  fronted  them  both  serenely  with 
the  same  brave  smile  of  innocence. 

Then  she  rose  up  and  said  she  must  summon 
Edgar,  for  it  was  time  to  go  home. 

"  No,  no,  no,  you  must  not  go  yet,"  cried  Pho- 
tin^  eagerly,  '*  see  now,  I  have  a  charming  plan. 
Frederick  is  going  to  dine  at  mess  to-night,  to  meet 
some  naval  friends  of  his,  so  you  and  the  dear  little 
one  shall  stay  with  me,  and  we  will  ask  all  the 
little  Weatherheads  to  come  in  and  have  a  '  severe 
tea '  with  us ;  the  poor  blind  child  likes  to  hear  me 
sing,  and  you  shall  play  to  him,  and  we  will  be  so 
happv.  X  ou  cannot  have  the  heart  to  say  '  no '  to 
me,  though  you  are  such  a  stem  wise  lady !" 

*'  But  I  must,  I  am  i^raid,"  said  Ghyneth.  "  Papa 
would  not  like  me'  to  stay  out  so  long  without  hav- 
ing settled  it  beforehand,  they  will  think  Eddie 
and  I  are  lost,  and  be  coming  to  look  for  us." 

"  But  you  shaU  write  a  note  and  tell  them  where 
you  are.  Yes,  now,  do  be  kind ;  only  think  how 
duU  that  poor  little  Miss  Weatherhead  is !  There 
she  has  been  for  the  last  half  hour  walking  up  and 
down  beside  her  brother's  wheeled  chair,  and 
stretching  up  her  neck  to  look  at  us,  thinking 
us  highly  improper,  I  daresay." 

Gyneth's  eyes  asked  why  so  innocently  that 
Mrs.  Boss  laughed. 

"  Ah,  it  is  you  she  is  wondering  at !  She  can't 
think  how  you  can  sit  and  read  poetry  with  a  mis- 
guided  little  foreigner  and  a  young  officer,  instead 
of  making  useful  clothes — oh  such  ugly  ones !  for 
aU  the  poor  children.  We  must  ask  her  to  bring 
in  some  work  this  evening,  and  a  volume  of  Mr. 
Pusey's.  Or  is  she  not  in  that  line  ?  I  always 
forget," 

"  You  are  very  naughty,  Photinfe,"  saidOyneth. 
''  I  shall  not  lend  vou  that  book  of  Dr.  Pusey's 
that  you  asked  me  for,  if  you  make  such  malicious 
remarks." 
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**  Tea,  yes,  you  will,  you  are  a  darling.  Now, 
come,  wnte  your  note,  and  one  of  the  eeryants 
Bhall  take  it.  Perhaps  I  had  better  go  and  ask 
the  rest  of  my  company ;  for  if  my  little  Horace 
comes  he  will  want  some  *  jolly  tarts  '  and  things, 
and  I  must  send  for  some." 

"  Then  you  will  want  your  servant  to  go  into 
the  town ;  so  I  shall  take  Miss  Deshon*s  note,'* 
said  Mr.  Armstrong. 

"  Oh,  no,  thank  you,"  said  G-yneth,  laying  down 
the  pen ;  "  and  now  I  think  of  it,  Photin^,  there 
will  be  time  for  Edgar  and  me  to  go  home  and 
speak  to  mamma,  and  come  back  to  tea,  that  will 
be  much  the  best  plan." 

But  Photin^  would  not  hear  of  this ;  she  hid 
away  Gyneth's  bonnet  with  the  air  of  a  mischier- 
ous  kitten,  and  domineered  oyer  the  conclusion  of 
the  note  with  such  pretty  caressing  sauciness,  that 
it  was  impossible  to  be  provoked  vdth  her. 

"  I  am  so  sorry  to  trouble  you,"  said  Gyneth, 
apologetically,  as  Mr.  Armstrong  held  out  his 
hand  for  the  note. 

"  Do  you  think  it  is  anything  but  a  pleasure  ?" 
he  answered,  with  the  most  direct  look  of  admira- 
tion that  she  had  ever  received  firom  him. 

"  Tou  are  very  kind,"  she  replied,  with  rather 
distant  politeness. 

He  went  on  his  errand,  and  Mrs.  Boss  flitted 
off  to  the  rector's  to  give  her  invitation,  returning 
ere  long  with  the  announcement  that  Miss  Wea- 
therhead  would  be  very  happy ;  and  thought  she 
might  answer  for  her  father's  consent  to  the  little 
ones  being  of  the  party  also. 

^^  They  begged  to  keep  Edgar  until  nearer  tea* 
time ;  so  I  said  he  might  stay,"  concluded  Pho- 
tin^.  "  I  thought  you  wouldn't  mind,  and  I  can 
enjoy  a  little  quiet  talk  with  you  now  that  we 
have  got  rid  of  poor  Mr.  Armstrong.  Tell  me, 
how  is   the   dear    grandmamma?     I  was    disap- 
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pointed  in  the  cousin,  he  was  not  half  so  lively 
as  I  expected." 

"  No,  he  was  graver  than  usual  that  evening.  I 
think  he  was  preoccupied.  Grandmamma  is  quite 
well,  I  had  a  letter  from  her  this  morning.  A 
Mrs.  "Willis,  a  mother  of  one  of  the  minor  canons, 
is  just  come  to  stay  with  him,  and  is  making  a 
great  sensation  in  the  Close.  G^randmamma  says 
she  has  taken  a  great  fancy  to  Eose,  and  they  are 
constantly  together;  but  I  don't  think  granny 
quite  fancies  her,  and  she  says  Lewis  doesn't  like 
her  at  all." 

^'Ah,  he  is  fastidious,  the  cousin,  I  could  see 
that.  I  don't  think  he  liked  me ;  he  treated  me 
only  to  his  compauy  smHe,  and  surface  conversa- 
tion ;  little  Miss  Bumaby  seemed  to  be  the  fa- 
vourite." 

"  Yes,  he  likes  her  very  much.  I  hope  you  were 
pleased  with  her,  Photinfe?  I  wanted  you  to 
Ukeher." 

"  Ah,  so  I  do,  she  is  very  bright,  and  like  one  of 
your  wild  roses ;  but  G-yneth,  I  am  vexed  with 
that  cousin,  he  has  no  eyop  !" 

"  For  you?'*  said  Gyneth,  taking  refuge  in  jest. 
^  It  was  very  stupid  of  him  not  to  admire  you 
certainly;  but,  iaaeed,  I  did  not  think  you  nad 
been  so  vain." 

"  Naughty  child !"  said  Mrs.  Boss,  "  you  know 
VOTy  well  wnat  I  mean,  but  I  will  not  teaze  you. 
I  want  to  read  you  a  letter  from  my  sister,  mv 
little  Avoola.  Ah  !  it  looks  unintelligible,  does  it 
not  ?  but  I  will  translate." 

The  letter  was  chiefly  about  one  *  Marco,'  a 
brother  of  Photin^e's,  who  seemed  from  what 
Avoola  said  to  be  iu  a  state  of  serious  discontent, 
and  very  much  inclined  to  join  in  a  conspiracy 
for  procuring  the  iudependence  of  the  Ionian  Isles. 

"You  see,"  explained   Photinde,  breaking  off, 
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"  my  poor  Marco  is  about  twenty,  very  handsome, 
very  clever,  very  strong,  with  the  heiurt  of  a  pa- 
triot, were  he  bom  an  Englishman  he  would  make 
a  name  for  himself,  but  our  young  Greeks  have  no 
future,  no  outlet  for  their  ambition ;  to  live  poor 
and  idle  on  their  little  estates,  or  to  become  rich 
traders,  is  the  only  prospect  they  have :  what  are 
the  grand  ambitious  hearts  to  do  ?  They  either 
grow  cold  and  hard,  or  break  with  disappoint* 
ment." 

"  That  is  very  sad,"  said  &yneth,  with  real  in- 
terest ;  '*  can  nothing  be  done  to  help  it  ?  Could 
not  your  brother  come  to  England  ?  There  might 
be  some  opening  for  him." 

*^  That  IS  just  what  Erederick  proposes,  and  I 
mean  to  write  and  urge  it,  my  Marco  must  not  be 
left  to  ruin  ;  but  I  doubt  if  he  will  come,  and  he  is 
only  one  among  many ;  even  in  my  own  family  there 
are  five  sons,  Avoola  and  I  are  the  only  daughters.*' 

**  And  are  you  the  eldest  ?** 

"  Yes  ;  she  is  only  fifteen,  but  she  is  wise  and 
good,  fiur,  far  better  than  L  I  should  like  to  have 
her  to  stay  with  me,  biit  she  cannot  be  spared. 
Frederick  nas  sent  for  my  two  little  brothers, 
Anastatius  and  Stephanos,  he  is  going  to  put 
them  to  school  here  in  lEbigland,  and  he  wants 
Marco  to  come  over  with  them.  He  is  so  good  to 
me !  he  has  made  my  people  his !" 

The  eyes  full  of  happy  and  grateful  tears  were 
so  sweet  that  Gyneth  felt  almost  vexed  at  the 
gathering  dimness  which  made  the  lovely  face  op- 
posite to  her  so  indistinctly  visible;  they  had 
withdrawn  from  the  balcony  and  closed  the  win- 
dow, for  nuld  as  was  the  October  afternoon,  now 
that  evening  was  approaching  the  air  was  too 
damp  for  comfort.  So  they  sat  together  on  the 
sofa  m  the  dusky  twilight,  Photin^  describing  her 
Cephalonian  home  with  its  simple  pleasures  and 
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deep  anxieties  and  sorrows,  Gyneth  listening  with 
eager  sympathetic  interest,  till  the  two  were  as 
completely  friends  as  though  they  had  known  each 
other  from  childhood,  except  that  the  confidence 
was  not  mutual,  for  G'yneth  though  receiving  it 
gladly  had  given  none  in  return.  But  yes,  she 
had  made  one  avowal,  she  had  told  of  her  lettiBr  to 
the  newspaper  in  behalf  of  the  Greeks  and  Mr. 
Gladstone,  and  in  repeating  its  contents  to  Pho- 
tinde  and  hearing  her  delighted  enthusiastic  com- 
ments, she  had  forgotten  to  say  that  she  was  very 
much  ashamed  of  it,  and  very  sorry  she  had  ever 
written  it. 

Presently  the  door  opened^  and  some  one  entered 
with  a  light ;  it  was  Captain  Boss,  and  with  him 
was  Mr.  Armstrong. 

^  I  have  done  your  commission,"  said  the  latter 
gentleman  to  Cometh,  ^  though  I  did  not  go  to 
your  house,  for  1  met  the  Colonel  half  way,  and  he 
told  me  that  Mrs.  Deshon  was  out,  and  said  I 
might  give  the  note  to  him.  He  had  no  objection 
to  your  staying  with  Mrs.  Boss,  and  begged  me  to 
tell  you  that  he  would  send  the  carriage  for  you 
at  nine  o'clock." 

"  Much  too  early,"  said  Fhotin^. 

"  So  I  told  him,  but  he  said  something  about 
'  liking  early  hours,'  and  'his  little  boy's  bedtime,'  so 
I  could  not  venture  on  any  further  remonstrance." 

"0,  thank  you,  Mr.  Armstrong,  I  am  much 
obliged  to  you,"  said  Gyneth,  "  you  will  have  had 
quite  enough  of  us  by  nine  o'clock,  Photinfe." 

*'  No  indeed,  that  will  still  leave  me  a  solitary 
hour  or  two  before  Captain  Boss  comes  back. 
What  a  tardy  messenger  you  are,  Mr.  Armstrong, 
you  have  been  away  quite  a  long  time." 

"Ah,  but  the  delay  was  *no  for  naething,'  I 
have  been  home  to  my  quarters,  and  in  to  the 
town,  and  see  what  I  have  brought !" 
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He  borrowed  Captain  Boss's  candlestick,  and 
displayed  by  its  light  a  pile  of  small  circular  pink 
boxes,  which  on  being  opened,  proved  to  be  full 
of  the  choicest  crystallized  sweetmeats.  "  Do  you 
think  Master  Horace  wiU  find  these  joUy  ?"  he  in- 
quired. 

"  I  should  rather  think  so,"  said  Captain  Boss, 
helping  himself  to  some,  and  holding  out  one  at  a 
little  distance,  &om  his  wife's  mouth,  as  if  she 
were  a  singing-bird  whom  he  was  enticing  with 
sugar.  "  ^mstrong  is  a  wise  man,  and  knows 
who  likes  sugarplums." 

"  Tou  shall  have  a  whole  box  for  yourself,  Mrs. 
Ross,"  said  Mr.  Armstrong,  laughing,  "  but  I  want 
to  make  a  scramble  with  the  rest,  if  you  don't 
mind." 

"  You  want !  you  will  be  safe  at  mess  by  the 
time  tea  is  over,  and  I  can't  let  you  do  it  before 
tea,  for  you  wiU  spoil  the  children's  appetites." 

"  But  I'm  not  going  to  mess,  I'm  going  to  be  a 
good  little  boy,  and  have  tea  with  you,  please." 

"  Est-il  possible  ?  After  getting  my  own  man- 
kind safely  out  of  the  way,  and  thinking  I  was 
going  to  enjoy  myself  in  peace,  here  comes  another 
man  and  says  he's  going  to  stay  to  tea  with  me  ! 
It's  too  bad,  I  worCt  be  hospitable,  I'll  be  cross 
and  disagreeable,  and  say  you  shan't  stay." 

^'  O,  but  do  let  me,  please,  Boss  said  I  might," 
urged  Mr.  Armstrong,  k  a  piteous,  babyish,  plead- 
ing tone,  irresistibly  comic ;  "  Miss  Deshon,  do  in^- 
tercede  for  me." 

"  No.  I  think  you  ought  to  go  to  mess,"  Gy- 
neth  answered  smiling. 

"  You'd  better  come,  Armstrong,"  said  Captain 
Boss,  "  they're  going  to  have  milk  and  water  and 
thick  bread  and  butter,  you  may  depend.  That's 
the  orthodox  juvenile  fare,  isn't  it  ?  and  if  you're 
wise  you'll  steer  clear  of  it." 
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"No,  I  like  it,  thank  you,"  said  the  youBg 
officer,  seating  himself  on  the  ottoman,  which 
seemed  especially  appropriated  to  him,  and  hold- 
ing up  the  box  01  sweetmeats  to  Mrs.  Boss.  "  I'm 
going  to  make  a  compact,  and  seal  it  with  bon- 
bons, it  is  that  I  am  to  be  considered  as  a  little 
boy  for  this  evening, — only  exempt  firom  pinafores, 
please! — and  to  be  allowed  to  *  behave  as  sich,' 
petted  and  patronized  if  I  am  good,  and  turned 
out  of  the  room  if  I  am  *  naughty.*  '* 

'^  Then  is  it  to  be  Master  Armstrong,  or  Master 
Francis  ?"  inquired  Mrs.  Boss  maliciously. 

"  No,  simply  Frank,  Miss  Edgeworth's  good  lit- 
tle boy,  you  know,  whom  everybody  likes ;  there, 
I  knew  you  would  be  kind  ana  let  me  stay,  I  am 
BO  much  obliged  to  you,"  and  he  really  looked 
quite  grateful. 

"  Very  well,  now  that  affair's  settled,  I'll  go  and 
dress,"  said  Captain  Eoss ;  "  good-bye,  Frank,  be- 
have pretty,  my  dear ;  I  trust  to  you.  Miss  De- 
shon,  to  keep  him  in  order." 

He  went  away,  and  after  ringing  for  lights,  and 
begging  Gyneth  to  excuse  her  for  a  minute,  his 
wife  followed  him. 

Gyneth  took  up  a  half-finished  slipper  which 
lay  on  the  table,  and  worked  away  industriously, 
talking  the  while  on  general  subjects,'  till,  as  Mr. 
Armstrong  handed  her  a  skein  of  floss  silk  which 
she  had  dropped,  he  said,  "  Do  you  like  that  pat- 
tern ?  I  chose  it,  Mrs.  Boss  gave  me  a  number 
to  choose  firom,  and  I  thought  this  the  prettiest, 
but  I  am  sorry  to  say  she  finds  it  a  very  trouble- 
some one." 

"  Is  it  for  you,  then  ?"  said  Gyneth,  in  surprise, 
"  I  thought  it  was  for  Captain  Boss." 

"  I  shouldn't  have  told  you,  but — I — I  mean — I 
shall  like  it  so  much  better  now !" 

^  Not  if  I  put  in  the  wrong  shade  of  silk,  as  I 
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really  believe  I  am  doing,"  said  Gyneth,  "  however, 
it  wul  be  easily  unpicked." 

"  Oh  don't,  please,  I  would  so  mudi  rather  have 
it  left  as  it  is.' 

"  But  so  would  not  I,"  replied  Grneth,  tryii^  to 
laugh  off  her  embarraaBment,  "  for  I  meant  to  help 
Mrs.  Sobs  in  her  work,  not  to  spoil  it ;  you  can 
find  the  right  shade,  please,  while  I  unpick  this." 

She  gave  him  the  box  of  silks,  and  applied  her- 
self to  the  task  of  undoing  what  she  nad  done, 
while  he  eyed  her  ruefully  as  if  each  stitch  that 
was  taken  away  were  the  withdrawing  of  a  per- 
sonal favour. 

Poor  fellow !  it  is  to  be  feared  that  she  thought 
him  very  silly,  and  was  rather  glad  that  the  arrival 
of  the  tea-tray  gave  her  an  excuse  for  putting 
away  the  work  altogether,  just  as  the  right  silk 
was  found. 


CHAPTEE  XVn. 


;.  NTEE  a  train  of  small  Weatherheads ; 
first.  Miss  O-ussie,  leading  by  the  hand 
poor  little  Geofirey,  a  thin  ptie  child, 
with  wide  open  eyes  which  only  the 
want  of  expression  betrayed  to  be  BightlesB,  theii 
Horace  ana  the  tiny  one  of  all,  then  Nelly  and 
Kitty,  two  rosy  little  maidens;  and  lastly,  the 
youngest  boy  and  his  twin  sister,  accompanied  by 
Edgar  Deehon.  Mrs.  Alban  Soas  had  insisted  ou 
having  the  whole  party,  though  Augusta  rather  de- 
precated her  entertaining  "such  a  host,"  and  bad 
warned  her  that  the  little  ones  were  very  trouble- 
8ome,  "  for  poor  papa  was  so  indulgent  be  quite 
spoiled  them  all." 

Mr.  Armstrong  redeemed  his  credit  in  G-yneth's 
eyes  by  the  kindlmess  with  which  he  took  the  little 
blind  boy  under  hia  protection,  and  the  unwearied 
actirity  and  goodhumour  which  he  ehowed  in  sup- 
plying all  the  manifold  wante  of  the  youthfiil 
gueatfl ;  cutting  cake,  spreading  jam,  sugaring  milk 
and  water,  and  tying  pinafores  as  deftly  as  if  he 
had  served  an  apprenticeahip  in  a  well  populated 
nursery. 
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"You  are  quite  aufait  at  cluldren's  tea-partiee, 
I  see,"  she  observed  to  him,  as  he  helped  her  to 
pile  cushions  on  a  chair  so  as  to  bring  little  Mary 
Weatherhead  on  a  level  with  the  table. 

"  Why,  the  fact  is,  I  have  two  or  three  little  sis- 
ters, who  are  usually  ignored  by  their  elders,  and 
kept  in  durance  vile  by  a  nurse  and  a  governess, 
so  whenever  I  am  at  home  I  make  it  my  business 
to  ^te  the  small  creatures,  and  find  out  what 
pleases  them.  I  should  like  you  to  see  the  eldest, 
my  sister  Angela,  she  is  a  perfect  little  beauty." 

Augusta  was  rather  surprised  at  finding  a  young 
officer  of  the  party,  and  assumed  a  little  additional 
dignity  in  couBequence  of  Us  presence,  looking 
scandalised  when  Mrs.  Eoss  called  him  "  Frank," 
and  allowed  him  to  pour  out  the  tea  for  her,  and 
contemptuous  when  she  saw  how  he  hung  upon 
Gyneth's  words,  and  followed  her  admiringly  with 
hia  eyes  as  she  flitted  about  among  the  little  ones. 

"  Papa  is  so  sorry  to  lose  your  brother,  Miss 
Deshon,"  she  remarked  while  they  were  still  ga- 
thered round  the  tea-table,  "  he  says  he  was  quite 
invaluable  at  the  night-school,  and  he  cannot  find 
any  one  to  replace  him.  He  and  Mr.  Mayhew — 
the  curate — will  have  to  do  aU  the  teaching  them- 
selves now,  and  that  is  very  hard  upon  them. 
I  think  it  is  almost  a  pity  papa  undertook  the 
scheme." 

"  Oh,  but  it  was  so  good  of  him,  and  we  may 
hope  it  will  be  really  of  use  to  the  poor  boys,"  said 
Q-yneth :  "  will  no  one  come  forward  to  help  ? 
surely  there  must  be  some  who  are  willing." 

**  A  Mr.  Morgan,  the  son  of  a  banker  in  the  tovm, 
did  say  he  might  perhaps  manage  to  come  on  Wed- 
nesdays; but  papa  can  get  no  one  to  take  the 
Priday  evening  class  that  your  brother  had." 

"  Lambert  Hked  it  so  much,  he  was  quite  sorry 
to  have  to  give  it  up  so  soon,  but  there  \&  some- 
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thing  of  the-same  kind  at  Cambridge,  and  he  has 
been  asked  to  take  a  class  there.  However,  that 
will  not  help  the  school  here ;  I  am  so  sorry,  I 
wish  I  were  a  man !  Some  more  honey  did  you 
say,  Nelly?" 

She  jumped  up  to  get  it,  but  Mr.  Armstrong  was 
beforehand  with  her,  and  as  he  put  the  honey  into 
the  plate  she  held,  he  contrived  to  say  in  a  low 
voice,  '*  Miss  Deshon,  wiU  it  do  as  well  if  there 
is  a  man  ready  to  undertake  all  you  would  wish  to 
do  if  yoM  were  a  man?'* 

"  I  don't  understand,"  she  said  timidly ;  "  thank 
you,  that  is  enough  for  NeUy,"  and  she  went  back 
to  her  place. 

But  the  next  time  he  had  an  excuse  for  coming 
near  her,  he  went  on,  "  What  should  you  say  if  I 
offered  myself  as  a  teacher  at  the  night  school?" 

"  That  it  would  most  likely  be  a  welcome  assist- 
ance to  Mr.  Weatherhead,"  she  replied. 

"  And  what  reward  would  you  give  me  for  act- 
ing in  obedience  to  your  wist  ?  I  should  not  ask 
much,  the  least  kind  word  would  be  sufficient." 

His  eagerness  made  her  shy  and  vexed  her,  but 
recovering  herself  she  laughed  with  merry  mischief 
and  said, "  I  should  show  you  a  sentence  in  Edgar's 
copybook,  *  Virtue  is  its  own  reward !'  " 

The  honest  open  face  became  so  downcast  that 
she  felt  afraid  she  had  been  rude  and  added  has- 
tily, "Mr.  Armstrong,  I  mean  that  to  do  right 
things,  good  things,  makes  one  so  happy  that  one 
wants  no  other  recompense.  K  you  really  think 
of  teaching  in  the  night  school,  I  am  sure  it  must 
be  from  a  better  motive  than  a  wish  to  please  me 
or  anybody  else." 

He  looked  haLP-acquiescent  at  her  first  sentence, 
but  her  last  words  brought  a  look  of  inexpressible 
mortification.  He  turned  abruptly  away,  and  pro- 
posed a  game  of  dominoes  with^orace  and  Eitty, 
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not  speaking  to  &ynetli  again  for  some  miantes, 
or  venturing  on  any  more  allusions  to  the  night 
school,  till  quite  towards  the  end  of  the  evening. 

Augusta  began  to  take  him  into  £ftvour,  and 
moderated  her  rather  sharp  orders  to  the  children, 
when  she  saw  how  they  astonished  him,  and  how 
perfectly  courteous  he  was  himself  to  even  the 
very  least  of  the  little  ones.  He  was  a  great 
strong  man,  but  as  gentle  as  a  woman — more  gentle 
than  many  women  it  might  be  added — and  was 
the  most  delight^l  playmate  that  the  childr^i 
could  have  had,  for  he  seemed  not  to  have  a  thought 
of  his  own  dignity,  and  lent  himself  goodnaturedly 
to  all  their  fiin,  even  obliging  Horace  by  acting 
"  Gulliver  and  the  Lilliputians,"  lying  down  upon 
the  ground,  and  letting  the  children  swann  over 
him,  only  mildly  remonstrating  when  little  Mary 
set  her  foot  upon  his  fftce. 

When  they  were  quite  tired  out  with  romps  he 
quieted  them  all,  and  seated  them  iu  a  row  with 
demure  Edgar  at  their  head,  to  listen  to  Mrs. 
Boss's  singing. 

6eoffi<e^  lay  on  a  couch  near  the  piano,  and  it 
was  beautiful  to  see  the  sudden  lightmg  up  of  his 
face  at  the  first  notes  of  Photin^e's  song.  She  had 
never  sung  more  brilliantly  than  she  did  now  to 
this  youth^  audience,  and  occasionally  Mr.  Arm- 
stronV.  deep  ba«s  was'made  effective  ii  a  duett. 

Meantime  Qyneth  and  Augusta  Weatherhead 
fitting  together  beside  G^eoffipey's  couch,  were 
steadily  ^ideavouring  to  become  better  ac<|uainted, 
though  there  was  so  little  afiSnity  in  then*  tastes 
and  opinions,  that  an  increase  of  intimacy  did  not 
seem  likely  to  be  productive  of  much  pleasure  to 
either. 

'*  As  you  are  so  anxious  to  be  of  use,  Miss  De- 
shon,  why  don't  you  ask  papa  to  give  you  a  dis- 
trict P"  said  Augusta  patronisingly ;  ''I  know  he 
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IB  in  want  of  some  lady-yisitors  now,  for  there  are 
one  or  two  particularly  goad  districts  vacant,  and 
such  as  a  lady  can  go  to.*' 

'^  I  think  I  would  rather  have  a  particularly  bad 
one,  if  I  were  a  visitor,'*  said  Q-yneth  impulsively, 
then  seeing  Augusta's  look  of  horror,  and  feeling 
that  her  hasty  words  were  likely  to  be  miscon- 
strued, she  added  blushing,  "  I  mean  the  bad  people 
want  helping  the  most,  the  good  can  do  without 
lis,  know  better  than  we— at  least  than  I — do 
most  likely ;  but  I  am  merely  speaking  theoreti- 
cally, I  have  only  visited  a  very  little,  under  grand- 
mamma's direction,  I  shouldn't  be  fit,  I  am  a&aid, 
to  take  a  district,  and  I  am  sure  papa  would  not 
let  me." 

"  Oh,  of  course  then  it  is  out  of  the  question," 
said  Miss  Qussie  in  her  superior  tone,  "but  it 
never  occurred  to  me  that  you  would  think  your- 
self  too  young,  I  am  accustomed  to  visit  poor 
people  constantly,  and  I  am  more  than  two  years 
younger  than  you,  I  confess  I  don't  see  any  such 
great  difficulty  in  it." 

"  But  then  Mr.  Weatherhead  no  doubt  goes  with 
you  very  often,  and  you  can  always  go  to  him  for 
advice,  and  get  him  to  tell  you  what  to  do  and 
say," — Augusta  be  it  observed  looked  slightly  in* 
Biuted  at  this  supposition-^"  that  makes  it  so  dif- 
ferent; and  besides,  though  you  are  younger  I 
daresay  you  have  more  judgment  and  experience 
than  I,  I  have  never  had  to  act  on  my  own  respon- 
sibility much,  I  should  be  a&aid  of  making  misn 
takes." 

To  Q-ussie  such  a  fear  was  incomprehensible, 
she  began  to  think  Gyneth  very  foolish. 

"  And  yet  you  said  if  you  had  a  district  you 
should  like  it  to  be  a  very  bad  one  1"  she  observed 
with  innumerable  notes  of  exclamation  in  her 
voice. 
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Ghyneth  felt  the  shame  well  known  to  sensitive 
people  when  they  have  uttered  something  which 
they  had  better  have  kept  to  themselves,  and  which 
thej  find  it  impossible  to  explain  to  their  auditor's 
satisfaction.  "  I  did  not  mean — I  was  not  think- 
ing of  pleasure — ,"  she  faltered,  "  only,  that,  one 
longs  to  do  something  for  bad  people.  But  I  know 
it  is  not  for  girls  like  me  to  attempt  it,  we  should 
only  do  harm."   ^ 

She  broke  off,  unwilL'ng  to  confide  more  of  her 
real  meaning  to  so  unsympathising  a  listener,  but 
her  heightened  colour  and  eager  moiunful  eyes 
attracted  Fhotinde's  attention,  and  coming  to  ner 
and  leaning  over  her  caressingly,  she  inquired, 
"  What  are  you  grieving  your  little  heart  about 
now,  carissima  P  you  will  make  yourself  old  before 
your  time  if  you  think  so  much." 

"  No  fear  of  that,"  said  &yneth,  summoning  a 
smile,  *'  but  we  shall  make  this  little  man  sad  with 
our  ffl*ave  talk:  you  would  like  another  song, 
woulii't  you,  Gheofeey  P" 

"Mrs.  Koss  said  you  could  play,"  replied  the 
child,  '*  would  you  please  play  a  sweet  tune  P  not 
drum,  drum  and  then  a  buzz." 

"A  most  graphic  description  of  some  people's 
music,  but  not  of  yours.  Miss  Deshon,  I  can  an^ 
swer  for  it,"  laughed  Mr.  Armstrong,  and  Q-yneth 
went  to  the  piano  and  played  from  memory  such 
sweet  simple  melodies  as  she  thought  most  likely 
to  please  poor  little  Geofirey,  unconscious  that 
Augusta  mentally  stigmatized  them  as  "  easy  little 
things,  which  any  baby  could  play." 

After  this,  the  children  were  enticed  into  re- 
newed romps  by  a  shower  of  sweetmeats,  for  which 
they  scrambled  as  eagerly  and  merrily  as  Mr.  Arm- 
strong could  possibly  desire.  Even  the  quiet  Ed- 
far  took  a  prominent  share  in  the  scramble,  and 
eing  very  fond  of  sweet  things,  was  about  to  cram 
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some  of  his  spoils  into  his  mouth  at  once,  when  a 
sudden  thought  seemed  to  strike  him,  and  jump- 
ing up,  he  offered  all  that  he  had  collected  to  G-eof- 
frej,  pressing  them  into  his  hand  with  a  cordial 
invitation  to  **  eat  them  all  up,  every  bit." 

"I  told  Bertie  I  never  would  be  fifreedy  any 
more,"  he  whispered,  as  G-yneth  kissed  him,  and 
iBsisted  on  his  sharing  wftli  her  fiom  a  hakdful 
^hich  Mr.  Armstrong  had  given  her;  and  she 
thought  him  so  very  good  that  perhaps  she  showed 
it  more  than  was  quite  wisa 

A  less  blindly-admiring  sister  might  have  been 
pained  by  the  unchildlike  gravity  of  his  thoughts 
and  ways,  as  compared  with  those  of  the  other 
children,  and  even  the  partial  Ghyneth  would  have 
been  glad  to  see  more  heartiness  in  his  play,  and  a 
more  companionable  disposition  altogether.  He 
joined  gravely  in  the  game  of  "  I  have  a  Httle  dog, 
and  it  shan't  bite  you,"  which  Mr.  Armstrong  set 
going  when  the  sweetmeats  were  disposed  of,  and 
danced  contentedly  round  in  the  ring,  keeping  fast 
hold  of  Gyneth's  hand,  till  at  length  the  handker- 
chief being  dropped  on  his  arm  with  the  words  "  it 
shall  bite  vou,"  he  was  obliged  to  leave  the  circle 
and  take  nis  turn  in  announcing  the  intentions  of 
the  supposititious  "  little  dog."  He  walked  round 
at  a  meaiJured  pace,  which  did  not  suit  the  lively 
Horace,  and  so  aggravated  Augusta  by  thinking  it 
necessary  to  preface  every  announcement  of  "it 
shan't  bite  you"  with  the  repetition  of  "  I  have  a 
little  dog"  that  at  length  she  exclaimed  impa- 
tiently, "  You  needn't  say  that  every  time,  Edgar, 
you  can  say  it  once  for  all,  it  makes  the  game  so 
dreadfully  tedious,"  whereupon  the  little  gentle- 
man blushed  rosy  red,  and  dropping  the  handker- 
chief on  the  floor,  retreated  from  the  game  altoge- 
ther, observing  in  a  quiet  dignified  voice,  "  I  shan't 
play  now." 
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"  Husb,  Eddie,"  said  Qyneth,  "  you  don't  mean 
tliat,  come  back,  darling,  we  are  waiting  for  you." 
But  the  little  fellow  did  not  move,  and  going  up  to 
him  she  whispered  a  more  earnest  remonstrance. 
It  was  of  no  use,  he  steadfastly  declined  to  play 
any  more,  and  she  could  see  that  the  refusal  pro- 
ceeded quite  as  much  from  pride  as  shyness.  Nor 
was  it  of  any  avail  that  Mr.  Armstrong  and  Mrs. 
Ross  added  their  intreaties  to  hers :  he  remained 
obstinate,  and  GTyneth  went  back  to  the  game, 
ashamed  of  his  perverseness,  and  vet  not  willing  to 
own  that  he  was  in  fault.  She  lelt  almost  indig- 
nant with  Horace's  blunt  "  Let  him  alone,  he'H  be 
aU  right  when  he's  sulked  a  little,  and  then  we'll 
have  some  jolly  game  that  he'U  like,"  and  though 
she  tried  to  jom  heartily  in  the  play  for  the  sake 
of  the. other  children,  her  eyes  would  keep  turning 
wistfully  to  where  the  obstiaate  little  brother  sat 
in  his  offended  dignity.  Mr.  Armstrong  thought 
such  sweet  sisterliness  ver^r  charming ;  tenderness 
towards  little  children,  animals,  and  all  weak  de- 
pendent creatures  formed  a  marked  quality  in  his 
ideal  of  perfect  womanhood,  if  Gyneth  had  scolded 
Edgar  after  Augusta  Weatherhead's  fashion,  his 
admiration  for  her  would  have  been  incalculably 
lessened. 

As  it  was  he  approached  her,  and  said  ia  his 
frank  pleasant  voice,  "  Miss  Deshon,  I  am  begin- 
ning to  see  that  I  deserved  a  reproof  for  what  I 
said  about  the  night-school,  and  I  freely  ffive  up  all 
pretensions  to  a  reward,  but  you  know  the  sturdy 
old  Northmen  did  not  disdain  to  owe  their  best 
inspirations  to  their  women,  so  I  hope  you  will 
allow  me  to  be  glad  that  I  derived  this  good  im- 
pulse from  you." 

"Then  you  really  mean  to  teach?"  she  said, 
looking  up  with  sucn  manifest  interest  as  gratified 
him,  though  it  was  chiefly  for  the  school's  sake. 
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"Tes,  if  Mr.  Weatherhead  will  have  me,  and 
cannot  find  anybody  better,  but  I  should  have 
thought  that  Parry, — " 

"  Papa  did  mention  the  subject  to  Mr.  Pany," 
said  Augusta,  whose  quick  ear  had  overheard 
what  was  not  precisely  meant  for, her,  "but  he 
said  he  had  something  of  his  own,  which  he  called 
'  a  Bible  class,'  on  IViday  evenings,  and  did  not 
wish  to  give  that  up." 

"It's  a  pity  he's  so  independent,"  said  Mr. 
Armstrong,  who  could  not  but  perceive  that  the 
zeal  of  his  brother  officer  outran  his  discretion ;  "  he 
would  be  a  splendid  fellow  if  he  were  not  so  self- 
opinionated,  one  can't  help  honouring  him  when 
one  sees  how  steadily  he  keeps  to  what  he  thinks 
right  without  minding  all  tne  quizzing  he  gets, 
not  to  mention  harder  trials.*' 

"  "Will  they  not  quiz  you  if  you  teach  in  this 
school?"  inquired  Mrs.  Boss. 

"Oh,  but  no  person  of  common  sense  would 
mind  that,"  exclaimed  Augusta. 

"  Then  I  am  deficient  in  that  article,"  said  the 
candid  Mr.  Armstrong,  "for  I  do  mind  being 
quizzed,  there  is  nothing  I  dislike  more :  however, 
fortunately  one  is  not  obliged  to  give  way  to  one's 
little  weaknesses." 

"Have  you  ever  taught  in  a  school  before?" 
inquired  Augusta,  with  a  business-like  air,  as  if 
she  felt  bound  to  examine  into  the  capabilities  of 
this  aspirant  for  parish  employment. 

"  Once,  when  I  was  at  home  for  a  time,  waiting 
to  be  nominated  to  a  regiment,  I  taught  in  the 
school  which  my  father  has  established  for  the  lads 
in  his  factory." 

"  Oh !"  an  expressive  "  oh,"  betraying  intense 
astonishment  at  such  a  voluntary  allusion  to  the 
paternal  button-maker. 

Gyneth,  who   thoroughly  enjoyed   Mr.  Arm- 
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strong's  honesty,  smiled  brightly,  and  said,  "  Then 
you  have  the  advantage  of  some  previous  experi- 
ence ;  that  will  make  you  all  the  more  useful. 

So  he  had  won  "  the  kind  word"  afber  all !  Per- 
haps he  derived  more  encouragement  from,  it  than 
was  meant,  for  his  attentions  became  so  pointed 
that  G-yneth  could  no  longer  fail  to  understand 
them.  She  grew  shy  and  confused  again,  and  was 
glad  when  the  arrival  of  the  carriage  put  an  end 
to  them  for  the  evening,  though  Edgar  had  not 
yet  redeemed  his  credit  in  the  eyes  of  his  little 
companions  by  becoming  "aU  right"  again  as 
Horace  had  predicted ;  and  the  good  sister  was 
ashamed  of  tne  sullen  nod  which  was  all  the  fare- 
well he  deigned  to  bestow  on  Augusta  Weather- 
head.  She  did  not  take  the  opportunity  of  their 
being  alone  together  during  the  drive  home  to  up- 
braid him,  but  when  a  little  later  he  came  to  her 
room  to  bid  her  good-night,  as  she  was  taking  off 
her  bonnet,  she  said  kindly,  "  Dear  Eddie, '  sister* 
could  not  help  being  sorry  to  see  you  so  ready  to 
take  offence ;  you  will  thmk  of  it  when  you  say 
your  prayers  by-and-by,  will  you  not  ?" 

He  hid  his  face  in  her  shawl  in  a  passion  of 
tears,  and  when  she  tried  to  kiss  him  ran  away  to 
his  ovm  room.  Poor  little  man!  she  felt  sure 
that  the  next  letter  to  Lambert  would  contain 
terrible  self-accusations,  and  wished  she  had  known 
how  to  spare  him  them  by  checking  his  little  fit  of 
naughtiness  in  the  beginning,  as  Bertie  would 
have  done. 

On  descending  to  the  drawing-room  she  found 
her  father  reading  at  the  table,  her  mother  nursing 
a  headache  on  the  sofa,  and  Lawrence  sitting  by 
the  fire  looking  particularly  bored.  Clearly  some- 
thing had  gone  wrong  with  him,  and  Qyneth 
looked  from  him  to  her  father,  and  wondered  to 
herself  whether  the  slight  firown  on  Colonel  De- 
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8hon*8  brow,  and  the  half-stem,  half-sad  expression 
round  his  mouth,  had  any  connection  with  Law- 
rence's ill  humour,  or  were  merely  the  result  of  a 
perusal  of  the  first  volume  of  "  tVoude's  History 
of  England."  She  went  softly  behind  him,  and 
peeped  over  his  shoulder  at  the  book,  to  see  whe- 
ther he  had  got  to  a  disagreeable  bit,  or  was 
coming  to  one  of  her  favourite  passages ;  he  felt 
the  touch  of  the  sofb  hand  on  his  arm,  and  drew  it 
within  his  own.  "I  don't  read  quite  so  fast  as 
you,  my  dear,  you  see,"  he  said.  "  Did  you  have 
a  pleasant  evening  ?" 

"  Tes,  on  the  whole ;  Mrs.  Boss  was  very  kind 
and  sang  so  beautifully,  and  the  little  Weather- 
heads  are  very  bright  nice  children.  Tou  did 
not  mind  my  staying,  papa  ?" 

"Not  at  all,  I  was  only  a  little  surprised  at 
your  messenger. ' ' 

"  Mr.  Armstrong !  yes,  I  was  sorry,  I  did  not  in 
the  least  wish  him  to  take  my  note,  but  he  would 
do  it,"  said  G-yneth,  apologetically. 

The  confusion  of  her  manner  struck  Mrs.  De- 
shon,  and  she  looked  up  with  the  archness  which 
even  a  headache  could  not  subdue. 

"  We  must  not  grudge  him  his  little  pleasures, 
poor  fellow !"  she  said  in  her  droll  way. 

"  Miss  Weatherhead  said  that  her  lather  was  so 
sorry  to  lose  Bertie,"  Qyneth  observed,  by  way  of 
changing  the  subject ;  "  I  like  to  think  that  he 
will  be  missed,  don't  you,  mamma  ?" 

"  But  I  don't  like  to  miss  him,"  said  the  mother, 
with  such  a  fond  regretful  look  in  her  pretty  eyes 
that  her  husband  said  in  his  most  tender  tone, 
"  We  shall  have  you  counting  the  days  to  Christ- 
mas, Panny,  as  1  used  to  do  when  I  was  a  school- 
boy, but  at  least  we  have  our  little  girl  to  prevent 
our  feeling  lonely." 

"  And  Lawrence,  papa,"  said  Gyneth. 
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Por  a  moment  the  Coloners  brow  oontracted, 
then  the  rare  smile — ^whioh  resembled  Gljneth*s  in 
the  change  it  produced  in  the  whole  countenance 
— shone  forth,  and  he  said  pleasantly,  **  Tes,  we 
mustn't  leave  our  German  student  out  of  our 
account." 

Lawrence  did  not  deign  even  an  answering 
smile,  Gf^yneth  nestled  closer  to  her  father  with  a 
Bhyly  careesing  gesture. 

"Has  Mr.  Weatherhead  found  any  one  to  re- 
place Bertie  at  the  night-school?"  Colonel Deshon 
asked,  shutting  up  his  book  as  though  inclined  for 
conversation. 

"  Yes,  no,  at  least  Mr.  Armstrong  thinks  of 
offering  to  teach  there,  but  he  has  not  said  any- 
thing about  it  to  Mr.  Weatherhead  yet." 

"  Is  not  this  rather  a  sudden  resolution  ?  When 
does  it  date  from  ?"  inquired  Mrs.  Deshon,  mis- 
chievously. 

"  From  to-night,  I  believe ;  Miss  Weatherhead 
was  mentioning  the  want  of  teachers." 

"  And  Mr.  Armstrong's  spontaneous  benevolence 
induced  him  to  offer  his  services  on  the  spot? 
Very  exemplary  of  him ;  wasn't  it,  Edgar?" 

"Very  much  so,"  said  the  Colonel,  in  all  seri- 
ousness, "  and  if  he  really  takes  up  the  work  in 
earnest,  Mr.  Weatherhead  may  find  him  a  valuable 
help,  for  he  has  plenty  of  money  at  his  command 
as  well  as  a  good  deal  of  time." 

"Yes,  and  Mr.  Weatherhead  wants  help  so 
much,"  said  G^eth;  "Augusta  said  that  there 
are  some  districts  vacant ;  she  asked  me  if  I  would 
like  to  take  one." 

"  And  what  reply  did  you  make  ?" 

^'  I  said  I  was  afraid  I  should  not  be  fit,  and 
that  I  did  not  think  you  would  let  me,  papa,  but 
would  you  ?  if  so  " — and  she  looked  full  of  eager 
hope. 


A  MATDXir  OT   OITB  OWN  DAT.  268 

"No,  no,  you  are  too  young,  my  darling,  for 
such  work  in  a  place  like  this.  I  think  parents 
in  these  days  make  a  great  mistake  in  allowing 
young  people  to  take  upon  themselves  responsi- 
bilities  to  which  they  are  not  equal,  and  which 
leaye  them  no  fresh  youth,  no  hapny  time,  in  which 
they  may  be  free  and  bright  witn  no  other  care 
than  to  obey  those  set  over  them.  It  was  not  so 
in  the  primitive  Church,  the  young  then  kept  their 
place  as  learners,  and  were  not  thmst  into  difficult 
duties  as  they  are  now." 

"  Yes,  I  see,"  said  Gyneth  humbly.  "  Papa,  I 
am  afraid  I  have  been  presumptuous." 

'*  No,  no,  my  dear,  I  honour  your  motives ;  you 
make  me  feel — as  Lambert  has  often  done — self- 
reproachfril  for  the  selfishness  of  my  own  youth, 
when  I  had  scarcely  an  idea  beyond  amusing  my* 
self,  or  at  the  best  improving  myself,  and  took 
hardly  any  concern  about  the  welfare  of  my  fel- 
low-creatures. If  I  refuse  to  let  you  join  in  dis- 
trict visiting  and  so  on,  it  is  not  because  I  do  not 
approve  your  desire  to  be  usefrd ;  cherish  that  de- 
sire, and  in  some  years'  time  you  may  be  all  that 
you  now  dream  of;  only,  my  little  girl,  be  content 
with  home-life,  and  the  position  of  a  child  for  a 
little  longer,  and  do  not  be  vexed  with  mamma 
and  me  if  we  try  to  keep  you  free  from  the  prema- 
ture knowledge  of  wickedness,  and  from  cares  too 
heavy  for  you." 

"I  never  thought  that  I  was  fit,"  said  Ghyneth, 
'^  only  the  poorest  help  is  acceptable  when  none 
other  is  forthcoming,  and  as  Augusta  said  some  of 
the  districts  were  very  good  respectable  ones  I 
thought  I  might  just  mention — ." 

"Yes,  I  q[uite  understand,"  interrupted  her 
fiather, "  but  J^fiss  Weatheiiiead  must  have  used 
*  ^ood '  in  a  comparative  sense,  there  is  no  part  of 
this  town  in  which  you  could  visit  from  house  to 
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house  without  eeeing  and  hearing  what  it  is  better 
you  should  be  guarded  from.  My  dear  child, 
trust  me  to  judge  what  is  best  for  you,  let  me 
keep  you  happy  and  innocent  and  care-&ee  for  a 
while  at  least." 

'^  It  shall  be  just  as  you  please,  papa/'  she  said 
sweetly,  but  glancing  at  her  face  he  saw  some- 
thing there  which  struck  a  doubt  into  his  heart  as 
to  whether  with  aU  his  love  and  care  he  could 
*  keep  her  happy.'  Those  soft  stedfast  eyes  from 
which  the  tears  were  bravely  kept  back,  that  sweet- 
tempered  mouth  with  its  dutiful  smile,  that  broad 
pale  brow  with  its  settled  serenity,  aU.  spoke  of  a 
certain  peace  and  calmness  of  spirit,  but  not  of 
free  childlike  happiness.  It  was  a  child's  face  in 
its  roundness  of  outline,  and  its  innocent  trans- 
parent expression,  but  that  was  aU;  a  woman's 
sadness  and  a  woman's  patience  under  it,  were 
written  there  plainly  for  such  as  had  eyes  to  see. 

Colonel  Deshon  felt  it  with  a  pang,  as  he  bent 
down  and  kissed  her,  but  he  was  too  reserved  him- 
self to  expect  unreserve  in  his  daughter,  or  to 
know  how  to  invite  it ;  nay,  he  did  not  even  im- 
part to  "Fanny"  his  newly  awakened  anxiety 
about  his  "Httle  girl." 

Lawrence  retired  for  the  night  at  the  same  time 
as  Gyneth,  and  stopped  her  at  the  door  of  her 
room  to  say,  "  What  a  particular  old  gentleman 
the  Herr  Papa  is !  we've  had  a  fine  commotion 
this  evening," — ^he  was  not  English  enough  to  say 
"row" — "he's  been  burning  a  G-erman  book  of 
mine,  and  confiscating  some  French  ones;  I've 
read  them  all,  that's  one  comfort." 

"A  very  poor  comfort,  though,  surely,"  said 
G^yneth,  "I  think  it  would  be  a  great  shame  of 
any  of  us  to  be  undutifiil,  Lawrie,  papa  is  so  very 
kind,  so  remarkably  tintyrannical." 

"  I  am  not  so  sure  of  that^  he  wishes  to  fetter 
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my  intellect,  to  bind  me  down  to  conventional 
reading,  and  obsolete  modes  of  thought :  he  will 
not  &id  me  so  tractable  as  the  good  eldest  brother, 
I  have  ideas  of  my  own,  I.  We  will  talk  more  of 
this  to-morrow ;  it  is  something:  that  I  have  you 
to  sympathise  with  me." 

"  I  am  not  sure  that  I  can  sympathise  always, 
but  we  won't  quarrel,  will  we,  Lawrie?  we  will 
help  each  other  to  be  *  fromme  Kinder,'  and  make 
the  Herr  Papa  content  with  us." 

He  laughed,  and  shook  his  head,  but  bade  her 
good-night  very  affectionately. 

And  it  remamed  by  her  as  a  comforting  thought 
throughout  some  sleepless  hours  that  night  that 
she  might  perhaps  be  useful  to  her  brothers,  and 
more  especially  help  to  make  home  pleasanter  to 
Lawrence.  She  needed  some  comfort,  for  she  had 
never  had  the  "  Lord  Eonald  "  feeling  more  strong 
in  her,  never  been  more  "  weary  o'  this  life  "  than 
she  was  just  then.  The  future  stretched  itself  be- 
fore her  so  drearily ;  that  forlorn  humbled  sense 
of  being  uncared  for  was  so  strong  upon  her :  true, 
Mr.  Armstrong  loved  her,  she  felt  that  beyond  pos- 
sibility of  mistake,  and  for  a  few  moments  the 
temptation  to  encourage  him  for  the  mere  sake 
of  being  loved  was  almost  irresistibly  strong,  but 
then  conscience  spoke,  "  No,  no,  that  would  not 
be  just  or  right,  for  I  could  not  give  him  what  he 
wants  in  return,  he  is  veir  nice  and  pleasant,  I 
like  him  very  much,  but  I  always  feel  as  if  he  w^re 
younger  than  L  I  cannot  look  up  to  him  as  I 
should  need  to  do  to  a  man  whom  I  meant  to 
marry,  no,  nor  as  I  do  to  Lewis.  I  don't  suppose 
I  shaJl  ever  marry,  why  should  I  ?  Papa  is  very 
good  to  me,  I  shall  be  very  happy  at  home  in  a 
little  while,  when  I  have  got  over  this  selfish  long- 
ing to  he  first  with  some  one.  I  must  keep  away 
from  the  Bosses,  for  Mr.  Armstrong  is  so  oon- 
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stautly  tliere,  and  it  would  not  be  right  to  seem 
to  wish  to  encourage  him ;  I  must  be  content  with 
home-love  and  kindness,  and  tiy  to  rest  more  on 
that  Higher  Love  which  never  fails.  I  am  not  to 
be  allowed  even  to  comfort  myself  by  working 
hard  for  the  poor,  and  I  know  I  am  not  fit,  papa's 
refusal  is  a  sign  that  I  am  not;  I  must  do  the 
little  things  that  come  in  my  way,  and  be  more 
humble  and  patient."  She  pressed  her  face  into 
the  piUow,  as  if  to  hide  away  her  tears  even  &om 
herself,  and  as  the  long  night  wore  on  towards 
morning,  the  troublous  thoughts  quieted  them- 
selves into  prayers. 

She  did  not  ask  for  happiness,  or  for  sensible 
comforts,  outward  consolations ;  her  petition  was 
that  uttered  first  some  hundreds  of  years  ago,  biit 
ofttimes  echoed  since  by  faithful  Clnistian  hearts, 
*''  G-rant  to  me  above  all  things  that  can  be  desired, 
to  rest  in  Thee,  and  in  Thee  to  have  my  heart  at 
peace.  Thou  art  the  true  peace  of  the  heart.  Thou 
its  only  rest ;  out  of  Thee  aU  things  are  hard  and 
restless.  In  this  very  peace,  that  is  in  Thee,  the 
one  Chiefest  Eternal  good,  I  wiU  sleep  and  rest. 
Amen."  So  slumbers  came,  soft,  dreamless,  un- 
broken, till  the  morning  sunlight  streamed  in  upon 
what  seemed  a  child's  lace  in  its  restful  look. 


CHAPTEB  XVm. 

"  Shall  love  for  thee  bj  on  mj  eoal  the  sin 

Of  casting  from  me  Goo'a  great  gift  of  time  ? 
Shall  I,  then  mists  of  memory  locked  within, 
Leaie  trad  forget  life's  pnrpoaea  niblime  ? 

"  I  nill  this  drear;  blank  of  abeeDce  make 
A  noble  task-time,  and  will  therein  strive 
To  follow  eie«tlence,  and  to  o'ertake 
More  good  than  I  haye  won,  since  yet  I  live." 

Fbakobs  Butleb. 

I?  TNETH  felt  aa  if  she  were  begmning 
life  again,  in  a  new  Hpirit,  and  under 
new  circmnBtanceB,  wlien  ehe  awoke 
on  the  morning  which  succeeded 
Mrs.  Eobb's  tea-party.  Lambert  waa  gone;  she 
could  no  longer  look  to  him  for  that  mute  eym- 

Cathy  and  approval  on  which  she  had  unconsciouslj 
uuned  to  depend;  the  Bosses  were  cut  off  from 
her  by  their  connection  with  Mr.  Armetrong ; 
Lewie  was  on  the  point  of  starting  for  Brittany, 
and  had  not  sent  her  even  a  line  or  a  mesBage  of 
farewell ;  the  BumahyB  were  already  abroad,  taking 
their  usual  autumn  tour ;  Jeannie  and  her  husband 
were  in  Italy,  and  did  not  hold  out  any  hopes  of 
returning  to  England  until  Christmas ;  even  An- 
thony was  away,  on  leare ;  and  last,  but  not  least, 
her  &ther  had  forbidden  her  to  seek  any  share  in 
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parisli  work.  So,  all  that  she  could  attempt^  and 
all  that  she  could  expect  of  interest,  laj  in  her 
home:  there,  or  not  at  all,  must  she  seek  to  be 
useful;  within  its  sphere  she  must  find  content- 
ment, or  yield  herself  a  prey  to  discontent  for  the 
next  few  months.  It  mignt  be  little  that  she  could 
do  there ;  her  duties  might  be  so  light,  as  to  make 
it  almost  appear  that  she  had  none  at  all ;  but  in 
taking  careml  heed  of  these, — in  fulfilling  them 
exactly  and  conscientiously  in  a  spirit  oi  loving 
obedience, — ^lay  her  best  hope  of  gaining  strength 
and  cheerfulness. 

How  weak  she  had  been  in  grieving  over  the 
change  in  Lewis!  Was  it  not  quite  natural? 
Had  she  not  read,  hundreds  of  times,  how  favourite 
sisters,  favourite  friends,  are  often  overlooked, 
when  men  become  engrossed  in  the  interest  of  a 
new  and  deeper  love  ?  And  why  had  she  not  fol- 
lowed the  example  of  these  good  sisters  and  friends, 
in  at  once  overcoming  her  disappointment  and 
jealousy,  and  contentedly  taking  the  second  place  ? 
She  had  not  complained,  certainly,  or  been  angry 
or  unjust ;  but  she  had  nursed  her  wounded  feel- 
ings m  secret,  and  allowed  herself  to  be  discon- 
tented and  weary  of  home  employments.  It  was 
very  despicable  of  her.  She  felt  a  kind  of  stem 
desire  to  punish  herself  for  her  weakness. 

But,  poor  child !  she  need  not,  to  say  the  truth, 
have  blamed  herself  quite  so  hardly  ;  for  her  posi- 
tion with  Lewis  had  not  been  merely  that  of  a 
sister,  first  for  a  while  by  reason  of  circumstances, 
and  destined  naturally  to  become  second  as  years 
went  on.  Mr.  Grantnam  had  of  deliberate  choice 
made  her  first  with  him,  shared  with  her  his 
thoughts  and  schemes,  as  he  did  with  no  one  else ; 
shown  her  the  best,  deepest  part  of  his  nature,  as 
he  did  to  no  other,  not  even  to  the  "  dear  granny;" 
and  therefore  she  might  justly  feel  wounobd  when 
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she  found  herself,  all  at  once,  comparatively  set 
aside. 

But  these  feelings  should  be  conquered,  so  she 
determined :  she  would  not  be  any  longer  so  faint- 
hearted, so  unthankful,  as  to  give  way  to  dreari- 
ness, because  all  things  were  not  as  she  would 
have  them.  Were  not  disappointments,  hardnesses, 
perplexities,  meant  to  be  helps  rather  than  hin- 
drances ?  Would  not  there  be  strength  given  her 
to  take  up  her  little  cross,  if  only  she  were  willing, 
and  did  not  perversely  turn  away  from  it  ? 

Now,  when  human  love  was  the  least  satisfying, 
when  she  had  the  least  appetite  for  intellectual 
pleasures, — ^when  the  active  works  of  charity  to 
which  she  would  have  turned  for  solace  were  de- 
nied her,  and  it  might  have  been  thought  that  the 
weariness  with  which  she  had  long  struggled 
would  fairly  overpower  her, — there  came  upon  her 
a  fresh  spirit  of  hope,  and  trust,  and  energy,  which 
made  her  rise  up  valiantly,  content  to  live  and 
labour  on,  "  faithriil  over  a  few  things." 

It  is  making  too  much  of  outward  influences  to 
ascribe  every  great  change  in  the  mind  and  purpose 
of  a  human  being  to  some  definite  outward  cause ; 
and  it  was  from  the  very  absence  of  any  exterior 
consolation,  advice,  or  encouragement,  that  this 
change  of  feeling  had  taken  place  in  G^yneth.  In 
her  loneliness,  in  her  despondency,  in  her  sore  dis- 
trust of  herself,  she  had  fled  for  refuge  to  "  the 
One  Ohiefest,  Eternal  Good,"  and  had  found  the 
help  she  sought.  For  it  is  in  such  lonely  hours 
that  the  devout  soul  "  learns  to  love  and  to  be  with 
Him,  Whom  *  none  loseth  but  who  leaveth,' — that 
only  'place  of  rest  imperturbable,  where  love  is 
not  forsaken,  if  itself  forsaketh  not.' " 

"Faithful  over  a  few  things," — faithful  over  a 
few — those  words  seemed  to  ring  in  Gyneth's  ears, 
as  she  finished  her  morning  prayers,  and,  opening 
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her  window,  let  the  cool  bracing  sea-breeze  bring 
freshness  to  her  cheek.  Eirmly,  but  in  all  humi- 
lity, she  resolved  that  they  should  be  her  watch- 
word through  the  day.  She  paused  on  her  way 
down  stairs  to  ask  if  Edgar  were  ready ;  she  was 
sure  he  must  miss  Lambert  this  first  morning ; 
and  with  so  sweet  and  blithe  a  smile  was  she  tak- 
ing to  him,  as  they  entered  the  breakfast-room 
together,  that  her  father  looked  up  at  her  with 
sudden  relief,  and  the  hope  that  his  fancy  of  the 
preceding  night  might  have  been  only  a  fancy. 

'^  Mamma  is  not  coming  down  to  breakfast,*'  he 
said.  "  Her  headache  kept  her  awake  part  of  the 
night,  and  she  is  tired  and  sleepy  this  morning.'* 

So  Gyneth  made  the  tea,  and  then  ran  up  to 
the  nursery  to  fetch  Katie,  who  was  probably 
waiting,  in  th«  expectation  thai  her  mamma  would 
•come  to  take  her  down  as  she  usually  did. 

"  You  had  better  give  Lawrence  a  call  as  you 
go  by,"  said  Colonel  Deshon,  as  she  left  the  room; 
and,  accordingly,  she  tapped  at  her  brother's  door, 
with  an  intimation  that  it  was  breakfast-time. 

He  opened  it,  and  showed  himself  fully  ap- 
parelled, with  the  exception  of  his  neck-tie,  which 
ne  held  in  his  hand. 

"  I  can't  get  this  wretched  thing  to  accommo- 
date itself  to  my  will,"  he  complained ;  "  I've  been 
tying  and  untying  it  for  the  last  quarter  of  an 
hour.     Do  see  if  you  can  arrange  it  for  me." 

She  laughed,  ^nd  taking  it  in  her  deft  woman- 
fingers,  gave  it  at  once  the  graceful  turn  that  the 
fastidious  boy  desired ;  but  she  only  allowed  him 
one  second  to  behold  its  effect  in  the  glass,  for  her 
father  must  not  be  kept  waiting,  and,  moreover, 
she  had  no  desire  to  encourage  dandyism.  But 
Lawrence  was  gratified  by  the  little  service  she 
had  rendered  him,  and  was  extremely  amiable  all 
breakfast-time,  inviting  her  to  take  a  walk  with 
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Mm  that  afternoon,  and  promising  to  bring  her 
home  a  book  she  wanted  from  the  library  in  the 
town,  lii  was  ^^  Poems,  by  the  author  of  '  John 
Halifax,'  "  and  she  had  expressed  a  wish  to  see  it 
some  days  before ;  but  now,  remembering  her  new- 
formed  resolution  not  to  indulge  much  in  either 
noyels  or  poetry,  she  felt  inclined  to  say  that  she 
had  rather  he  would  not  attempt  to  get  it.  But 
then  she  remembered  that  Lawrence  himself  might 
like  to  see  it ;  that,  in  things  innocent,  *^  modera- 
tion, not  total  abstinence,"  is  the  wisest  plan ;  and 
that  she  might  keep  a  firm  rule  upon  herself  by 
restricting  such  reading  to  proper  times,  instead 
of  giving  it  up  altogether.  So  she  thanked  him 
for  his  kind  intentions,  and  made  no  attempt  to 
frustrate  them. 

After  breakfast  she  went  to  her  mother's  room, 
received  orders  concerning,  the  dinner,  which  she 
subsequently  transmitted  to  the  cook,  and  under- 
took the  adding  up  of  some  accounts  which  might 
have  brought  back  Mrs.  Deshon's  headache.  This 
done,  and  a  letter  to  her  grandmother  written,  she 
began  to  consider  what  next  to  do ;  for  she  thought 
it  best  to  forego  her  daily  practice,  lest  it  should 
disturb  her  mother.  A  volume  of  "  Quits,"  in 
which  she  was  much  interested,  lay  temptingly 
neaa*  her ;  it  would  be  so  comfortable  to  sit  in  the 
low  arm-chair,  between  the  fire  and  the  window, 
and  give  herself  up  to  the  full  enjoyment  of  the 
elever  picturesque  descriptions  of  life  in  the  Ba- 
varian Highlands.  But  she  remembered  what 
Lewis  had  once  said  about  light  literature  not 
being  admissible  till  after  two  o'clock  in  the  day, 
and  turned  steadily  to  the  perusal  of  a  '*  History 
of  the  Dutch  Eepublic,"  which  was  rather  dull 
reading,  but  might  be  supposed  to  be  useful. 

There  was  no  possibility  of  continuing  such 
grave  studies  after  Lawrence  returned  from  Har- 
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bourmouth.  He  would  lean  over  her,  criticise  the 
book,  hum  snatches  of  Erench  songs,  and  draw  un- 
natural trees  on  the  piece  of  paper  she- used  as  a 
mark,  till  at  length  this  reminaed  her  that  she  had 
once  promised  to  show  him  the  various  "  stitches*' 
used  in  pencil  drawing  to  represent  the  varied  fo- 
liage of  the  different  kinds  of  English  trees ;  and, 
laying  aside  the  Dutch  Eepublic,  she  propoised  to 
give  him  his  first  lesson  there  and  then.  A  sheet 
of  drawing-paper  and  some  pencils  were  soon 
found ;  and  while  she  elaborated  specimens  of  oak, 
elm,  birch,  willow,  &c.,  Lawrence  drew  in  one 
comer  a  portrait  of  a  linden-tree  which  grew  neaar 
the  window  of  the  room  which  he  had  occupied  at 
Bonn. 

"  Don't  you  think  perfumes  are  much  associated 
with  thoughts  ?"  he  said,  "  I  never  remember  those 
words  of  Schiller's  about  the  way  to  the  highest 
truth  lying  through  the  morning  door  of  the  beau- 
tiful, without  seeming  to  feel  the  fragrance  of  my 
linden  tree  all  around  me.  I  used  to  sit  with  my 
window  open  that  it  might  reach  me  as  I  read." 

"  Yes,  i  quite  understand  that,"  said  Gyneth, 
thoughtftdly,  "I  always  associate  some  parts  of 
'  the  Christian  Tear'  with  the  perfume  of  the 
lemon- verbena  leaves  which  I  used  to  dry  between 
its  pages,  but  I'm  afraid  I  don't  equally  compre- 
hend that  idea  about  *  the  morning  door  of  the 
beautiful ;'  I  can  fancy  a  meaning  for  it,  but  I'm 
not  sure  it  is  the  right  one.  I  remember  being 
puzzled  when  I  met  with  it  in  the  Life  of  Perthes." 

"  *  Was  wir  als  Schonheit  hier  empfinden,  wird 
einst  als  Wahrheit  uns  entgegen  genu,'  "  quoted 
Lawrence;  "don't  you  feel  that  beauty  is  the 
highest  truth  ?" 

"  I  don't  know ;  I  think  I  feel  more  that  truth 
is  the  highest  beauty." 

"  Ah,  it  is  all  one/'  said  Lawrence,  "  put  it  which 
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"way  you  will;  in  aspiring  towards  the  beautiful 
we  become  beautiful,  we  also,  that  is  true  and  com- 
plete as  nature  designed  we  should  be." 

"In  aepiring  towards  the  source  of  beauty,  the 
Giver  of  truth,  I  suppose  you  mean,"  said  Gyneth, 
thinking  out  his  meaning  for  herself,  "  not  beauty 
and  truth  in  the  abstract,  for  that  would  be  to 
stop  short  at  by-ends,  we  should  never  reach  per- 
fection so.  And  as  it  is  the  attractiveness  of  real 
goodness,  '  the  beauty  of  holiness,'  as  the  Bible 
calls  it,  which  makes  us  first  love  it  and  long  to  be 
good  ourselves,  you  call  the  beautiful '  the  morn- 
ing door,'  the  way  of  entrance ;  yes,  I  see,  I  can 
i^l  the  truth  of  that." 

Lawrence  drew  a  labyrinth  of  perplexed  lines 
across  the  boughs  of  his  linden  tree.  "  You  are 
not  content  without  making  it  so  personal,  so  prac- 
tical," he  said,  "  that  is  just  like  a  woman :  never 
able  to  reason  in  the  abstract." 

"  Ah,  but  Lawrence,  remember,  it  was  just  for 
the  sake  of  the  practical  bearing  on  his  own  cha- 
racter that  Perthes  valued  that  saying  of  Schiller's ; 
don't  you  recoUect  how  in  writing  to  his  friend 
Bunge  of  it,  he  says,  *  0  brother,  let  us  become 
good,  true  men,  and  aspire  evermore  towards  moral 
purity  and  beauty?'  He  did  not  only  reason 
about  the  beautifm  in  the  abstract." 

"  Well,  at  least  you  have  read  something,  you 
are  not  utterly  without  comprehension,"  said  Law- 
rence in  a  mollified  tone,  "  and  you  do  not  dogma- 
tize like  the  good  Lambert,  who  will  believe  no- 
thing unless  '  the  Church'  has  cut  and  dried  it  and 
bound  it  up  safe  in  one  of  her  creeds." 

''  Because  all  truth  is  embodied  in  them,"  said 
Gyneth,  quickly,  "  and  perhaps  those  feel  the  best 
the  deep  beauty  of  the  Church's  teaching  who,  like 
Bertie,  do  not  talk  about  *  the  beautiful'  at  all." 

"  Mais  1"  exclaimed  Lawrence,  with  a  gesture  of 
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inteDBe  astonishment,  ^yon  do  not  mean  to  say 
you  find  beauty  in  the  catechism,  and  all  the  good 
dry  forms?" 

^  Yes,  I  do  indeed ;  perhaps  one  does  not  see  it 
at  once,  but  it  grows  on  one  year  by  year ;  how 
beautiful  it  is  to  be  part  of  one  great  body,  united 
under  one  perfect  Head,  holding  a  comnlon  faith, 
bound  together  by  mutual  love,  using  the  same 
sacred  symbols,  working  for  the  same  purpose, 
looking  to  the  same  blessed  end, — oh,  Lawrence, 
if  one  could  only  remember  that,  feel  that  always, 
life  would  be  so  beautiful  that  we  should  neyer 
feel  weary  or  unthankful  any  mere !" 

Her  enthusiasm  touched  him,  though  he  but 
dimly  comprehended  it.  "  So  *  the  Church'  means 
all  that  for  you!"  he  said.  "Gtxm;  teUmemore; 
I  like  to  hear  it." 

*^  But,  Lawrence,  you  know  it  already,  what  I 
am  saying  is  nothing  new,  only  if  we  could  always 
keep  it  in  mind !  It  giyes  one  such  a  beautiM 
awed  feeling  when  as  one  kneels  in  church  one 
knows  oneself  to  be  brought  near  not  only  to 
Ghbist's  people  on  earth,  but  to  those  gathered 
up  in  Paradise,  when  one  remembers  that 

*  The  saints  are  there,  the  Hving  dead, 

The  mourners  glad  and  strong, 
Their  beams  through  ererj  window  shed, 
Their  voice  in  every  song.' 

But  Lawrie,  please,  I  can't  talk  of  it  any  more." 
Her  yoice  had  dropped  low,  and  her  head  was  bent 
down  and  shadowea  with  its  overhanging  kair; 
she  had  struggled  hard  with  her  reserve  to  be  able 
to  say  thus  much. 

But  the  effort  had  not  been  made  in  yain,  weak 
as  her  words  were  they  had  opened  a  new  '  door  of 
the  beautiful'  to  her  brother,  they  had  shown  him 
dimly,  but  still  with  a  sense  of  reality  a  glimpse  of 
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a  Mglier  beauty  than  any  that  his  metaphysical 
studies  had  taught  him  to  aspire  to. 

"  When  we  had  our  student  festival  last  year," 
he  said,  '*  we  drank  toasts  to  all  the  great  men  of 
our  own  time,  and  then  there  was  a  great  silence 
made  and  standing  up  quite  solemnly,  we  drank  to 
*  the  immortal  dead.'  I  felt  as  though  they  were 
near  us  then,  and  thought  it  very  beautiful,  but 
when  I  described  it  to  the  good  elder  brother  the 
other  day  he  first  would  say  nothing,  and  then 
when  I  pressed  him  said,  *  it  might  have  been  very 
well  if  we  had  been  Pagans !'  I  confess  it  made 
me  angry  to  hear  him,  but  now  I  own,  G^yneth, 
that  your  way  of  remembering  the  dead  is  more 
beautiAiL'' 

"  But,  Lawrence,  it  is  not  only  my  way,  it  is  the 
Christian  way,  the  way  the  Church  teaches  us ; 
what  I  have  said  to  you  is  what  I  have  been  taught, 
not  anything  that  I  have  found  out  for  myself." 

"Ah,  weU,  at  least  you  can  give  one  a  reasonable 
account  of  what  you  have  been  taught,  you  do  not 
take  refuge  in  the  dry  '  yes,'  or  the  arj  *  no,'  or 
the  still  diyer  *  perhaps,*  of  our  respected  brother. 
The  Herr  papa  deigns  to  enter  into  argument,  but 
with  him  one  must  be  so  gravoj  so  serious,  it  quite 
makes  one  yawn ;  he  said  he  would  show  me  some 

fassage  in  some  old  book  or  other  this  morning ; 
hope  he  will  put  it  off  tiU  after  luncheon,  I  am 
80  hungry !" 

Q-ynetn's  glance  of  surprise  had  a  narrow  escape 
of  being  contemptuous;  but  after  all,  Lawrence 
-w^aa  only  a  boy.  She  said  to  herself  that  it  would 
be  nn&ur  to  expect  from  him  the  seriousness  of  an 
older  person.  He  might  theorise  grandly  about 
the  morning  door  of  the  beautiful,  but  the  material 
kept  a  stronger  hold  on  him ;  whatever  became  of 
his  argument,  he  could  not  forget  that  it  was 
luncheon  time. 
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She  was  half  disposed  to  pity  him,  when  just  as 
the  clock  struck  one,  Colonel  Deshon  came  in,  and 
remarking  "  This  clock  is  rather  fast,  we  shall  have 
time  to  look  at  that  passage  I  mentioned  to  you 
before  luncheon  is  ready,"  carried  him  off  to  the 
study,  but  she  was  pained  at  the  careless  disre^ 
spect  of  the  manner  m  which  he  received  the  sum** 
mons,  making  his  reluctance  as  apparent  as  posai* 
ble,  and  not  even  taking  the  trouble  to  suppreas 
his  yawns.  However  polite  and  agreeable  Law- 
rence could  be  when  he  chose,  he  did  not  always 
treat  his  home-circle  to  a  very  large  amount  of 
courtesy,  and  whenever  he  was  bored  or  wished  to 
seem  so,  assumed  such  intense  and  marked  indif- 
ference of  look  and  ton^  as  was  a  matter  of  aston- 
ishment to  Q-yneth,  who  had  been  taught  to  think 
her  own  natural  languor  of  manner  something  to 
be  struggled  against  rather  than  paraded  after  hex 
brother's  uncourteous  fashion. 

Her  conversation  with  Lawrence  had  recalled 
thoughts  of  former  discussions  with  Lewis,  and 
now  that  she  was  alone,  her  pencil  moved  dreamily 
through  the  graceful  bendmg  lines  of  a  willow- 
tree,  which  she  was  drawing  for  Lawrence's  bene- 
fit, while  her  lips  were  parted  in  an  unconscious 
smile,  which  now  and  then  spread  to  her  eyes  as 
one  pleasant  recollection  succeeded  another.  It 
was  somewhat  of  a  shock  to  be  recalled  from  the 
past  to  the  present  by  Fanny's  discordant  toeea 
exclaiming, 

"  I  say,  Q-yneth,  how  jolly  it  must  be  to  sit  here 
by  yourself  as  you  do,  and  not  be  mewed  up  with 
a  commonplace  old  governess  and  that  stupia  child 
Edgar.  Fancy,  he  didn't  know  the  date  of  the 
battle  of  Hastings,  and  Miss  Manson  said  I  was 
just  as  ignorant  because  I  didn't  know  what  sosp 
was  made  of:  as  if  anybody  could  care  about  that ! 
nasty  stupid  stuff!" 
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''  Your  hands  would  be  the  better  for  a  more  in- 
timate acquaintance  with  that  useful  article,  Fan," 
replied  Qjneth  with  a  fastidious  glance  at  a  some- 
what inky  forefinger. 

"  Well,  I  know ;  I'm  going  to  wash  them,  but 
jnu  might  let  me  look  at  your  drawing  a  minute ; 
I  never  saw  you  draw  before.  What  tree  do  you 
call  that  P"  and  the  inky  finger  went  down  upon 
t^e  centre  of  a  charming  little  larch  tree,  which 
Gyneth  considered  her  chef-d^ceuvre,  and  which 
had  reminded  her  most  pleasantly  of  that  spring- 
tide drive  to  Traversham,  which  she  and  her  cousin 
had  enjoyed  together. 

She  pointed  silently  to  the  disfiguring  smudge 
produced,  with  a  momentary  feeling  of  displeasure 
at  the  rude  interruption  of  her  agreeable  retro- 
spections, but  did  not  utter  the  exclamation  of  an- 
noyance which  Fanny  had  perhaps  expected.  In 
another  minute  she  roused  nerself  to  answer  her 
sister's  question,  and  even  entered  into  a  descrip- 
tion oi  the  beauty  of  the  larch-trees  in  Traversham 
woods,  when  they  put  on  their  spring  robes  of 
tender  green. 

Eanny  listened  with  interest,  and  finally  treated 
her  to  an  assurance  that  she  was  *^a  jolly  old 
thing,  and  she  wished  all  cross  fussy  people  would 
take  pattern  by  her.  Miss  Manson  included:" 
whereat  Qyneth  shook  her  head,  and  laughingly 
answered  that  she  should  become  "  cross  "  if  she 
heard  the  good  governess  so  disrespectfully  spoken 
of  agam. 

^d  then,  poor  child,  she  sighed  to  herself  over 
Fanny's  faults,  and  wished  that  she  knew  how  to 
help  ner  to  cure  herself  of  them,  not  seeing,  (as 
how  should  she  ?)  the  charm  of  her  own  gentle- 
ness,  and  the  influence  it  was  beginning  to  exert 
over  her  rude  little  sister.  No  grave  rebuke  from 
her  father,  no  playfully  satirical  remark  from  her 
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mother,  no  quiet  hint  from  Lambert  had  ever  made 
Fan  80  inwardly  ashamed  of  her  rudeness  as  did 
the  contrast  between  it  and  her  sister's  exceeding 
gentleness ;  and  if  these  secret  feelings  had  not 
yet  had  much  effect  upon  her  outward,  conduct, 
iiiey  were  not  destined  to  be  always  thus  fruitless. 

Just  as  Gryneth  put  away  her  drawing,  ColoHei 
Deshon  came  out  oi  the  library,  and  paused  on  his 
way  up  stairs  to  look  in  on  her  and  say  rath^ 
despondingly,  "  Gyneth,  I  wish  if  you  can  you 
would  persuade  Lawrence  into  a  better  style  of 
reading,  I  can  see  he  takes  my  advice  as  mere 
preachmg,  the  sort  of  thing  that  a  father  is  bound 
to  say,  but  a  son  not  bound  to  attend  to ;  and  he 
has  mpped  into  Overman  rationalism  and  French 
scepticism,  without  really  caring  much  for  either,  I 
do  think,  until  he  doesn't  know  what  he  beUeves 
and  what  he  does  not  believe.  It  is  vain  to  force 
much  serious  reading  on  him,  but  if  he  would  only 
read  books  in  which  good  principles  and  sound 
doctrine  are  taught  indirectly,  it  would  be  some- 
thing gained." 

"  I  will  do  anything  I  can,  papa,"  said  Gyneth 
timidly.  ''  Lawrie  does  sometimes  read  books  be- 
cause ne  finds  I  am  interested  in  them." 

^  And  what  kind  of  books  are  they  chiefly  ?" 

^I  am  afraid  they  have  been  chiefly  stories, 
papa,  or  poetry ;  I — 1  have  been  rather  idle  lately." 

^  Well,  I  am  not  an  advocate  for  idleness,  nor 
very  fond  of  story-books,  as  you  know,  my  love ; 
but  still. they  have  their  uses,  and  to  find  that 
Lawrence  could  be  interested  in  a  good  English 
story  of  a  high  tone  would  be  a  real  satisfiEbction  to 
me. 

"  I  think  he  does  like  them  indeed,  papa ;  he  ii 
rather  tired  of  horrors  and  mysteries,  1  fancy,  and 
a  fresh  natural  English  story  is  quite  a  pleasant 
variety  to  him." 


A  MAIDEN  OF  OtTE  OWN  DAT.  269 

"  Well,  then,  encourage  him  to  read  such  bv  all 
means.  I  know  I  may  trust  your  taste,  my  dear. 
And  now  come  to  luncheon,  for  mamma  is  already 
in  the  dining-room,  and  Lawrence  professes  to  be 
very  hungry." 

Ghrneth  revolved  in  her  mind  plans  for  her 
brother's  benefit  as  she  sat  at  luncheon,  hoping  to 
prove  worthy  of  the  trust  her  father  reposed  in  her, 
though  a  httle  doubtful  of  her  powers  of  influ- 
encing any  one.  She  remembered  Lawrence's  pro- 
mise to  walk  with  her  that  afternoon,  and  was  con- 
siderably disappointed  when  she  heard  her  mother 
observe  that  '*  as  her  head  was  better,  she  must 
really  pay  some  visits,  and  that  she  should  like 
Gyneth  to  accompany  her." 

"  But  Gyneth  is  going  to  take  a  walk  with  me, 
mamma,"  said  Lawrence,  and  Gyneth  looked  up 
hopefully,  trusting  that  the  visits  were  not  im- 
perative, and  that  her  father  would  sanction  her 
keeping  her  engagement  with  her  brother. 

But  no,  he  merely  said,  "You  must  put  off 
your  walk  to  another  opportunity,  since  your  mo- 
ther wants  Gyneth  to-day,"  and  evidently  con- 
sidered the  objection  disposed  of.  Thereupon  Law- 
rence sulked,  and  declined  the  ride  to  which  Colonel 
Deshon  proceeded  to  invite  him,  and  Gyneth  felt 
that  he  would  probably  pass  the  afternoon  in  read- 
ing the  trashiest  novel  be  could  find,  and  be  im- 
pervious to  any  good  influence  for  the  remainder 
of  the  day.  She  was  inclined  to  vex  herself  about 
this,  and  set  off  on  her  round  of  visits  in  the  cold 
silent  mood  which  was  her  nearest  approach  to  ill- 
humour  ;  she  thought  she  could  have  been  useful 
to  Lawrence,  and  paying  visits  wa«  no  use  at  aU ! 
it  was  really  very  tiresome  that  she  should  be 
batdked  in  all  her  attempts  at  usefulness ! 

But  then  it  came  across  her  that  this  affair  of 
the  visit  paying  was  just  one  of  those  "  matters  of 
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obedience,"  the  discipline  of  which  she  had  hera^ 
desired,  it  had  been  her  ideal  of  duty  for  that  after- 
noon to  devote  herself  to  Lawrence,  but  if  a 
plainer  duty  came  in  the  way  her  ideal  must  needs 
be  sacrifice^  and  such  little  sacrifices  were  no 
doubt  wholesome  though  not  pleasant ;  it  woxdd  be 
wrong  to  make  herself  responsible  for  what  Law> 
rence  might  do  in  her  absence,  perhaps  he  might 
recover  his  good  humour  and  riae  with  his  father 
after  all,  at  any  rate  she  could  not  help  him  by 
giving  way  to  vexation.  So  in  these  and  oth^r 
ashamed  and  penitent  thoughts  her  fit  of  annoy- 
ance cleared  off,  and  she  responded  pleasantly  to 
her  mother's  attempts  at  conversation. 

The  first  visit  was  to  the  Estcourts,  and  on  com- 
ing out  she  had  to  bear  some  criticisms  on  her  shy 
reserved  manner,  and  some  exhortations  to  exert 
herself  more,  cultivate  small  talk,  and  try  to  be 
more  generally  agreeabla  The  one  thing  that 
Mrs.  Deshon  was  particular  about  in  her  children 
— ^next  to  their  taking  pains  to  please  and  satisfy 
their  father — ^was  that  they  should  be  agreeable  in 
society,  and  Gyneth  not  unfrequently  fell  under 
censure  for  failure  in  this  respect.  She  knew  it  to 
be  deserved,  and  could  only  receive  it  humbly,  and 
try  to  be  more  attentive  and  animated,  bringing  a 
higher  motive  to  bear  upon  the  effort  than  any 
that  her  mother  suggested.  She  called  Christian 
charity  and  the  thought  of  church-membership  to 
her  aid  when  trying  after  the  pleasant  courteous 
feelings  and  manners  which  Mib,  Deshon  recom- 
mended to  her  on  lower  grounds ;  she  could  not 
have  roused  herself  to  the  effort  by  any  meaner 
motive,  it  was  not  in  her  to  care  whether  she  were 
popular,  and  whether  people  considered  her  well- 
bred  or  not,  she  was  a  great  deal  more  concerned 
to  be  than  to  seem. 

When  they  returned  home,  Lawrence  was  out, 
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and  the  children  invited  their  mother  to  a  mys- 
teriouB  conference  in  the  library,  touching  a  pre- 
sent which  they  wished  to  make  to  nurse  on  her 
approaching  birthday ;  so  G-yneth  wJEks  once  more 
left  alone,  and,  sitting  down  by  the  drawing-room 
fire,  gave  herself  up  for  a  while  to  that  dream  of 
the  past,  which  was  so  dangerously  attractive  in 
contrast  with  the  small  worries  of  the  present 
tima 

But  she  had  not  forgotten  her  good  resolutions. 
These  pleasant  remembrances  were  very  well  in 
their  way,  but  it  would  not  do  to  indulge  in  them 
too  much;  they  made  the  dreary  weight  of  ab- 
sence and  silence  which  had  fallen  between  her 
cousin  and  herself  more  difficult  to  bear;  they 
helped  to  make  her  dissatisfied  with  home-life.  So 
she  recalled  herself  to  outward  things,  trimmed  up 
the  flowers  in  the  vase  on  the  table,  searched  for 
and  found  a  missing  piece  of  music,  which  her 
father  had  expressed  a  wish  to  hear,  and  then 
took  up  the  book  which  Lawrence  had  brought 
her  from  the  Hbrary.  She  opened  it  at  some 
stanzas  which  seemed  as  if  meant  specially  for 
her: — 

*' '  Two  handB  upon  the  breast, 
And  labour's  done ; 
Two  pale  feet  crossed  in  rest, 

The  race  is  won ; 
Two  eyes  with  coin  weights  shut 

And  all  tears  cease ; 
Two  lips  where  grief  is  mute, 
Anger  at  peace.' 
So  pray  we  oftentimes,  mourning  our  lot : 
GK>D,  in  His  kindness,  answereth  not. 

**  *  Two  hands  to  work  addrest 

Aye  for  His  praise ; 

Two  feet  that  never  rest 

Walking  His  ways ; 
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Two  eya  fliat  look  abore 
Through  aQ  tfaeir  tean ; 
Two  lips  still  biything  lore^ 
Not  wnth,  nor  fears.' 
So  praj  we  afterwards,  low  on  onr  knees, 
Banian  tlioae  cning  pra^cw,  FAxmcft — ^faear  tiieaeL** 

Yes,  that  was  the  tme  Christian  spirit,  to  be 
ready  to  live  and  work  on  in  ever  so  hnmbie  a 
way,  striTiog  to  serre  God  faithfully  and  cheer- 
folly,  spite  of  sorrow  of  heart,  and  the  discourage- 
ment  of  frequent  fiulnres.  "  Oh,  be  brare,  be 
brare,"  something  said  to  her ;  in  part,  perhaps,  a 
whisper  of  that  self-respect  which  forbade  her  to 
yield  herself  a  Tictim  to  wonnded  affection,  bnt 
springing,  in  the  main,  from  a  higher  source,  and 
bringing  with  it  a  better  and  more  enduring 
courage.  "  Be  brave !"  Yea,  she  was  brare,  even 
then,  and  would  be  brar^  still :  tiie  maidens  oi 
this  our  day  are  not  prone  to  give  themselTes  up 
to  despair,  like  the  ^  fiiir  Elaine "  of  olden  time, 
though  thej  may  have  hearts  as  innocent,  and 
gentle,  and  loving  as  that  of  "the  lily-maid  of 
Astolat." 


CHAPTER  XIX 


"  Strangers  yet ! 
After  childhood's  winning  ways, 
After  care,  and  blame,  and  praise, 
Counsel  asked,  and  wisdom  given, 
After  mutual  prayers  to  heayen, 
Child  and  parent        *  • 

*  •  strangers  yet." 

MOKCKTON  MiLNBS. 

N  autumn  nosegay, — what  a  charming 
thing  it  is,  though  pale  and  scentless 
in  comparison  with  the  rich  blossoms 
of  summer !  G-yneth,  as  she  picked 
her  way  daintily  across  the  damp  lawn,  and  among 
the  flower-beds  saturated  witn  the  November 
rains,  thought  herself  well  repaid  for  her  trouble, 
when,  here  and  there,  she  lighted  upon  a  stray 
china-rose,  a  cluster  of  white  chrysanthemums,  or 
a  brilliant  sprig  of  pyrus  japonica ;  and  so  success- 
ful was  she  in  her  search,  that,  as  she  carried  her 
spoils  back  to  the  house,  she  thought  to  herself 
there  would  be  more  than  sufficient  to  replenish 
the  vase  in  the  drawing-room,  and  enough  to  enable 
her  to  compile  a  choice  little  bouquet,  to  offer  to 
Miss  Manson,  the  children's  governess. 

The  dusky  little  "  furnished  apartments,"  in  one 
of  the  most  dismal  parts  of  the  town,  in  which 

T 
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Miss  Manson  resided,  were  often  brightened  by  a 
nosegay  of  Gyneth's  gathering ;  and  some  of  Gy- 
neth's  favourite  books,  too,  had  found  their  way 
there,  lent  to  beg^e  the  tediousness  of  the  young 
goyemess's  lonely  eyenings. 

Any  one  who  had  seen  the  gleam  of  pleasure 
which  lighted  up  Miss  Manson's  face  as  Gyneth 
entered  the  library  with  her  flowers  that  Novem- 
ber morning,  woidd  have  guessed  that  Miss  De- 
shon,  with  her  gentle  grace  and  sweet,  shy  friendH- 
ness,  was  no  unwelcome  visitant,  even  though  she 
did  cause  an  interruption  to  the  rehearsal  of  that 
particular  column  of  the  multiplication  table  which 
Miss  Manson  was  most  desirous  of  impressing 
upon  Edgar's  memory. 

"  Thank  you,  oh,  thank  you !  Are  you  sure  I 
am  not  robbing  you  ?  And,  Miss  Deshon,  can  you, 
now  you  are  here,  persuade  Edgar  to  a  little  more 
attention?  I  do  not  like  making  complaints,  as 
you  know;  but  he  has  been  so  very  inattentive 
for  these  last  few  days,  that  we  have  scarcely  got 
on  at  all,  and  I  am  not  happy  about  it." 

The  poor  teacher  looked  seriously  concerned, 
while  the  little  pupil  wore  his  most  unconcerned 
and  indifferent  air. 

"  How  is  it,  Eddie  ?"  said  Gyneth,  pleasantly ; 
"  has  a  little  idle  fit  come  on  ?  If  so,  I  am  sure 
you  will  make  haste  and  shake  it  off,  won't  you  ?" 

No  answer  was  vouchsafed,  and  Eanny  ex- 
claimed, 

**  Oh,  it's  no  use  talking  to  him,  Gyneth ;  he's 
sulky.  He  used  to  be  so  sometimes  in  Cor^,  and 
no  one  but  Bertie  can  do  anything  with  him  till 
the  fit's  over." 

"  At  least  they  can  keep  from  making  him  worse," 
said  Miss  Manson,  reprovingly.  "I'm  afraid  it 
was  your  laughing  at  his  mistakes  that  first  helped 
to  bring  on  una  sullenness,  Fanny ;  you  must  try 


A  MAIDIK  OF  OVn  OWIT  DAT.  276 

to  control  yourself,  my  dear,  and  not  make  remarks 
that  wound  him." 

''But  he  is  not  going  to  think  about  it  any 
more,"  said  G^eth,  kissing  him.  "  Come  and 
make  friends  with  him.  Fan,  and  then  I  daresay 
he  will  be  able  to  bring  the  multiplication  table 
to  a  happy  conclusion." 

Fanny,  who  was  far  from  meaning  to  be  unkind, 
came  readily  at  her  sister's  call,  and  proffered  the 
cordial  hug,  which  was  her  warmest  sign  of  amity ; 
but  Edgar  shrank  proudly  away  from  her,  and 
neither  spoke  nor  smiled. 

^*  Come,  my  dear,  we  must  at  least  finish  our 
morning's  lessons,"  said  Miss  Manson,  with  a  de- 
sponding gesture ;  "  go  back  to  your  writing, 
Fanny.  And  now,  Eo^ar,  let  us  go  on  with  our 
multiplication :  twelve  times  five  are — what  ?" 

No  reply. 

"Don^t  you  know  it,  Eddie?"  asked  Q-yneth, 
gravely,  ifot  a  word.  The  little  gentleman  stood 
twisting  his  curls  round  his  fingers  with  the  most 
provoking  unconcern. 

Miss  Manson  closed  the  books,  and  put  Edgar's 
slate  on  the  mantel-piece.  "  He  has  not  done  a 
single  sum  to-day,"  she  observed;  ^'his  lessons 
have  been  a  mere  farce  for  these  several  days." 
And  she  looked  anxiously  towards  Gyneth,  as  if 
expecting  some  help  from  her. 

It  flashed  across  G-yneth's  mind  that,  if  she 
were  to  say  that  she  must  tell  Bertie  of  this  naugh- 
tiness when  she  next  wrote,  it  would  probably 
have  more  effect  on  Edgar  than  any  other  argu- 
ment ;  but  she  could  not  think  that  such  a  threat 
would  be  a  right  mode  of  influence. 

*'  Would  you  not  like  to  speak  to  mamma.  Miss 
Manson?"  she  said,  hesitatingly.  "I  think  she 
ought  to  be  told  that  Edgar  has  been  disobedient 
to  you,  and  then  she  will  judge  what  had  better  be 
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done  with  him.  I  know  you  do  not  like  getting 
him  into  trouble,  and  neither  do  I ;  but  mamma  is 
so  very  kind." 

Miss  Manson  looked  a  little  discomposed,  and 
Gyneth  felt  a&aid  that  she  had  seemed  interfering, 
but  Fanny  explained.  "  Why,  G-yneth,  Miss  Man- 
son  spoke  to  mamma  yesterday,  and  she  said  '  she 
was  very  sorry,  some  people  hadn't  the  knack  of 
managiQg  children,  she  hadn't  herself,  but  she  had 
hoped  that  Miss  Manson  might,  Edgar  could  leave 
off  lessons  for  that  morning,  and  she  hoped  he 
would  be  a  better  boy  another  day ;  it  was  very 
naughty  of  him  to  be  so  troublesome.'  " 

Miss  Manson  who  had  vainly  interposed  with 
*  hush,'  in  the  middle  of  this  speech  of  Fanny's, 
remarked  gravely  at  the  end,  "  My  dear,  you  were 
not  asked  to  repeat  your  mamma's  remarks  at  all ; 
and  in  such  a  disrespectful  tone  too.  K  you  can- 
not be  quiet  and  attend  to  your  lessons  I  must  ask 
you  to  go  away."  She  spoke  decidedly,  and  her 
fiace  was  a  little  flushed ;  Mrs.  Deshon's  reception 
of  her  complaint  had  not  been  so  pleasant  or  judi- 
cious as  to  bear  repetition  in  Fanny's  pert  tones. 

Q-yneth  stood  with  drooped  head,  more  pained 
than  she  could  bear  to  show.  She  loved  £(%ar  so 
dearly  that  it  was  grievous  to  her  to  see  him  in- 
dulging in  a  wrong  temper,  but  she  could  have 
borne  that  better  than  this  new  proof  of  her  mo- 
ther's weakness.  Yet  there  was  a  certain  dignity 
in  her  quiet  and  rather  sad  tones,  as  she  said,  "  If 
Edgar  nas  not  attended  to  mamma's  wishes,  I 
cannot  suppose  that  he  would  to  mine ;  papa  will 
be  the  right  person  to  appeal  to  if  he  continues 
troublesome  to  you.  Miss  Manson,  but  I  hope  he 
will  not,"  and  her  voice  softened  into  the  most 
persuasive  tenderness  as  she  stooped  down  and 
looked  into  Edgar's  sullen  face, "  You  will  be  good, 
my  darling,  won't  you  ?    It  grieves  sister,  and  it 
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would  grieve  Bertie  if  he  were  here  to  see  you  so 
obstinate;  and  Eddie,  dearest/*  she  whispered 
with  still  deeper  earnestness,  *'  you  know  Whom  it 
grieves  still  more." 

A  slight  thrill  of  alarm  passed  over  Edgar's  face 
as  she  spoke  of  appealing  to  his  father,  otherwise 
he  was  quite  unmoved. 

The  chink  of  Colonel  Deshon's  spurs  was  heard 
in  the  haU,  and  in  another  minute  ne  opened  the 
library  door. 

"  "Well,  how  are  the  lessons  getting  on  ?"  he  in- 
quired ;  "  they  are  nearly  over  for  to-day,  I  suppose. 
Thank  you.  Miss  Manson,  I  am  too  muddy  to 
come  in ;  oh !  is  there  anything  the  matter  P"  as  he 
observed  the  grave  faces. 

Miss  Manson  seemed  nervous,  and  looked  ap- 
pealingly  towards  Q-yneth,  the  terror  which  had 
seized  on  Edgar  had  partly  affected  her,  and  even 
Panny  was  sQent. 

But  G-yneth's  face  wore  not  a  shadow  of  fear, 
only  a  little  shame  for  Edgar's  sake,  as  she  said 
gently, "  We  are  in  a  little  trouble,  p^a,  for  Eddie 
nas  not  been  so  attentive  to  Miss  Manson  as  he 
ought  for  the  last  day  or  two.  Perhaps  if  you 
would  speak  to  him — " 

'-'  Indeed !  Come  here,  Edgar,  what  is  the  rea- 
son of  this  behaviour  ?" 

A  shower  of  tears  was  the  answer ;  fright  over- 
powered Edgar's  obstinacy,  he  would  not  speak 
before,  he  really  could  not  now. 

In  Lambert's  childhood  such  a  manifestation  of 
fear  would  have  made  Colonel  Deshon  more  stem, 
now  it  made  him  more  gentle.  He  sat  down  on  a 
chair  near  the  door,  and  took  Edgar  on  his  knee. 
"Hush,  hush,  I  must  not  have  you  so  afraid  of 
me ;  let  me  hear  what  you  have  done  wrong :  even 
if  I  have  to  punish  you,  you  can  bear  it  like  a 
man,  can't  you?  without  all  these  tears.    Now, 
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Miss  Manson,  tell  me  what  you  haye  to  complaia 
of?" 

Miss  Manson  told  the  tale  of  Edgar's  misde- 
meanours, softening  it  as  much  as  she  could,  and 
Fanny  scarcely  waited  for  her  to  conclude  before 
exclaiming,  "  It  was  my  fault,  papa,  I  laughed  at 
Edgar  for  being  stupid,  and  tnat  offended  him; 
we  haven't  either  of  us  been  going  on  well  oyer 
since  Bertie  went  away." 

"  Indeed !  why  was  not  I  told  of  it  before  ? 
Ah,"  as  he  saw  the  frightened  looks,  ''haye  I  made 
all  my  children  afraid  of  me  ?" 

"  Not  me,  papa,"  said  Gyneth,  pressing  closer  to 
him  with  a  fearless  confiding  look  which  did  his 
heart  good,  "only  you  know  we  children  don't 
like  to  teU  tales  of  one  another,  and  Miss  Manson's 
kindness  made  her  unwilling  to  complain." 

"  I  can  quite  understand  that,"  he  said,  turning 
courteously  towards  the  governess,  "  but  I  shall 
try  to  make  your  pupils  understand  that  your  au- 
thority must  be  respected,  and  for  the  future  if 
they  give  you  any  trouble  I  must  beg  you  to  make 
a  complaint  at  once  to  either  myself  or  Mrs. 
Deshon." 

"  Thank  you,  I  will  do  so  certainly,  if  you  wish 
it,"  she  answered, still  rather  nervously,  "I  am  afraid 
Edgar's  refractoriness  may  be  partly  owing  to  my 
bad  management;   I  have  not  had  much  expe- 


rience." 


Colonel  Deshon  cut  short  her  honest  apologies 
with  a  kind  assurance  that  no  excuse  on  her  part 
was  needed,  and  she  went  away  somewhat  relieved, 
though  goodnaturedly  concerned  about  what  might 
happen  to  Edgar  when  she  was  gone.  Ck)lonel 
Deshon  went  to  open  the  door  for  her,  and  then 
returned  to  the  library,  where  his  little  son  was 
anxiously  awaiting  his  sentence.  "You  and  I 
must  have  some  talk  by-and-by,  Edgar,"  he  said, 
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"but  I  shall  leave  you  to  yourself  for  a  little 
while.  Tour  dinner  will  be  sent  in  here,  and 
you  must  stay  here  till  I  give  you  leave  to  join 
your  brothers  and  sisters  again.  Do  you  under- 
stand?" 

Edgar  understood  so  well  that  his  terrified  ex- 
pression gave  way  to  one  of  intense  relief;  he  had 
expected  somethmg  much  more  dreadful. 

"What  did  you  think  I  was  going  to  do  to 
you  ?*'  said  Colonel  Deshon,  in  astonishment. 

Edgar  coloured  and  trembled  again,  and  the 
answer  came  in  a  burst  of  sobs,  "  Papa,  you  were 
cross  to  Bertie  when  he  was  a  little  boy !" 

"  He  told  you  so,  I  suppose  ?  I  half  suspected 
fipom  whom  you  had  learnt  your  fears,"  said  the 
Colonel  in  a  pained  voice,  "it  is  quite  natural, 
poor  fellow,  I  was  too  harsh  to  him." 

"  I  am  sure  he  never  said  so !"  exclaimed  Gy- 
neth  and  Eanny  in  one  breath. 

"  No,  it  was  nurse  that  told  me,"  said  Edgar, 
"  but  I  wouldn't  believe  her  till  I  had  asked  Bertie 
if  it  was  true,  and  he  said, '  it  was  not  crossness 
but  severity,'  so  then  I  asked  him  whether  he 
thought  you  would  ever  be  severe  to  me,  and  he 
said  he  didn't  know,  but  if  you  ever  were,  I  might 
be  quite  certain  it  was  because  I  deserved  it." 

"And  you  thought  you  had  deserved  it  to-day  ?" 

"I  didn't  know,  but  I — I  was  so  frightened,  papa." 

"  "Well, never  be  frightened  again,Edgar.  I  made  a 
mistake — I  own  it  to  you  freely — in  training  vour 
brother  Lambert  after  the  rigorous  fashion  of  my 
own  young  days,  he  was  too  gentle  to  be  fit  for 
such  rough  discipline,  and  I  have  been  sorry  for  it 
ever  since.  At  least  I  shall  never  make  that  mis- 
take again,  but  remember,  that  if  I  am  indulgent 
to  you  it  is  not  because  your  faults  do  not  grieve 
and  displease  me,  or  because  I  do  not  care  about 
your  }mng  a  good  boy." 
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"  No,  I  know,"  said  Edgar,  humbly.  **  I  will  do 
my  sums  now,  papa." 

'^Yes,  and  learn  your  multiplication  table  as 
well,  ready  to  say  to  Mias  Manson  to-morrow. 
Now  girls,  we  must  not  keep  mamma  waiting 
luncheon  any  longer.  I  must  just  get  rid  of  my 
muddy  things,  and  then  I  will  follow  you  to  the 
dining  room." 

"  Qyneth,"  said  Panny,  when  they  had  left  the 
library,  "  I  was  so  angry  when  you  told  papa  of 
Edgar,  but  now  I  see  that  you  were  quite  right, 
only  you  might  as  well  have  told  of  me  too,  for  I 
deserved  it  just  as  much." 

"You  told  of  yourself,  Fan,  and  I  think  when 
you  are  tempted  to  laugh  at  Eddie  again  you  wiU 
remember  that  you  brought  him  into  dis^ace  to- 
day, and  check  yourself,  for  if  to  be  punished  one- 
self makes  one  remember  a  fault,  I  am  sure  to  have 
brought  punishment  by  it  on  another  person,  makes 
one  remember  it  far  more."     * 

"  I'm  sure  it  is  much  harder  to  bear,"  said  poor 
Fanny  with  a  very  rueful  grimace, "  but  you  don't 
think  papa  will  keep  Eddie  in  the  library  long,  do 
you  ?  How  pleased  he  is  with  you,  G-yneth ;  he 
looked  at  you,  oh,  such  a  way  when  you  said  '  not 
me. '  I*m  sure  I  don't  know  why  I  should  be  a&aid 
of  him,  for  he  never  was  cross  to  me  in  my  life,  but 
somehow  mamma  and  nurse  have  always  made 
rather  a  bugbear  of  him,  and  Bertie,  though  he 
never  did  that,  always  seemed  as  if  he  expected  him 
to  be  severe.  And  I  know  I  have  heard  Anthony 
say  that  he  is  very  strict  in  the  regiment,  more 
strict  than  cousin  Anthony  likes  I  suspect." 

Edgar  was  not  long  kept  in  durance,  his  father 
took  him  out  with  him  in  the  afternoon,  and  when 
they  returned  allowed  him  to  join  the  family  again 
as  usual,  but  he  was  not  the  less  conscious  of  hav- 
ing been  '  very  naughty,'  and  hung  his  curly  head 
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all  the  day  in  mute  shame  and  penitence.  He  did 
not,  however,  shrink  away  from  his  father  any 
more,  but  kept  close  to  him,  and  looked  up  with  a 
bright  gleam  of  acquiescence  at  the  remark  which 
followed  his  *  good-night.' — "You  must  try  to  get 
up  in  an  industrious  mood  to-morrow,  Eagar.  I 
shall  ask  Miss  Manson  to  keep  a  defaulter's  book, 
like  we  have  for  the  soldiers,  and  submit  it  to  my 
inspection  every  now  and  then  ;  but  I  hope  I  shan't 
find  many  entries  in  it ;  see  if  you  can  keep  the 
pages  blank." 

And  bLmk  they  were  when  the  book  was  in- 
spected at  the  dose  of  the  following  week.  A  re- 
sult which  was  equally  satisfactory  to  father  and 
governess. 

Colonel  Deshon  had  awaked  to  the  perception 
that  Edgar  was  getting  too  old  to  be  lefb  entirely 
to  women's  management,  and,  without  attributing 
any  neglect  to  his  wife,  determined  to  make  it  his 
own  business  to  see  that  Edgar  was  diligent  at  his 
lessons,  and  amiable  towards  his  sisters.  He  su- 
perintended every  evening  the  learning  of  the  tasks 
— ^well  chosen  and  very  easy  ones — which  were  to 
be  said  to  Miss  Manson  the  next  day,  took  his 
little  son  out  with  him  when  not  bound  on  too 
long  a  walk,  and  kept  up  the  Sunday  repetition  of 
catechism  and  hymns  which  Lambert  nad  estab- 
lished. And  Edgar  certainly  prospered  under  this 
new  control :  he  had  never  been  at  home  before 
without  Lambert,  and  the  loss  of  the  influence 
which  kept  him  from  disagreements  with  Fanny 
and  disobedience  to  his  too-indulgent  mother  would 
have  been  very  much  felt  if  a  new  check  had  not 
been  supplied  by  the  very  kind  and  careful  sur- 
veillance which  his  father  now  kept  over  him. 
G-yneth  rejoiced  in  this  new  state  of  affairs,  though 
not  at  all  conscious  that  she  had  herself  brought 
it  about  by  appealing  to  her  father  to  conquer 
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Edgar's  obstinacy,  instead  of  hiding  it  away  from 
him,  as  her  mother  would  most  probably  have  done. 
K  Lawrence  would  only  have  responded  to  Colonel 
Deshon's  influence  as  Edgar  did,  her  mind  would 
have  been  at  ease  about  her  brothers  ;  but,  alas ! 
she  could  not  but  see  that  Lawrence  resented  his 
father's  good  counsel  as  "  preaching,"  was  as  tacitly 
disrespectful  to  him  as  he  dared  to  be,  and  dis- 
obeyed his  injunctions  without  scruple  when  he 
could  do  so  without  risk  of  detention.  She  was 
distressed  by  the  accidental  discovery  that  the 
forbidden  meerschaum  was  enjoyed  stcadthily  now 
and  then  in  the  hay-loft,  when  Lawrence  was  sun- 
posed  to  have  paid  an  innocent  visit  to  the  stable 
to  inspect  the  condition  of  his  favourite  horse,  and 
once  she  found  her  brother  reading  a  book  of 
Strauss's,  which  she  knew  her  father  had  requested 
might  be  burnt.  She  could  not  bring  herself  to 
believe  it  to  be  her  duty  to  report  these  misde- 
meanours to  her  father,  more  especially  as  Law- 
rence made  a  sort  of  half-promise  that  they  should 
not  be  repeated :  but  she  was  unhappy  about  them, 
and  was  relieved  when  Anthony  returned  to  Har- 
bourmouth,  because  rides  and  walks  with  him 
made  a  variety  for  Lawrence,  and  might  prevent 
his  seeking — at  least  so  she  trusted — less  desirable 
amusements.  She  had  not  learned  to  like  Anthony, 
but  attributed  to  him  the  negative  merit  of  being 
"  very  harmless,*'  and  thought  he  had  too  whole- 
some a  fear  of  Colonel  Deshon  to  be  likely  to  en- 
courage Lawrence  in  resisting  his  authority. 

One  day,  as  she  was  strolling  along  the  beach 
with  Edgar  and  Katie,  who  had  run  on  a  little  in 
front  of  her,  the  quick  tramp  of  a  horse  was  heard 
in  the  loose  shingly  soil,  and  Mr.  Armstrong  rode 
up  to  her. 

He  began  with  an  exclamation  of  pleasure  at 
having  met  her,  and  she  prepared  to  be  coldly  civil, 
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but  bis  next  words  drove  all  ibougbts  of  self  out 
of  ber  bead.  "  I  am  so  glad  tbat  I  bave  met  you 
alone,  Miss  Desbon,  because  I  want  to  say  a  word 
or  two  about  your  brotber,  if  you  will  not  tbink 
it  impertinent.  Do  you  tbink  tbe  Colonel  knows, 
or  would  approve  if  be  did  know,  bow  mucb  time 
be  spends  in  our  billiard  and  smoking  rooms  at  tbe 
barracks,  and  bow  mucb  be  bas  been  taken  up  by 
Moreburst  and  Yilliers,  and  otbers  of  tbe  fast  set  ?" 
"  I — I  didn't  know  be  ever  went  to  tbe  barracks, 
except  to  meet  my  cousin  Antbony,"  faltered  Gy- 
netb  in  surprise ;  ^*  be  often  rides  and  walks  witb 
bim." 

"  Tben  you  knew  notbing  about  it,  and  I  bave 
startled  you !  I  am  so  sorry,  but  I  rusbed  straigbt 
into  tbe  subject  because  I  so  seldom  bave  an  op- 
portuniiy  oi  speaking  to  you  alone.  Tour  little 
brotber  is  coming  to  join  us  now." 

"  I  will  tell  bim  to  run  on  again :  I  sbould  not 
like  bim  to  bear  a  word  against  Lawrence ;"  and 
wben  sbe  bad  despatcbed  Edgar  in  searcb  of  some 
sea-weed  sbe  added,  "  Will  you  please  tell  me  any- 
thing you  tbink  I  ought  to  know  ?" 

"Tbere  is  not  mucb  to  tell;  and  it  distresses 
me  to  give  you  pain,  only  I'm  afraid  your  brotber 
makes  tbose  riaes  and  walks  witb  Waller  a  pre- 
text for  coming  to  tbe  barracks,  and  if  you  could 
manage  to  cut  off  tbe  excuse  of  tbese  engagements 
it  migbt  prevent  mucb  miscbief.  He  used  to  ride 
a  good  deal  witb  tbe  Colonel,  and  walk  witb  you, 
wben  be  first  returned  from  Q-ermany,  did  be 
not?" 

"  Yes,  but  I'm  afraid  be  got  tired  of  tbat.  I 
suppose  be  wants  amusement ;  be  finds  me  dull, 
no  doubt,  and  papa  is  so  mucb  older  and  graver, 
tbat  be  must  miss  bis  young  student-companions. 
I  suppose  bis  liking  to  amuse  bimself  witb  Cap- 
tain yilliers  and  Mr.  Moreburst  cannot  be  wrong 
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in  itself^  only  tlie  doing  it  without  papa's  know- 
ledge." 

Mr.  Armstrong  looked  doubtful  and  perplexed, 
and  was  silent  for  a  minute ;  then  he  said  hesitat- 
ingly, "  I  don't  think  Villiers  and  Morehurst  are 
safe  friends  for  him,  though  very  likely  they  mean 
kindly;  they  never  play  without  betting,  for  in- 
stance, and  I  know  the  Colonel  does  not  appiOTe 
of  that." 

"  No  indeed,"  said  G^yneth  in  real  alarm.  "  Oh, 
what  shaU  I  do !" 

Mr.  Armstrong  looked  at  her  as  if  he  would  fain 
have  borne  all  the  anxiety  and  trouble  for  her,  and 
observed  apologetically, "  Perhaps  I  had  better  have 
held  my  tongue ;  if  your  brother  gets  into  Wool- 
wich Academy  in  January,  that  will  take  him  away 
from  all  this,  but  I'm  afraid  he  is  getting  into 
habits  which  may  stick  by  him  through  life,  and  I 
have  wished  to  act  the  part  of  a  real  friend — if  you 
would  let  me — to  you  and  aU  yours." 

Her  *'  thank  you"  could  not  be  otherwise  than 
grateful  and  cordial,  though  she  had  no  heart  to 
say  more. 

"  K I  had  had  any  influence  with  your  brother  I 
would  have  remonstrated  with  him  instead  of  trou- 
bling you,"  proceeded  the  young  officer,  "but  he 
avoids  me  rather,  looks  down  on  me  as  '  a  par- 
venu,' I  believe,  which  of  course  I  am,  as  I  never 
hesitate  to  avow." 

"Which  is  exactly  why  I  like  you,"  thought 
Gyneth  to  herself,  but  she  only  said  politely,  "  I 
am  sure  it  is  nothing  to  be  ashamed  of,  and  I  hope 
you  are  mistaken  in  fancying  that  Lawrence  looks 
down  on  you,  I  cannot  think  he  would  be  so 
siUy." 

But  she  began  to  perceive  with  pain  that  she 
knew  very  little  of  Lawrence's  real  character,  and 
though  too  innocent  to  feel  the  force  of  Mr.  Arm- 
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strong's  hints  about  "preventing  mischief,"  was 
sure  that  her  brother  must  be  wrong  in  pursuing 
amusements  which  he  found  it  necessary  to  con- 
ceal from  his  father,  and  was  quite  as  anxious  a« 
Mr.  Armstrong  could  wish  to  put  a  check  on  the 
frequency  of  those  visits  to  the  barracks  which 
threw  him  into  the  way  of  temptation. 

But  how  to  set  about  it  ? 

A  temporary  solution  to  her  perplexity  came 
from  an  unexpected  quarter. 

When  she  reached  home  that  afternoon  a  letter 
from  Lambert  was  put  into  her  hand,  which  con- 
tained the  following  passage :  "  I  have  had  a  long 
letter  from  Lewis,  giving  an  amusing  account  of 
his  adventures  in  Brittany.  The  Bumabys,  as  I 
daresay  you  know,  accompanied  him  part  of  the 
way,  but  the  uncomfortable  lodgings  and  primitive 
food  did  not  suit  Mr.  Bumaby,  so  they  are  now  en 
route  for  England,  and  are  going  to  spend  some 
time  with  a  friend  at  Dover,  which  Lewis  rather 
regrets  on  grandmamma's  account,  as  he  says  she 
seems  to  miss  them  very  much.  He  adds — ^and  I 
think  he  meant  me  to  repeat  it  to  you — that  he 
should  be  very  glad  to  hear  that  you  were  going 
to  stay  a  little  while  with  grandmamma,  for  he 
fears  she  is  out  of  spirits — ^a  most  unusual  thing 
for  her,  is  it  not  ? — and  thinks  this  a  sign  that  she 
is  not  so  well  as  usual.  He  hopes  to  be  at  home 
himself  in  another  fortnight." 

Mrs.  Deshon  held  out  her  hand  for  the  letter 
when  Gyneth  had  read  it.  Bertie's  epistles  were 
considered  pro  bono  publico,  and  never  supposed  to 
contain  any  secrets.  She  returned  it  with  the 
smiling  comment,  "  Very  kind  of  Lewis  to  give  us 
a  hint  that  we  are  neglecting  grandmamma!  I 
will  write  and  ask  her  to  come  to  us  at  once,  and 
we  must  try  to  cheer  her ;  it  is  not  our  fault  that 
she  is  not  with  us  now." 
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"I  have  just  heard  from  my  mother,  Fanny," 
said  Colonel  Deshon  looking  up ;  "  you  can  see 
what  she  says,  she  promises  to  spend  Christmas 
with  us,  but  does  not  seem  disposed  to  leave  home 
at  present.     What  does  Lewis  say  about  her  ?" 

''  He  says  she  seems  out  of  spirits,  and  hopes 
that  Q-yneth  will  go  and  stay  with  her.  He  nas 
taken  rather  a  round-about  way  of  intimating  his 
wishes  to  you,  Q-yneth." 

"It  would  have  been  more  like  him  to  have 
written  straight  to  me,  certainly,"  thought  Gyneth 
to  herself,  but  she  did  not  say  so,  and  her  face  was 
unruffled  by  any  shade  of  vexation. 

"  I  will  go  and  see  my  mother  to-morrow,  and 
take  Lawrence  with  me,"  said  Colonel  Deshon; 
"  we  can  quite  well  go  and  return  in  one  day  if  it 
is  not  convenient  to  her  to  house  us  for  the  night." 

"  And  will  you  take  me,  and  let  me  stay  a  few 
days  with  grandmamma,  papa?"  said  Gyneth. 
She  did  not  like  to  ask  for  a  longer  time,  faring 
that  Lawrence  might  make  her  absence  an  excuse 
for  seeking  the  company  of  his  friends  at  the  bar- 
racks. 

"  One  would  have  thought  grandmamma  would 
not  have  hesitated  to  ask  you  if  she  had  really 
wanted  you,"  objected  Mrs.  Deshon. 

"  There  is  no  doubt,  my  dear,  I  fancy,  of  her 
being  glad  to  have  Gynetn  at  any  time,"  said  the 
Colond.  "  I  felt  almost  selfish  in  depriving  her 
of  her  companion.  And  it  is  very  natural  that 
Gyneth  should  wish  to  go  to  her  now." 

"  Especially  as  Lewis  Grantham  desires  it." 

Playful  as  was  the  tone,  it  made  Colonel  De- 
shon turn  round  and  look  at  his  wife  with  a  sort 
of  quiet  wonder,  not  unmixed  with  a  little  very 
gentle  reproach,  which  silenced  her  in  an  instant. 

'*  I  don't  think  Lewis  would  have  suggested  it 
unless  he  had  thought  that  grandmamma  really 
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wished  for  me,"  said  GJyneth,  in  the  calm  voice 
that  would  not  be  ashamed  or  confused,  let  her 
mother  hint  what  she  liked ;  "  and  if  you  will  be 
so  kind  as  to  spare  me,  mamma,  I  shall  like  to  stay 
a  few  days  with  her  very  much." 

So  it  was  settled,  and  Colonel  Deshon  put  off 
his  expedition  one  more  day,  that  G-yneth  might 
write  and  ask  if  her  visit  would  be  convenient  to 
her  grandmother  just  then.  An  answer  came  by 
return  of  post,  tenderly  welcoming  her,  and  invit- 
ing both  her  and  Lawrence  to  extend  their  stay  to 
a  fortnight  at  the  least. 

"  Before  the  expiration  of  which  Lewis  Grantham 
will  have  returned!"  was  Mrs.  Deshon's  mental 
reflection,  but  she  had  forbearance  enough  not  to 
express  it,  or  her  own  vexation  thereat,  when  she 
found  that  both  her  son  and  daughter  looked  for- 
ward with  pleasure  to  this  extended  visit. 

Lawrence  seemed  more  pleased  than  Q-yneth  had 
expected,  and  she  accepted  it  gladly  as  a  proof  of 
his  affectionate  heart.  Mr.  Armstrong's  revela- 
tions did  not  weigh  so  heavily  on  her  as  might 
have  been  supposed ;  the  "  charity" — ^in  its  deep 
sense  of  love — "  which  hopeth  all  things,"  made 
her  trust  that  Lawrence  when  withdrawn  for  a 
while  from  the  temptations  of  bad  companionship, 
would  begin  to  feel  how  wrong  he  had  been  in 
yielding  to  them ;  and  in  the  quiet  cathedral  city 
better  influences  would  surround  him,  the  very 
sight  of  the  grand  old  minster,  the  very  hearing  of 
the  glorious  chants  that  echoed  there,  might  open 
to  him  that  new  *  door  of  the  beautiful'  to  which 
Bhe  had  striyen  to  point  the  way. 
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CHAPTEE  XX. 

"  Oar  dear  Lobd  is  Himself  all  that  our  highest  and  holiest 
affections  can  seek  or  comprehend,  for  He  made  these  our 
hearts  :  He  gave  us  these  our  affections ;  and  through  them 
the  spirit  speeiks.  Aspiring  to  their  Source  they  rise  up  like 
the  white  smoke  and  hright  flame,  while  on  earth  if  left  un- 
mastered,  they  hum,  suffocate,  and  destroy.  Yet  they  haye 
their  natural  and  innocent  outlets  even  here,  and  a  woman 
may  warm  herself  hy  them  without  scorching,  and  yet  be 
neither  a  wife  nor  a  nun." 

Ye  Household  of  Sir  Tkonuu  More. 

EWlS  had.  not  been  mistaken  when 
he  surmised  from  her  letters  that 
"  granny  "  was  not  quite  in  her  usual 
health  and  spirits.  Gryneth  found 
her  looking  paler  than  was  her  wont,  and  evidently 
less  able  to  employ  herself  actively,  though  mak- 
ing no  complaint;  and  Anne  recorded  in  strict 
confidence  her  belief  that  "  Missus  didn't  sleep  as 
well  o'nights  now  as  she  used,  for  she  always 
seemed  feeble  and  tired-like  in  the  mornings  in- 
stead of  waking  up  rested." 

But  in  the  pleasant  society  of  her  children,  she 
rallied  mentally  if  not  physically ;  and  to  do  Law- 
rence justice  his  efforts  certainly  contributed  much 
to  cheer  her,  though,  of  course,  he  could  not  be  to 
her  what  his  sister  was.     When  in  his  grandmo- 
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tber*s  presence  he  was  always  amiable  and  polite, 
and  sometimes  very  lively,  though  when  alone 
with  Qyneth,  he  often  fell  into  a  fit  of  sullen 
gloom  which  made  her  feel  that  his  mind  was  not 
at  ease  and  that  his  gaiety  was  only  on  the  surface. 
She  concluded  that  it  was  the  tacit  deceit  he 
had  practised  on  his  father,  which  weighed  upon 
his  conscience,  and  bethought  herself  how  she 
could  best  lead  liim  to  make  confession  of  his 
fault;  she  knew  he  had  cause  to  dread  Colonel 
Deshon's  just  displeasure,  but  surely  that  would 
be  far  easier  to  bear  than  his  present  uneasiness. 
One  day  when  they  had  been  to  the  Cathedral  to- 

f  ether,  and  Lawrence  had  seemed  much  impressed 
y  the  beauty  of  the  service,  not  caring  to  conceal 
his  feelings  as  an  English-bred  boy  would  proba- 
bly have  done ;  he  broke  off  a  discussion  on  re- 
ligious art,  upon  which  they  had  entered  during 
their  walk  home,  by  the  totally  irrelevant  remark, 
"  I  wonder  whether  grandmamma  will  give  me  any 
money  when  I  am  goins  away ;  she's  very  liberal 
to  you,  isn't  she,  &ynetn  ?" 

"  Only  too  generous,  but  Lawrie,  I  didn't  think 
— "  and  there  she  stopped,  her  surprised  look  in 
part  supplying  the  hiatus. 

^'You  didn't  think  I  was  so  mercenary?  and 
now  perhaps  you  will  go  to  the  other  extreme,  and 
suppose  that  while  doing  the  agreeable  to  grand- 
mamma I  have  been  thinking  of  '  les  beaux  yeux 
de  sa  cassette:'  but  the  truth  is  I  want  some 
money  terribly  just  now,  I  don't  know  what  I 
shall  do  if  I  can't  get  it." 

His  dark  eyes  had  a  brooding  desperate  look, 
which  suggested  very  tragical  intentions,  but  for- 
tunately (fyneth  was  not  the  least  alarmed  by  it. 
"  If  I  knew  what  you  wanted  the  money  for,  per- 
haps I  could  help  you,  Xiawrie,"  she  said  in  kindly 
hopeful  tones. 
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"If  I  were  sure  you  would  not  betray  me," 
hesitated  Lawrence ;  "  will  you  promise  to  help  me, 
without  telling  any  one,  liebes  schwesterchen  P*' 

"  I  cannot  promise  that,"  said  G-yneth,  '*  but  if 
you  will  trust  me,  I  will  do  my  best  to  help  you; 
only, — wouldn't  it  be  better  to  tell  all  your  trou- 
bles to  papa  ?" 

"  Thsoik  you,"  said  Lawrence  loftily,  "  How 
cold  the  wind  is !  What  is  that  building  at  the 
top  of  the  street  ?" 

G-yneth  looked  at  him  in  astonishment ;  but  was 
too  shy  to  press  for  his  confidence,  now  that  he 
seemed  inclined  to  withhold  it ;  perhaps  she  had 
not  been  sympathising  enough,  not  seemed  aa  if 
she  really  wished  to  help  him,  she  would  try  to 
manage  better  another  time,  though  she  could  not 
waver  in  what  seemed  right,  even  for  his  sake. 

After  a  few  indifferent  remarks,  uttered  ap- 
parently from  a  wish  to  appear  dignified  and  un- 
concerned, Lawrence  turned  off  in  the  direction 
of  the  library,  and  left  her  to  pursue  the  rest  of 
the  way  by  herself. 

Just  as  she  entered  the  quiet  street  in  which 
her  grandmother's  house  stood,  she  met  Mr.  Willis, 
and  rather  to  her  surprise  he  stopped  and  turned 
back  with  her,  inquirmg  with  much  interest  after 
Mrs.  Deshon's  health. 

"  It  is  unfortunate  that  Mr.  &rantham  and  Bo 
— Miss  Bumaby,  I  mean,  should  have  been  both 
away  together,"  he  observed,  "  but  now  that  you 
are  come,  I  daresay  Mrs.  Deshon  wants  no  one 
else." 

"  I  think  she  will  be  yeiy  glad  when  Eose  and 
my  cousin  come  back  though,"  said  Qyneth,  "  and 
she  is  hoping  to  see  Mr.  Bumaby  looking  the  bet- 
ter for  his  tour." 

"  Yes, — ^he  has  been  very  well  since  he  went  to 
Dover,  I  believe,  but  that  expedition  into  Brittany 
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was  almoBt  too  mucli  for  him.    You  heard  of  that, 
I  suppose,  Miss  Deshon?" 

"  xes,  through  my  cousin.  I  have  not  heard 
from  Miss  Bumaby  since  before  she  left  England, 
she  has  not  been  so  good  a  correspondent  as  usual 
lately." 

Mr.  WilHs  smiled,  perhaps  Hke  many  men  he 
connected  ideas  of  elaborately  crossed  sheets,  and 
hosts  of  adjectives  underlineo,  with  the  notion  of 
young  ladies'  correspondence. 

They  had  reached  Mrs.  Deshon's  house,  and  po- 
liteness obliged  Ghyneth  to  ask  him  to  come  in, 
though  she  was  not  altogether  glad  when  he  ac- 
cepted the  invitation.  Her  grandmamma  did  not 
at  once  make  her  appearance,  and  Mr.  WiUis 
stood  at  the  window  looking  dreamily  out  at  the 
Convent  garden,  as  if  he  had  nothing  in  the  world 
to  say  to  her,  but  presently  roused  himself  to 
inquire  after  her  &.ther  and  mother,  and  then  ob- 
served suddenly,  "  You  have  known  Miss  Bumaby 
from  her  childhood,  have  you  not  ?" 

"  Yes,  we  have  been  friends  for  the  last  seven 
years,  and  grandmamma  used  to  tell  me  of  her 
even  before  that,  so  it  almost  seems  as  if  I  had 
known  her  all  her  life." 

"  Do  you  think  her  changeable?" 

"  No,  not  at  all."  The  answer  came  a  little  in- 
dignantly, both  resenting  his  asking  her  such  a 
question,  and  his  venturing  to  ascribe  such  a  fail- 
ing to  her  friend. 

He  looked  relieved  and  said  very  kindly,  "  Ah, 
you  are  too  true  a  friend  even  to  suspect  such  a 
thing,  and  I  would  not  have  asked  the  question  if 
I  had  not  known  that  no  suggestion  of  mine  could 
prejudice  you  against  Miss  Bumaby.  Your  cousin 
has  a  very  high  opinion  of  her  too." 

"  Yes,"  acquiesced  Q-yneth  quietly,  "  every  one 
must  have  who  knows  her." 
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''  And  he  knows  her  well ;  they  are  far  more 
than  common  acquaintances,  I  mean." 

^  Yes,"  again,  and  no  change  in  the  proud,  quiet 
face,  though  the  girl's  eyes  were  watching  the  sun- 
light playing  on  that  bank  in  the  Conyent  garden, 
where  Lewis  had  found  her  on  that  spring  morn- 
ing, when  he  had  so  eagerly  planned  with  her  the 
expedition  to  Traversham,  and  *'  Miss  Bumaby  " 
had  only  been  thought  of  as  the  convenient  pos- 
sessor of  a  pony-carriage. 

Mr.  Willis  sighed,  and  continued,  '*  He  is  just 
the  person  to  draw  her  out,  he  knows  so  well  the 
sort  of  talk  that  young  ladies  like." 

Gyneth's  lip  curled  slightly,  she  especially  de- 
tested hearing  young  ladies  spoken  of  as  a  distinct 
race,  who  coula  not  be  talked  to  like  other  people, 
but  respect  for  Mr.  Willis  as  being  older  than  her- 
self, and  a  clergyman,  made  her  re&ain  from  a 
satirical  reply. 

Mrs.  Deshon  came  in,  and  the  conversation  still 
turned  upon  Mr.  Grantham,  and  still  his  intimacy 
with  Bose  was  assumed  to  be  very  great.  Gynetn 
wondered  why  the  subject  should  have  so  much 
interest  for  Mr.  Willis,  but  would  not  spare  her- 
self the  pain  of  hearing  it  discussed  by  attempting 
to  turn  the  conversation  into  other  channels;  it 
must  be  a  bad  feeling  that  made  it  painful  to  her, 
she  thought,  and  that  feeling  should  be  crushed, 
the  sooner  the  better. 

But  when  Mr.  Willis  was  gone,  and  she  could 
draw  her  own  favourite  low  chair  to  her  grand- 
mother's side,  and  rest  there  quietly  with  that 
dear  hand  locked  in  hers,  she  knew,  by  the  relief 
that  repose  and  silence  were  to  her,  how  great  the 
previous  effort  had  been. 

She  remained  in  that  peaceful  attitude  for  some 
time,  then  roused  herself  to  say  play^ly,  ''A 
penny  for  your  thoughts,  dear  grandmamma !" 
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"  They  are  scarcely  wortb  that,  dearest  child ;  I 
was  only  thinking  now  much  of  human  love  is 
granted  to  some  persons,  and  how  completely  it  is 
withheld  from  others." 

''  I  like  to  think  that  you  have  had  a  large  share, 
dear  granny,  no  one  who  has  known  you  has  been 
able  to  help  loving  you." 

'*  They  have  aU.  been  too  good  to  me !"  said  the 
old  lady,  a  grateful  suffusion  springing  to  her 
sweet  blue  eyes  as  she  spoke,  "  but  I  was  thinking 
of  Mr.  Willis,  it  seems  as  if  all  his  life  he  had  had 
no  one  to  love  him  or  care  for  his  interests,  though 
he  has  spent  himself  for  others." 

''But,  grandmamma,  he  has  a  mother,  and  a 
brother  too,  though  certainly  not  a  very  agree- 
able brother,  at  least  we  none  of  us  like  Major 
Willis." 

"  Ah,  Major  Willis  is  a  better  brother  than  you 
might  suppose,  now,  but  when  he  was  younger  he 
was  very  extravagant,  and  Mr.  Willis  nearly  beg- 
gared himself  in  paying  his  debts.  And  the  mo- 
ther, Lewis  says  I  get  quite  cross  whenever  1 
talk  of  her,  so  perhaps  it  is  better  for  me  not  to 
speak  of  her  even  to  you,  my  darling ;  I  have  no 
patience  with  such  mothers,  1  confess." 

"  Q-ranny,  you  are  never  cross,  that  is  Lewis's 
nonsense.  But  I  thought  Bose  liked  Mrs. 
Willis." 

"  So  she  did,  and  no  doubt  she  is  a  very  clever, 
stylish  la^,  and  was  very  kind  and  attentive  to 
our  little  Kose,  but  she  lives  gaily  on  money  that 
her  son  can  ill  spare — Lewis  met  her  abroad,  he 
knows  all  about  her,  and — ^but,  my  dear,  this  is 
evil-speaking,  I  am  getting  quite  a  cross  unchari- 
table old  woman !" 

"  No,  no,  indeed,  granny ;  it  is  only  your  pity 
for  poor  Mr.  Willis  that  has  made  you  a  little  wee 
bit  fierce  at  the  idea  of  his  mother's  not  being 
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mother-like  to  him ;  but  surely  he  has  aofne  Mends, 
the  Bumabys  are  kind  to  him,  are  they  not?" 

'^Yes,  Mr.  Bumaby  knew  his  father,  and  was 
fiiendly  towards  him  at  first  for  his  father's  sake, 
and  now  for  his  own ;  it  is  through  the  Bumabys 
that  I  have  heard  so  much  about  him.  Bose  often 
talks  of  him,  but  I  can  never  quite  make  out 
whether  she  really  likes  him  or  not ;  poor  man ! 
one  cannot  help  seeing  that  it  is  more  than  likitiff 
on  his  side." 

Ghyneth  gave  a  sudden  start ;  that  this  quahit, 
grave,  old-faehioned-lookiiig  minor  canon  was  an 
anxious  jealous  lover,  painfully  concerned  in  the 
caprices  of  the  little  Kose,  and  uneasy  at  her 
seeming  preference  of  his  fiiend  Mr.  d-rantham, 
was  an  idea  that  had  never  crossed  her  imagina- 
tion. There  followed  an  instantaneous  gleam  of 
something  like  hope. 

'*  Grandmamma,  what  is  Mr.  Willis's  Christian 
name  ?" 

The  voice  was  eager  enough  to  surprise  Mrs. 
Deshon,  and  she  answered  quickly,  ^'Samuel,  I 
know,  because  Bosie  is  naughty  enough  to  laugh 
at  his  being  named  so." 

GHie  transitory  hope  died  aw^  in  silence ;  by  no 
stretch  of  imagination  could  '*  It "  be  supposed  to 
be  the  initial  letter  of  either  Samuel,  or  Willis, 
the  mystery  of  that  little  locket  with  the  "  L  "  on 
it,  about  which  Bose  had  been  so  unusualLy  re- 
served, could  not  be  thus  satisfactorily  explained. 

It  seemed  as  certain  now  that  L  stood  for  LewiB, 
as  A  for  the  inevitable  "  apple-pie,"  which  B  bit, 
and  C  cut,  in  little  Katie's  picture-alphabet. 

"  Poor  Mr.  WilHs  I"  said  Gyneth,  "  it  does  seem 
as  you  say,  grandmamma,  as  if  human  love  were 
to  DO  withhdd  from  him,  but  ought  one  to  pity 
such  people  ?  don't  you  remember  what  Lamartine 
says  when  he  has  been  describing  how  Gtos>  gives 
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great  station  and  influence  to   some  men,  and 
household  loves  and  family  interests  to  others, 

*  HaiB  11  a  dit  aux  ooBun  de  soupin  et  de  foi, 
Ke  pzenez  rien  id,  toub  aurez  tout  en  moi  ?* " 

**  Yea,"  said  the  good  old  lady  gently ;  "  you  are 
right,  dear  child,  the  lot  of  those  lonely  ones  may 
be  the  highest  after  all ;  but  I  who  have  had  so 
much  human  love  to  give  thanks  for  aU  my  life, 
cannot  but  wish  that  all  those  whom  I  am  in- 
terested in  should  share  in  the  blessing.  I  am 
foolish  enough  to  grieve  sometimes  that  Lewis  has 
no  home-neople,  no  mother  and  sisters  to  care  for 
him,  and  be  proud  of  him." 

"He  has  you,  granny." 

"  Yes,  dear  boy !  he  nas  the  old  granny  such  as 
she  is,  to  take  pride  in  his  successes,  and  coddle 
him  in  her  troublesome  old  fashion,  but  that  is  not 
much  for  him,  and — it  may  not  la&t  long." 

^  Grandmamma !"  The  deep,  deep  pain  and 
dread  in  that  low  stifled  cry,  told  almost  as  much 
u  the  clinging  sorrowful  tenderness  of  the  girPs 
embrace. 

**  Hush,  my  darling,"  said  the  old  lady,  sooth- 
ingly, "  you  will  try,  I  know,  for  my  sake,  to  face 
caLmly  tne  thought  of  what  must  come  some  day 
— the  partiQg  that  is  only  for  a  Httle  while.  But 
I  did  not  mean  to  frighten  you,  there  is  nothing  in 
tiie  world  the  matter  with  me  except  the  growing 
ibebleness  that  such  an  old  woman  as  I  am  must  ex- 
pect to  feel.  And  it  is  foolish  of  me  to  be  anxious 
about  Lewis,  if  happiness  is  good  for  him  it  will 
be  sent,  and  he  has  a  brave  cheerful  spirit  which 
will  know  how  to  bear  loneliness  if  that  is  sent 
instead.  Only  I  did  hope — but  never  mind,  it  is 
natural  that  the  young  should  prefer  the  young." 

Wbat  could  Sose  be  about  ?  for  to  her  Gyneth 
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concluded  Mrs.  Deshon  must  be  aUuding — was 
Mr.  Q-rantham  to  be  disappointed  as  well  as  Mr. 
Willis  ?  and  what  young  suitor  could  it  be  whom 
Bose  was  supposed  to  prefer  to  them  ?  Surely 
too  this  supposition  must  be  a  mistake,  who  could 
be  preferred  to  Lewis  ? 

Gyneth  looked  up  in  perplexity,  and  met  a  half- 
regretful,  half-inquiring,  almost  pleading  gaze  from 
her  grandmother. 

"Dear  granny,"  she  said,  "I  hope  Lewis  will 
always  let  me  be  his  friend,  and  though  that  is  not 
much,  yet  if  he  were  in  any  trouble  it  might  be  a 
little  comfort  to  him  to  think  that  there  was  some 
otie  who  felt  with  him  and  for  him,  as  both  Lam- 
bert and  I  do." 

"  Yes,  that  was  what  Lewis  said,  he  said  he  was 
sure  you  would  always  he  friends.'' 

There  was  a  slight  shade  of  reproach  in  the  soft 
tones  which  Qyneth  felt  without  understanding, 
but  this  impression  soon  passed  away,  and  she  was 
brighter  all  that  evening  for  the  thought  "  So 
Le^  Btm  reckons  on  my  Wdship  and  Lres  for 
it !  Then  I  need  not  distress  myself  about  his  not 
having  written  or  sent  me  any  message ;  he  is  not 
reaUy  vexed  with  his  little  philosopher." 

It  is  perhaps  more  usual  to  represent  those  to 
whom  friendsmp  is  offered  in  lieu  of  love  as  reject- 
ing it  with  the  utmost  scorn,  such  scorn  being  ap- 
parently  considered  justifiable,  and  abnost  com- 
mendable! but  whether  praiseworthy  or  not, 
Gyneth  Deshon  felt  none  of  it,  her  head  rose  high 
with  innocent  happy  pride  at  the  thought  of  being 
always  allowed  to  be  the  friend  of  one  from  whom 
remembering  all  that  had  passed  between  them,  a 
more  conventional  heroine  might  have  demanded 
"love  or  nothing!"  Not  that  Lewis  had  ever 
"  made  love  to  her,"  as  the  saying  is,  much  less 
bound  himself  to  h»  by  any  promise,  but  the  deep 
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afSm^tioB,  the  exclusive  preference  he  had  shown 
her  might  well  have  been  considered  by  any  more 
precocious  and  less  innocent  maiden  as  indicative 
of  a  feeling  far  mwe  than  "brotherly"  in  its 
fervour. 

To  Gyneth  it  was  enough  to  caU  that  feeling 
friendship,  remembering  Jeremy  Taylor's  defini- 
tion of  that  word  as  "  the  greatest  love  and  the 
greatest  usefulnesB,  and  the  most  open  communi- 
cation, and  the  noblest  suffering,  and  the  most  ex- 
emplar faithfulness,  and  the  severest  truth,  and 
the  heartiest  counsel  and  the  greatest  union  of 
minds  of  which  brave  men  and  women  are  capable." 

Yes,  good  Bishop,  "  the  greatest  love"  you  have 
said,  and  so  it  may  be,  though  not  of  that  kind 
which  makes  young  maidens  blush  and  dream  of 
marriage.  O^yneth  Deshon  as  she  called  to  mind 
your  grand  old  words  had  no  need  to  droop  her 
serene  eyes;  that  "most  exemplar  faithfulness" 
which  she  inwardly  vowed  to  her  cousin  was  no- 
thing which  she  need  be  ashamed  to  adhere  to, 
even  if  he  became  the  husband  of  the  little  Eose. 
For  a  while  her  mother's  playful,  mischievous 
hints  had  had  power  to  trouble  her,  but  they 
should  do  so  no  longer.  Lewis  and  she  were 
friends,  would  always  be  friends ;  why  should  any 
one  seek  to  suppose  they  might  have  been  more  to 
each  other,  when  that  meant  so  much  ? 

It  was  well  that  she  had  come  to  such  a  satis- 
factory frame  of  mind  with  regard  to  Mr.  G-ran- 
tham,  for  the  Saturday  before  she  returned  to 
Harbourmouth  he  arrived  at  Mrs.  Deshon's  as 
usual,  and  in  another  mood  there  might  have  been 
pain  to  her  in  seeing  how,  while  outward  circum- 
stances remained  as  of  old,  her  relations  with  him 
had  undergone  an  indescribable  change.  He  did 
not  horrify  her  by  making  a  raid  into  the  kitchen, 
nor  banter  her  on  her  philosophical  tastes,  nor  try 
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to  pique  her  into  irritation  by  a  parade  of  good- 
humoured  lazy  indifference  on  the  subjects  in 
which  she  was  most  interested ;  he  was  yeiy  at- 
tentive, very  courteous,  somewhat  cold,  extremely— 
she  thought,  sareaatieally — ^tolerant  of  whatever 
opinions  she  expressed.  Never  mind,  it  would  not 
have  been  exemplar  faithfulness  which  could  not 
believe  in  the  truth  of  his  regard  for  her,  spite  of 
a  little  change  of  manner.  Perhaps  Bose  had 
shown  some  seeming  preference  for  the  younger 
suitor  whose  existence  Mrs.  Deshon  had  hinted 
at,  and  the  secret  anxiety  about  this  made  him 
constrained ;  no  doubt  it  would  all  come  ri^ht  in 
the  end,  for  Ghyneth  believed  in  Bose's  trutn  and 
nobleness  almost  as  much  as  in  her  cousin's,  and 
meantime  there  could  be  nothing  very  serious  the 
matter,  for  every  now  and  then  Lewis  broke  into 
flashes  of  his  old  gay  drollery,  and  even  when 
grave,  seemed  by  no  means  melancholy  or  mise- 
rable. 

When  he  went  away  to  smoke  his  usual  evening 
cigar  what  could  make  Mrs.  Deshon  gaze  after 
him  with  such  tender  solicitude,  and  say  ko  pity- 
in^y,  **Poor  Lewis!" 

Liberty  to  smoke  unreproved  made  Mr.  Oran- 
tham  seem  in  Lawrence's  eyes  far  more  enviable 
than  pitiable,  and  the  speed  with  which  the  boy 
followed  his  cousin  from  the  drawing-room  was 
soon  accounted  for  when  Mrs.  Deshon  happening 
to  go  to  the  window  with  the  intention  of  drawing 
the  curtain  closer,  saw  tuw  red  sparks  travelling 
up  and  down  the  dark  courtyard. 

"  My  dear,  your  brother  is  smoking !"  she  ex* 
daimed,  turning  back  in  alarm  to  &yneth,  '*I 
thought  I  had  been  told  your  father  had  forbidden 
him." 

^  Yes,"  said  Ghyneth,  ^'  so  he  has,  but  I'm  afiraid 
Lawrie  forgets  now  and  then,  or — " 
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"  But,  my  love,  hadn't  you  better  remind  him  ? 
I  shouldn't  like  papa  to  think  that  I  allowed  his 
orders  to  be  disobeyed  here,  though  if  it  were  not 
for  the  disobedience  I  shouldn't  wish  to  interfere 
with  the  poor  boy's  pleasure.  K  there  can  be 
pleaaure  in  anything  so  nasty !"  and  the  old  lady 
made  a  face  such  as  most  old  ladies  make  when 
the  odour  of  cigar-smoke  is  in  the  air. 

Gyneth  smiled,  and  rose  reluctantly  to  obey 
her  grandmother's  behest,  she  was  quite  as  sorry 
as  Mrs.  Deshon  could  be  that  her  brother  should 
forget  or  defy  her  father's  commands,  but  any  in- 
teiterence  on  her  part  had  been  lately  so  much 
resented  that  she  feared  it  did  more  narm  than 
good.  Her  steps  were  quickened  by  a  remark 
&om  Mrs.  Deshon  that  it  was  ''  almost  too  cold 
for  her  to  go  to  the  open  door,  and  that  perhaps 
she  had  better  ring  for  Anne  and  send  Lawrence 
a  message ;"  such  a  proceeding  would  have  been 
regarded  by  that  proud  young  gentleman  as  little 
short  of  an  insult,  so  wrapping  a  cloak  round  her 
for  her  grandmamma's  satisfaction,  she  ran  down 
to  the  door  which  opened  on  the  court,  and  catch- 
ing hold  of  Lawrence's  arm  as  he  passed,  said,  in- 
Inreatingly,  "Lawrie,  please  come  in,  don't  you 
remember?" 

She  did  not  say  what,  but  Lawrence  knew  well 
enough,  and  threw  down  his  cigar  with  a  French 
execration  which  procured  for  mm  an  admonitory, 
"1 8ay,myboy !"  from  his  feUow-smoker.  Then  quite 
irritated  out  of  his  usual  poHteness  he  pushed  paat 
Gyneth  angrily  and  ran  up  stairs,  muttenng  some- 
thong  about  feminine  spies,  and  "idiotic  absurdity." 

*'  Young  bear !"  commented  Mr.  Grantham,  in- 
dignantly, "  I  had  no  idea  he  could  be  so  uncour- 
teous,  and  to  you  too  !  but  what  was  the  matter  P 
did  I  commit  an  indiscretion  in  making  him  free 
of  the  contents  of  my  cigar-case  ?   He  is  certainly 
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very  young  to  be  a  smoker,  but  lie  told  me  he  *  bad 
been  one  for  years !' "  ** 

"  I  believe  be  got  tbe  babit  of  it  in  G^ermany, 
and  when  be  first  came  borne  be  used  to  smoke  a 
great  deal,  but  papa  tbougbt  it  bad  for  bim  and 
begged  bim  to  leave  it  oiF.  I  daresay  it  is  unplea- 
sant for  bim  to  be  reminded  of  that  by  me,  so  no 
wonder  be  was  vexed  just  now,  but  indeed  I  am 
sure  be  did  not  mean  to  be  rude  to  me." 

"Was  so,  without  meaning  it  then,"  said  Mr. 
Grantham,  smiling,  "  he  seems  a  little  out  of  sorts 
altogether  this  evening." 

"  Yes,  I  am  afraid  he  is  not  quite  happy,"  said 
Gyneth,  slowly,  "  and  I  cannot  help  him  properly. 
I  wish  I  might  ask  your  advice  about  it,  Cousin 
Lewis,  but  I  am  not  sure  that  it  would  be  right  to 
talk  of  his  affairs  to  you  without  his  leave,  for  he 
will  not  even  speak  of  them  to  me." 

"But  you  know  what  it  is  that  is  troubling 
him  ?" 

"Yes  partly,  at  least  I  can  guess  from  some- 
thing that  a  mend— that  Mr.  Armstrong  told  me." 

The  lawyer's  keen  eyes  lost  that  look  of  pro- 
tecting sympathy  that  had  so  pleasantly  softened 
them  during  tne  preceding  colloquy.  "Oh,  so 
Mr.  Armstrong  is  '  a  friend'  now,  is  ne  ?"  he  ob- 
served in  his  driest  tone,  buttoning  up  his  coi^t 
and  moving  towards  the  door  as  he  spoke,  as  if 
bent  on  finishing  his  cigar. 

"  I  did  not  mean  to  imply  that  exactly,"  said 
G-yneth,  puzzled  by  the  change  of  expression  which 
the  light  of  the  passage  lamp,  shining  directly  on 
her  cousin's  face,  revealed  to  her ;  "  at  first  I  meant 
to  mention  no  name,  but  then  I  did  after  all,  be- 
cause I  hate  mysteries." 

"Yet  you  make  a  mystery  to  me  of  what  it 
Beems  you  can  talk  over  freely  with  this  Mr. 
Armstrong  ?" 
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'^  Because  it  was  he  who  told  me  about  it/'  said 
G-yneth,  with  simple  straightforwardness;  unfor- 
tunately her  colour  would  deepen  as  she  added 
with  some  spirit,  '^  I  am  sure  ne  is  not  a  person 
who  would  make  mischief^  it  was  from  a  really 
kind  motive  that  he  told  me  what  he  did." 

'*No  doubt!*'  acquiesced  Mr.  Grantham,  sar- 
casticaUy,  "  shall  I  hang  up  that  cloak  for  you  ?" 
as  he  saw  her  reaching  towards  the  peg  on  which 
it  usually  hung,  **  Let  me  shut  the  door  again  till 
you  are  safe  up  stairs,  this  wind  is  too  cold  for 
you." 

She  shivered  sUghtly,  not  from  the  coldness  of 
the  wind  though,  and  with  a  quiet ''  Thank  you" 
went  her  way  up  stairs. 

But  on  the  first  landing  her  cousin  caught  up 
with  her. 

"  Gyneth,  I  used  to  deliver  to  you  preachments 
on  injustice,  and  now  I  have  illustrated  them  by 
being  most  abominably  unjust  myself!  I  cannot 
set  up  for  a  preacher  any  more,  henceforth  I  must 
be  considered  as  *the  wretched  example,' — you 
know  the  story  of  the  two  American  brothers  ? — 
but  allow  me  at  least  to  beg  pardon,  and  assure 
you  that  whatever  I  may  have  said,  I  do  really 
believe  in  the  merits  of  your  Mr.  Armstrong." 

"  But  you  must  beg  pardon  of  justice,  not  of 
me,"  said  Qyneth,  with  a  startled  look  and  smile. 

"  Why  not  of  you  ?" 

"  Because  you  are  so  much  older  than  I,  that  it 
doesn't  seem  right  for  you  to  apologise  to  me  even 
in  play;  I  ought  rather  to  apologise  to  you. 
Cousin  Lewis,  for  having  hindered  you  from 
smoking  all  this  time." 

"Tour  apology  is  graciously  accepted,  Cousin 
Gyneth ;  good-night,  don't  let  granny  sit  up  for 
me,  but  I  shall  be  glad  if  she  will  kindly  have  the 
fire  kept  in  for  me,  as  the  infirmities  of  my  ad- 
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vancing  years  make  me  more  dependent  on  crea- 
tnre-connorts  than  I  used  to  be." 

The  words  implied  some  amount  of  pique,  but 
it  was  the  old  merrj,  good-humoured  tone,  and  the 
brown  eyes  dancing  with  mischief  were  quite 
youthfcd  in  their  sau^  brightness.  Yet  when  he 
was  alone  again  Mr.  Grantham's  mental  reflection 
was  this,  "  Six-and-thirty !  Of  course  she  thinks 
that  old,  and  so  it  is  when  compared  with  her  age. 
Poor  litfcle  girl!  she  must  needs  be  respectml, 
forsooth,  when  she  remembers  my  mature  years, 
exactly  twice  her  own.  Yet  this  used  not  to  be 
thought  of  between  us ;  she  is  certainly  changed!" 
And  musing  thus  he  made  himself  very  unhappy, 
as  is  the  fashion  of  even  otherwise  sensible  people, 
when  misled  by  Imagination,  that  "  fool  of  the 
house,"  as  S.  Theresa  called  it. 


CHAPTEE  XXI. 

"  Werm  aucb  Deine  Hand  mich  drilckt^ 
Wie  lie  pflegt  in  achoDeni  Zeiten, 
"Weri'  ioli'B  nioht  wie  Liebe  deuton 
Weim  suoh  Dcdne  Hand  mich  driickl !" 

R  F  the  little  mJBUudenitanding  of  the  pre- 
viouB  evening  had  left  anv  bitterness 
behind  it,  none  at  least  could  be  traced 
in  either  Mr.  Grantham's  or  G-yneth'a 
manner  to  each  other  when  they  met  at  the  break- 
fast-table on  Sunday  morning.  Mr.  Qrantham 
had  what  Gyneth  imen  a  little  child  had  been 
iront  to  call  "  his  Sunday  lace"  on,  not  a  prim, 
puritanical,  extra-solemn  expression,  such  as  eome 
may  be  indined  to  aetociate  with  that  description, 
but  a  calm  bright  peaceful  look,  as  if  he  had  laid 
all  week-day  cares  and  worries  aside,  and  really 
meant  to  make  the  Sunday  "  a  delight." 

Th^  all  went  to  the  cathedral  in  the  momJiw, 
and  Gyneth,  who  had  walked  on  rather  quickfy 
with  Lawrenco,  stopped  at  the  cathedral  door,  and 
turned  round  to  enjoy  one  of  her  old  pleasures, 
the  watching  her  grantunamma  approaching  np  the 
avenue,  leaning  on  Lewis's  arm.  Could  tiiere  be 
anywhere  seen  a  more  cbarming  picture  of  an  old 
lady  than  Mrs.  Deshon  made  that  day  ?  though 
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the  slight  form  was  not  so  erect  as  it  had  been  used 
to  be,  nor  the  delicately-complexioned  face  so 
brightly  tinted.  She  seemed  to  droop  a  little,  and 
to  need  the  support  of  Mr.  G-rantham*s  arm,  which 
formerly  had  only  been  accepted  as  a  matter  of 
courtesy,  and  it  was  pleasant  to  see  how  carefully 
he  accommodated  his  pace  to  hers,  and  how  skil- 
ftdly  he  kept  up  the  little  gentle  flow  of  conversa- 
tion which  beguiled  the  way  for  her,  without  tiring 
her,  as  anything  like  discussion  might  have  done. 
Looking  at  him  then — his  head  a  little  bent  to 
catch  his  companion's  low-toned  words,  his  bright 
impatient  eyes  softened  into  sweetness — Qyneth 
involuntarily  recalled  S.  Chrysostom's  words,  "  It 
betokens  great  strength,  this  gentleness :  it  needs 
a  generous  and  a  gallant  soul,  and  one  of  exceed- 
ing loftiness,  this  gentleness." 

Mrs.  Deshon  was  too  tired  to  be  able  to  attend 
a  second  service  that  day,  so  Mr.  G-rantham  en- 
gaged himself  to  Lawrence  for  a  walk  over  the 
downs  that  afternoon,  and  G-yneth  agreed  to  stay 
at  home  with  her  grandmamma,  instead  of  going 
again  to  the  cathedral,  and  then  to  go  with  her 
cousin  and  brother  to  the  evening  service  at  one  of 
the  city  churches  at  which  they  had  been  told  Mr. 
Willis  was  to  preach. 

But  when  after  the  early  tea  was  over,  and  she 
had  donned  bonnet  and  shawl,  G-yneth  tapped  at 
Lawrence's  door  to  ask  if  he  were  ready,  sne  re- 
ceived the  unexpected  answer,  "No;  I  am  not 
going,  one  dull  sermon  in  a  day  is  enough  for  any 
body." 

"But  the  prayers,"  suggested  Gyneth,  "you 
won't  like  to  miss  them,  Lawrie  ?  do  please,  make 
haste  and  get  ready." 

"  No,  I  have  made  up  my  mind  to  stay  at  home, 
I  have  something  particular  to  do  this  evening. 
You  had  bettor  not  waste  any  more  time  on  re- 
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inoiuitranceB,  or  jou  will  be  late ;  I  know  Lewis  is 
waiting." 

Yes,  Lewis  was  waiting  in  the  hall,  humming  to 
himself  the  air  of  "  Jerusalem  the  golden,"  so  Q-y- 
neth  went  down  and  joined  him^  observing  apolo- 
getically, **  We  must  go  without  Lawrence,  please, 
Cousin  Lewis,  he  has  changed  his  mind,  and  does 
not  wish  to  oome." 

Mr.  Grantham  received  the  inlamation  with 
great  philosophy,  remarking  as  they  went  along, 
"  We  have  had  a  good  deal  of  talk  l^is  aifbemoon, 
and  I  don't  think  those  troubles  that  you  spoke 
of  are  very  serious,  but  what  an  absurd  boy  it  is ! 
so  utterly  unlike  theyouthfiil  John  Bulls  that  one 
is  accustomed  to.  Il!e  was  disposed  to  complain  a 
good  deal  of  tiie  *  Herr  Papa's'  strict  notions,  and 
even  began  to  quote  *  Don  Carlos'  on  the  subject, 
but  I  couldn't  stand  that ;  fancy  evening — as  an 
Lrishman  would  say-*-your  father  to  that  harsh 
bigoted  old  wretch  Philip  EL  !" 

"  Lawrence's  German  and  French  quotations  are 
apt  to  be  rather  exaggerated,"  said  Gf^yneth,  "  but 
you  really  think  there  is  not  much  amiss  with  him  ? 
Oh,  I  am  so  glad!" 

"That  is  my  impression;  it  seems  he  owes  a 
small  sum  to  one  of  his  feUow^students  at  Bonn, 
who  appears  to  have  led  him  into  this  debt  rather 
unfairly,  and  another  young  G-erman  who  is  now 
in  London  is  goii^  to  Bonn  eliortly,  and  would 
take  charge  of  the  money  if  it  were  forthcoming, 
but — and  now  comes  the  worst  part  of  the  busi- 
ness—Lawrence was  foolish  enough  to  squander 
some  of  the  money  which  he  had  been  saving  since 
his  return  home  to  pay  off  this  debt,  in  bets  with 
a  young  fellow  of  the  name  of  Morehurst,  because 
he  must  needs  follow  the  example  of  this  More- 
hurst's  brother  (whom  I  suppose  you  know,  as  he 
is  an  officer  in  your  father's  regiment)  who  betted 
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with  Captain  Yilliers  and  others  of  the  billiard- 
players." 

*'  It  sounds  quite  dreadful  enough,"  said  Gyneth^ 
disappointedly. 

"To  you,  my  innocent  little  philosopher,  and  I 
woidd  not  have  told  it  you  this  Sunday  evening  if 
I  had  been  likely  to  have  any  other  opportunity, 
but  you  must  not  take  too  desponding  a  view  of 
Lawrence's  errors,  they  are  more  the  result  of 
boyish  vani^  than  anything  else,  I  do  believe.  It 
seems  the  officers  would  not  bet  with  him  because 
he-was  only  a  boy,  so  in  order  to  assert  his  manly 
dignity,  he  took  to  betting  and  also  to  playing 
cards  for  money  with  this  young  Morehurst,  who, 
like  himself,  is  a  mere  youth.  Now  he  is  in  great 
misery  and  perplexity  as  to  how  he  is  to  pay  off 
this  German  debt,  and  I  have  not  attempted  to 
console  him,  for  the  more  miserable  he  is  the  better, 
it  will  be  a  lesson  which  he  will  not  soon  forget. 
I  have  advised  him  to  teU  all  to  his  father,  ask  his 
help,  and  then  start  dear  for  the  future,  but  whe- 
ther he  will  take  my  advice  or  not,  I  cannot  say. 
You  have  not  asked  me  what  induced  him  to  admit 
me  into  his  confidence  ?" 

"No,  it  seems  natural  that  you  should  be 
trusted,"  said  Gyneth  simply. 

"  But  I  don't  suppose  1  should  have  been,  if 
Master  Lawrence  hsid  not  needed  my  help  in  find- 
ing out  this  Heinrich  MuUer,  the  young  German, 
who  is  to  take  charge  of  the  money,  and  whose 
London  address  your  brother  does  not  know  cor- 
rectly. He  seems  to  be  a  sood  honest  sort  of  young 
fellow,  very  different  to  the  student  to  whom  the 
money  is  owed,  so  I  have  some  idea  of  asking  Law- 
rence up  to  town  for  a  day  or  two,  and  letting  him 
manage  his  negotiations  with  this  Muller  himself, 
if  your  father  has  no  objection.  I  want  to  intro- 
duce Lawrence  to  a  Sing's  College  boy  whom  I 
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know,  young  Boyd,  a  brother  of  that  Miss  Boyd 
whom  you  have  at  Harbourmouth,  he  is  going  to 
spend  his  Christmas  hoUdays  with  her,  so  Law- 
rence wiU  have  an  opportunity  of  improving  the 
acquaintance,  and  I  think  it  would  be  a  capital 
thing  for  him,  for  Alexander  Boyd  is  as  fine  a 
young  fellow  as  I  ever  saw,  steady  and  high-prin- 
cipled, and  yet  full  of  talent  and  fun." 

'^  Oh !  and  Lawrence  so  wants  a  companion  of 
that  sort,"  exclaimed  Ghyneth;  "thank  you  so 
much  for  thinking  of  it,  Cousiu  Lewis." 

"  I  mean  to  do  more  than  think  of  it,  if  you 
approve:  the  only  doubt  is  whether  it  is  wise  to 
interrupt  Lawrence's  studies  anv  more,  he  ought 
to  set  steadily  to  work  when  he  leaves  here  if  he 
means  to  pass  that  examination  in  January." 

"  Yes ;  but  I  think  he  wiU  work  much  better 
when  this  business  is  quite  off  his  mind.  It  must 
be  so  dreadful  to  feel  himself  in  debt." 

"  In  the  fact  that  it  is  '  dreadful'  to  him  Hes  my 
best  hope  of  him,"  said  Mr.  Grantham  gravely ; 
"I  trust  it  may  never  be  less  so.  The  terrible 
part  of  the  first  wrong  step  is  that  it  makes  the 
second  so  much  easier  and  less  painftd.  But  we 
must  trust  that  with  your  brother  the  first  will  be 
the  last  also." 

"  And  we  can  pray  for  him  though  he  wiQ  not 
come  to  Bray  J  hLself."  said  (^jneth,  in  a  low 
voice,  as  they  entered  the  churchyard  gate. 

"  Yes,  and  do  not  grieve  too  much  over  that  re- 
fusal ;  confession  to  the  earthly  father  may  per- 
haps be  accepted  by  the  heavenly  as  a  greater  sign 
of  penitence  than  even  prayers  could  be ;  if  Law- 
rence is  writing  to  your  papa  to-night,  a^  I  think 
and  hope  he  is,  you  wiU  see  that  it  will  be  the  be- 
ginning of  a  great  improvement  in  him." 

"  And  I  shall  have  to  thank  you  more  even  than 
I  do  now,"  said  Gyneth,  with  grateful  earnestness* 
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''  No :  don't  thank  me  at  all,  my  dear," — ^what 
a  grave,  gentle,  elder-brotherly  tone  it  was, — ^'  let 
me  feel  that  jou  trust  me,  and  are  able  to  make 
use  of  me  sometimes,  that  is  alL  I  want." 

Was  it  wonderfdl  that  when  G^eth  knelt  down 
in  church,  and  prayed  with  deep  earnestness  for 
her  broliier,  she  did  not  rise  from  her  knees  with- 
out having  given  thanks  for  some  one  else  ?  She 
had  often  been  told  that  the  possession  of  one  real 
true  unselfish  friend  was  a  great  blessing,  now  she 
felt  that  it  was  so  in  her  heart  of  hearts. 

Mr.  Willis's  sermon  was  very  beautiful ;  one  of 
the  most  beautiful  that  Gf-yneth  had  ever  heard. 
There  was  something  of  the  same  quaintnees  of 
style,  and — when  he  began — something  of  the  same 
slow  formal  mann^  which  she  had  often  remarked 
in  his  conversation,  but  either  these  peculiarities 
became  less  marked  as  he  went  on,  or  the  increas- 
ing interest  of  his  words  made  her  cease  to  notice 
them.  The  text  was  part  of  the  48th  verse  of  the 
15th  chapter  of  1  Corinthians ;  "  As  is  the  hea- 
venly sucn  are  they  also  that  are  heavenly ;"  and 
something  in  Mr.  Willis's  treatment  of  it  recalled 
to  the  two  cousins  their  springtide  conversation  in 
the  porch  of  Traversham  church. 

Mr.  Ghrantham  was  the  first  to  allude  to  it.  "  It 
is  strange,"  he  said  slowly,  *'  how  completely  some 
seem  to  bear  *  the  image  of  the  earthy,'  and  how 
much  more  difficult  it  is  to  picture  th^n  to  one- 
self as  being  transformed  into  the  image  of  the 
heavenly  than  others.  I  am  not  thinking  now  of 
the  broad  distinctions  between  the  good  and  bad,- 
but  of  the  apparent  difference  of  nature  in  those 
who  are  aUke  striving  after  goodness  and  purity. 
Some  right  things,  such  as  a  single  aim,  habitual 
recollection  of  unseen  realities,  love  of  meditation 
and  prayer,  indifference  to  the  good  things  of  this 
world,  seem  to  come  so  much  more  easily  to  some 
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people  than  to  others ;  you  made  me  feel  that  in 
the  spring,  the  day  we  went  to  Trayeraham  to- 
gether." 

" Did  IP  I  thought  it  was  yon  who  had  called 
my  attention  to  what  ia  I  auppose  the  old  differ- 
.  ence  once  bo  plainly  recognised  between  the  con- 
templative  and  the  active  nature.  But  in  putting 
the  contemplative  so  far  above  the  active  are  you 
not  almost  overlooking  the  fact  that  it  too  has  its 
temptations,  and  that  some  of  the  active  virtues 
may  be  as  difficult  to  it  as  those  you  have  named 
are  to  the  opposite  disposition  P^' 

^'Perhaps  so ;  but  stiU  I  think  that  such  a  na* 
ture  is  more  easily  trained,  ripens  sooner  towards 
perfection,  requires  less  of  the  stem  discipline 
wl^iich  is  often  needed,  and**-^thank  Gon! — is  sent, 
when  it  is  needed,  to  train  those  of  more  eager, 
passionate — ^in  a  word — earthy  dispositions  into 
something  like  what  they  ought  to  be." 

"And  then  how  noble  they  become!"  said  Gy- 
neth,  her  eyes  kindling ;  "  oh,  Lewis,  you  muU  let 
me  admire  them,  the  strong,  clever,  hard-working 
people  who  are  alive  to  everything,  who  do  not  go 
sleepily  and  stupidly  through  life,  but  enjoy  all 
that  is  beautiful  and  pleasant  so  int€»sely ,  to  whom 
labour  is  delight,  and  who  do  with  all  their  might 
whatsoever  th^  hand  findeth  to  do!  I  know 
there  is  a  danger  of  their  being  too  much  taken 
up  with  this  world's  interests,  but  when  they  have 
oveveome  that  danger,  and  are  looking  steaofEurtly 
forward  to  the  life  of  the  world  to  come,  then  I  do 
think  they  are  of  all  people  the  most  admirable." 

"What  a  Httle  enthusiast  it  is!"^  said  Lewis, 
half  smiHng;  "but,  Gyneth,  to  overcome  that 
danger  is  sometimes  the  work  of  a  whole  life,  and 
those  who  are  only  beginning  to  conquer  are  far 
from  being  '  admirable ;'  and  ofben  present  a  sorry 
spectacle  enough.     You  don't  know  how  strong 
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the  temptation  is  now  and  then  to  give  the  straggle 
up  altogether,  and  enjoy  oneself  after  the  old  Epi- 
curean fashion !  (taking  *  enjoyment*  in  an  intel- 
lectual, not  a  material  sense.) 

"  I  should  think  it  more  natural  to  give  it  up 
and  be  miserable." 

**  Be  miserable !  oh  most  dolorous  of  little  phi- 
losophers !  I  flattered  myself  you  had  forgotten  aU 
about  that  oyer-fatigued  Lord  Bonald,  who  must 
have  been  what  the  radical  papers  describe  as  *  an 
effete  member  of  the  aristocracy.' "  Then  chang- 
ing his  bantering  tone  for  one  gravely  and  quietly 
earnest,  he  added, "  I  have  thought  you  looking 
brighter  than  you  used  to  look,  spite  of  your  an- 
xiety about  Lawrence,  and  I  am  hoping  to  see  you 
thoroughly  happy  some  day.  Happiness  is  as 
good  for  you  as  it  is  bad  for  me." 

«  Bad  for  you !" 

"Yes,  but  never  mind  that,  the  grapes  are  sour, 
you  know.     Qranny  was  saying — ." 

"  Oh  but  I  do  mind." 

It  was  too  dark  for  him  to  see  the  beseeching 
gaze  in  which  the  short  exclamation  ended.  Gy- 
neth  longed  to  ask  him  why  he,  of  all  people,  should 
think  happiness  out  of  his  reach,  but  she  had  never 
yet  ventured  to  press  for  more  of  his  confidence 
than  he  seemed  inclined  to  give ;  she  would  almost 
as  soon  have  thought  of  taking  a  liberty  with  her 
father  as  with  Lewis. 

He  did  not  make  any  answer  te  her  exclama- 
tion, but  quickened  his  pace  till  she  could  hardly 
keep  up  with  him,  then  begged  her  pardon,  and 
walked  slowly  and  silently  for  the  rest  of  the  way. 

However  if  happiness  were  out  of  the  question 
for  him — oh  what  was  that  mischievous  little  Bose 
about? — cheerfulness  certainly  was  not.  When 
Gyneth  came  down,  after  taking  off  her  bonnet, 
she  found  him  chatting  pleasantly  with  her  grand- 
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mamma,  and  lie  seemed  to  enjoy  the  sacred  music 
which  she  played  at  his  request  even  more  than  he 
had  been  usea  to  do. 

Moreover  she  heard  him  whistling — and  most 
beautifully  he  could  whistle, — over  his  toilette  the 
next  morning,  and  his  last  words  to  her  were  the 
laughing  ones,  '*  I  hope  I  shall  soon  hear  that  the 
effete  aristocrat  has  received  honourable  interment, 
and  that  you  are  no  longer  inclined  to  echo  his 
valedictory  lamentations." 

When  Lawrence  bade  her  ^ood  night  on  that 
Sunday  evening,  he  showed  her  a  glimpse  of  a 
freshly  written  letter  which  he  had  in  his  pocket, 
and  said  confidentially,  "  I've  done  it  at  last." 

''Written  to  pg)a!  Oh  I  am  very  glad,  how 
good  of  you,  dear  Lawrie." 

"  No,  nonsense,  and  I  have  not  written  to  papa 
either,  but  to  mamma ;  if  he  must  be  told  she  will 
tell  him  for  me,  and  surely  it  is  quite  as  right  to 
confide  in  the  liebe  Miitterchen  as  in  the  Herr 
Papa." 

&yneth  would  not  show  any  disappointment, 
and  wondered  why  she  should  feel  any.  She  re- 
peated Lawrence's  information  to  her  cousin  be- 
fore breakfast  the  next  morning,  and  he  too  re- 
ceived it  in  silence,  though  with  the  little  impatient 
frown  which  was  his  ordmary  token  of  displeasure. 
And  when  she  had  turned  away  he  mutttered  to 
himself  the  one  word,  "  Coward,"  though  his  brow 
cleared  again  directly,  and  his  greeting  to  Law- 
rence when  he  appeared  was  as  good-humoured  as 
usual. 

Mrs.  Deshon's  answer  came  by  return  of  post, 
and  after  reading  it  through  more  than  once,  Law- 
rence passed  it  on  to  his  sister.  It  was  most  ten- 
derly affectionate,  and  not  at  all  reproachful,  though 
somewhat  regretful,  and  graver  than  Mrs.  Deshon's 
epistles  usually  were.    The  necessity  of  telling  her 
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husband,  and  the  grief  that  he  would  feel  seemed 
uppermost  in  her  mind,  but  she  bade  Lawrence 
not  be  a&aid  of  his  anger,  and  wrote  with  a  spirit 
which  Gyneth  admired,  "I  must  not  have  you 
fancying  that  papa  will  be  hard  on  you ;  his  '  strict 
notions,'  as  you  caU  them,  are  not  one  whit  stricter 
than  they  ought  to  be,  some  day  you  wiU  be  proud 
of  having  such  a  father."  Tet  was  it  not  partly 
Mrs.  Deshon's  own  fault  that  while  her  childrenr 
had  not  even  a  proper  fear  of  her,  they  were  over- 
much  a£raid  of  the  father,  whose  love  was  to  the 
full  as  tender,  though  not  as  pajrtial  nor  as  demon- 
strative as  her's  ? 

It  was  not  without  some  sinking  of  heart  that 
Iiawrence  set  off  on  his  homeward  journey,  and 
Qyneth  who  was  grieving  in  secret  over  the  part- 
ing with  her  grandmother,  was  obliged  to  exert 
herself  to  cheer  and  encourage  him.  Their  mother 
met  them  at  the  Harbourmouth  station,  and  very 
pleasant  it  was  to  both  to  find  themselves  so  warmly 
and  tenderly  welcomed  back  to  their  home.  "1 
have  been  so  duU  without  you,  my  dears,"  she 
said,  as  she  leaned  back  in  the  carriage,  and  looked 
first  at  one  and  then  at  the  other,  as  if  quite  de-> 
lighted  to  have  the  two  young  &ces  beside  her 
again ;  "  and  poor  papa  has  been  so  worried ;  no 
TjiOt  about  you,  Lawrie,"  as  she  saw  his  alarmed 
looks, "  I  have  not  had  the  heart  to  tell  him  of  that 
business,  I  must  wait  till  things  are  going  more 
smoothly  in  the  regiment.  What  do  you  think 
that  silly  boy  Anthony  did  the  other  day  P  Brought 
a  lighted  lantern  on  parade  with  him,  by  way  of 
showing  that  he  considered  papa  had  fixed  the 
parade  hour  extravagantly  early.  I  am  really 
quite  annoyed  with  mm  for  being  so  childish." 

"But  surely,  mamma,"  said  Oyneth  laughing, 
'*  that  wasn't  a  very  grave  offence,  it  seems  the  sort 
of  thing  that  a  mischievous  schoolboy  might  do." 
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^  Yes,  and  in  a  sclioolboy  it  would  be  all  very 
well,  but  for  a  subaltern  to  do  suob  a  thing  before 
all  the  men,  Betting  an  example  of  disrespect  to 
bis  commanding  office,  was  too  bad !  How  angiy 
the  Countess  \mL  be  if  she  hears  of  it." 

''And  is  papa  so  vexed  about  this  freak  of 
Anthony's  then  ?'*  asked  Oyneth,  who  was  very 
much  disappointed  to  find  that  he  was  stiU  kept 
in  ignorance  of  Lawrence's  troubles,  though  her 
brother  seemed  almost  reHeyed  at  this  putnng  off 
of  the  evil  day. 

^  Oh,  it  is  not  only  that,  but  he  has  been  trying 
to  get  up  some  manly  sports  among  the  men,  and 
he  is  gomg  to  have  something, '  an  assault  of  arms ' 
I  think  he  calls  it,  in  a  week  or  two,  but  though 
some  of  the  men  have  taken  it  up,  others  won't 
practise  for  it,  and  the  s^geant  who  is  the  best 
single-stick  player  and  everything  else  of  that  sort 
in  the  regiment,  is  very  unpopular  among  his  com- 
rades for  some  reason  or  oth^,  and  so  the  whole 
affair  is  rather  troublesome  to  manage,  and  poor 
papa  has  been  a  good  deal  worried  about  it." 

All  this  certaiDly  sounded  rather  disagreeable, 
but  Colonel  Peshon's  worries  were  apt  to  be 
made  a  great  deal  more  of  by  his  wife  than  by 
himself,  and  the  first  sound  that  Ghneth  heard 
when  she  entered  the  *  villa,'  was  her  lather's  voice 
saying  in  most  pleasant  encouraging  tones,  "  That^s 
right,  Edgar,  keep  that  attitude,  you'll  be  a  capital 
fencer  in  a  little  while,  now  that  you've  learnt  to 
handle  the  foils  properiy." 

After  which  followed  a  clash  of  steel,  and  a  peal 
of  Edgar's  melodious  laughter. 

The  opening  of  the  dining-room  door  disclosed 
a  scene  which  somewhat  reminded  Gyneth  of  the 
vencontre  between  Jack  the  Giant-killer  and  the 
Giant  as  depicted  in  one  of  the  favourite  old  books 
of  her  childhood,  for  the  little  trim,  agile  figure  in 
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the  short  velvet  tunic,  with  one  hand  holding  ont 
the  glittering  foil,  and  the  other  tossing  back  the 
thick  curls  of  golden  hair,  that  would  catch  in  his 
wire  mask,  was  just  such  a  graceful  manikin  as 
those  wondrous  fairy  champions  of  olden  time ;  and 
his  tail,  manlj  opponent,  with  that  firm  quiet  air 
of  strength,  and  assured  skiU;  looked  quite  as  for- 
midable an  adversary  for  such  a  wee  feUow,  as  the 
giant  for  Jack,  fierceness  only  excepted. 

Edgar  had  his  isLce  towards  the  door,  and  obeyed 
his  father's  cry  of  "  Disengage !"  in  its  literal  not 
its  intended  sense  by  leaving  off  fencing;  and 
flinging  off  his  mask,  ran  up  to  Gyneth,  threw  one 
arm  round  her,  and  held  up  his  lips  to  be  kissed, 
stiQ  keeping  fiim  hold  of  his  weapon  with  his  other 
hand. 

"  We've  been  fencing,  and  I've  run  papa  through 
the  body,  at  least  I  should  have  run  him  throu^ 
if  the  foil  hadn't  had  this  button  at  the  end  of  it, 
and  I  can  parry  very  well  now,  and  make  feints 
and  all  that,"  he  exclaimed,  in  a  tone  unusually 
eager  and  animated  for  him,  "  but  I  want  some- 
body to  practise  with,  and  Panny  won't  let  me 
run  her  through  the  body,  she  says  she  doesn't 
like  it,  and  besides,  papa  does  not  Kke  her  fencing 
much,  so  I'm  very  ^ad  Lawrie's  come  home,  for 
perhaps  he'll  play  with  me,  I  know  Bertie  would 
if  he  were  here." 

To  this  speech  succeeded  the  display  of  a  variety 
of  "feints,"  concluding  with  a  series  of  wild 
flourishes  intended  to  make  G^yneth's  hair  stand 
on  end  by  their  reckless  daring,  but  pooh-poohed  br 
Colonel  Ibeshon  as  being  mere  "  child's  nonsense.  * 

"  Bertie  wouldn't  beheve  his  eyes  if  he  saw  you 
rampaging  about  in  that  way,"  said  Lawrence,  "  I 
thought  jou  were  afraid  to  touch  anything  bigger 
than  a  pin." 

"  Not  now,"  said  the  father,  laying  his  hand  on 
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the  curly  head,  ^'  we  have  just  discoyetred  that  we 
have  a  yocation  for  the  army,  and  are  ambitious 
of  having  '  a  red  coat  and  a  sword  just  like  papa's/ 
so  of  course  all  baby-terrors  are  going  to  be  con- 
quered." 

"  And  papa  is  going  to  teach  me  to  play  single- 
stick, so  soon  as  I  can  promise  not  to  cry  when 
I'm  hit,"  confided  Edgar  to  Gyneth,  in  an  impor- 
tant whisper.  "  I  went  to  see  Mr.  Armstrong  play 
with  Sergeant  Cooper,  and  it  was  so  joUy,  only  I 
was  always  afraid  they  would  hurt  each  other. 

There  was  something  so  droU  in  Edgar's  newly 
acquired  manliness,  that  Grneth  could  not  help 
laughinff,  even  his  choice  of  words  was  more  boy- 
like, ana  less  fastidious  than  it  used  to  be,  some 
weeks  before  she  would  no  more  have  expected  to 
hear  him  talking  about  a  thing  being  "jolly,''  than 
to  find  him  ambitious  of  learning  so  rough  a  sport 
as  single-stick. 

But  oh,  how  pleasant  that  he  could  be  taught 
thus  happily  to  nimself  the  courage  and  self-con- 
trol, which  Lambert  had  learnt  by  such  hard  and 
painftd  discipline !  The  eldest  son  had  been  ex- 
perimented on, — not  an  uncommon  lot  perhaps  for 
the  first  boy  in  a  family,  though  the  experiments 
are  widely  different  in  their  nature, — and  the 
youngest  was  profiting  by  the  experience  thus 
gained.  If  the  father,  who  had  never  known  what 
it  was  to  feel  fear  himself,  was  sometimes  almost 
provoked  into  severity  by  the  unreasonable  timidity 
of  his  little  son,  there  needed  but  the  thought  of 
that  other  son — whom  such  severity  had  cured,  in- 
deed, but  cured  at  the  price  of  aU  that  familiar,  and 
unconstrained  intercourse,  which  may  and  should 
exist  between  parent  and  child — to  bring  back  the 
abiding  gentleness  which  strove  to  accomplish  by 
patient  encouragement  what  had  once  only  been 
thought  attainable  through  a  harsher  medium. 
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Oynetli,  who  was  suffieiently  courageous,  and 
an  admirer  of  courage,  to  be  able  fully  to  sympa- 
thise with  Colonel  Deehon,  was  at  the  same  time 
Womanly  enough  to  be  able  to  lavish  equal  sym- 
pathy on  her  brothers,  so  she  wore  a  happy  t&ce 
for  Edgar^s  sake  that  day,  and  sn^iled  up  radiantly 
at  her  father,  at  each  firesh  exploit  of  the  once 
timorous  little  champion.  It  was  well  for  her  that 
she  could  so  enter  into  home  interests,  or  too  many 
thoughts  might  have  been  wasted  on  Lewis  Gran- 
tham's perplexing  hints,  more  especially  on  the 
assertion  so  strangely  implied,  that  complete 
earthly  happiness  was  as  much  out  of  his  reach 
as  the  fabled  grapes  were  out  of  that  of  "  Monsieur 
le  Benard." 


CHAPTEE  XXn. 

"  One  by  one  thy  dutin  wait  Owe, 
Let  thy  whole  atrength  go  to  eftob, 
let  no  fature  dmnu  elate  t1i«e, 

Lenru  thou  fint  what  these  cam  tMtch." 

AsBLAISV  pBOCnili. 

•KSE  montt  of  December  brought  with  it 
joyful  auticipatioiu  of  Jeaimie'B  return 
&om  abroad,  and  Lambert's  return 
&om  college,  and  of  that  Christmas 
gathering  at  whicli  the  grandmothw  was  to  make 
acquaintance  with  all  her  son's  children,  ae  veU 
as  with  that  new  claimant  to  the  title  of  gruid- 
Bon,  whom  neither  she  nor  Gyneth  could  help  con- 
sidering as  a  stranger,  though  by  the  other  mem- 
bers of  the  Deshon  familr,  "  Alfred  "  was  ahnost 
as  ftmiliarly  regarded  aa  Jeannie  herself. 

But  the  younger  Mrs.  Deshon  had  two  problems 
to  solve,  which  perplez«d  her  eomeiritat  in  their 
different  ways,  one  being  how  the  villa  conld  be 
made  elastic  enough  to  hold  Jeannie  and  betr  hus- 
band as  well  as  ute  grandmamma,  the  othw  how 
■she  could  decently  avoid  askii^  Ijewis  Qrantham 
to  join  their  &mLly  party  on  ChrtBtmas  day.  Tet 
spite  of  her  inhospitable  intentions  towards  him, 
she  could  not  help  feeling  a  little  grateful  to  Mr. 
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Orantliam  for  Ids  kindness  towards  Lawrence,  for 
lie  had  sought  out  Heinrich  Muller  at  considerable 
trouble  to  nimself,  and  finding  the  young  German 
on  the  point  of  returning  to  Bonn,  had  paid  over 
to  him  with  proper  business-like  precautions,  a 
sum  sufficient  to  acquit  Lawrence  of  nis  debt,  leav- 
ing his  young  cousin  to  repay  him  or  not  as  he 
felt  disposed. 

Lnmediate  repayment  was  of  course  Lawrence's 
desire,  and  G^eth  hoped  that  this  would  bring 
about  an  explanation  with  his  father,  but  it  did 
not,  for  his  mother  supplied  him  with  the  neces- 
sary money,  and  begg^  him  *'  not  to  worry  papa 
about  anything  till  after  that  tiresome  *  assault  of 
arms,'  "  which  owing  to  the  illness  of  one  of  the 
intended  combatants  had  been  put  off  for  a  week 
or  two.  G^eth  disliked  this  system  of  conceal- 
ment so  much,  that  she  could  scarcely  bring  her- 
self to  believe  her  father's  comfort  was  reafiy  se- 
cured by  it ;  and  that  it  was  bad  for  her  brother 
she  felt  sure.  It  was  hard  to  keep  back  any  ex- 
pression of  disapproval  when  the  subject  was 
discussed  before  ner,  and  once  she  did  venture  on 
a  very  gentle  pleading  remonstrance ;  but  her  mo- 
ther omy  laughed  and  said,  ^  Wait  till  you  are  a 
wife  aad  a  mother  yound^  mv  dear,  before  jou 
decide  against  the  wisdom  of  hiding  one's  tune, 
when  one  has  to  make  disagreeable  revelations," 
and  she  shrank  back  into  silence,  almost  feeling 
herself  as  undutiftil  as  Fanny,  who  had  lately 
fallen  into  disgrace  with  her  father,  for  openly  de- 
claring "  That  she  didn't  think  a  thing  a  pit  more 
right  because  mamma  said  it  was." 

It  was  well  that  Mrs.  Deshon  had  not  left  her 
reparations  for  her  guests  till  the  last  moment,* 
or  about  a  fortnight  before  Jeannie  and  her  hus- 
band were  expected  to  arrive,  she  received  an  in- 
vitation from  Lady  Eynesford,  to  pass  a  little  while 
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with  her  in  London,  and  now  she  was  able  to  ac- 
cept it  with  a  safe  conscience,  feeling  that  all  at 
home  was  in  readiness  for  the  reception  of  both 
the  grandmamma  and  the  yonnger  visitors,  the 
difficulties  occasioned  by  want  of  space  having 
been  got  over  by  clever  contrivance.  The  elder 
Mrs.  I)eshon  had  begun  to  fear  that  her  visit 
would  be  inconvenient,  and  had  written  to  beg 
**  dear  Fanny  not  to  put  herself  out  of  the  way  for 
her,  but  to  let  her  come  at  another  time  when  the 
house  was  not  so  full  :**  but  a  pretty  little  note 
had  travelled  back  by  return  of  post,  intreating  in 
the  younger  Mrs.  Deshon's  most  caressing  words 
that  dearest  grandmamma  would  not  disappoint 
her,  and  dear  Edgar,  and  aU  the  young  people  of  a 
Christmas  visit,  to  which  she  described  them  all 
as  looking  forward,  not  forgetting  to  add,  that  the 
delightfully  elastic  properties  of  the  villa  made  it 
quite  convenient  for  housing  a  large  paj*ty. 

And  then  with  this  problem  happily  settled, 
and  the  one  about  Lewis  G-rantham  left  in  abey- 
ance, Mrs.  Edgar  Deshon  started  off  in  a  comforta- 
ble frame  of  mind  to  enjov  her  stay  in  London. 
She  was  to  stay  with  the  old  Countess  till  Mr.  and 
Mrs.  Hutchinson  arrived,  and  then  to  take  them 
back  with  her  to  Harbourmouth,  meantime  there 
was  a  good  deal  of  amusing  sight-seeing  and  shop- 
ping to  be  got  through,  and  she  would  have  enjoyed 
herself  most  thoroughly  if  only  she  had  had  ner 
husband  or  one  of  her  children  with  her.  Lady 
Eynesford's  invitation  had  extended  both  to  Colonel 
Deshon  and  to  Qyneth,  but  the  Colonel  could  not 
conveniently  be  absent  from  his  regiment  just 
then,  and  his  wife  was  so  a&aid  that  he  might  be 
lonely,  and  his  comfort  not  properly  cared  for  by 
the  servants,  that  she  would  not  have  consented 
to  leave  him  if  Oyneth  had  not  begged  to  be  al- 
lowed to  remain  at  home,  promising  to  undertake 
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all  the  dutiee  of  housekeepinff,  and  to  do  ber  oi- 
moBt  to  be  companionable  to  her  father. 

There  was  something  absurd,  as  Mrs.  Deehon 
herself  remarked,  in  the  idea  that  while  the  mother 
looked  forward  eagerly  to  a  London  visit,  the 
daughter  did  not  care  about  it,  but  so  it  was ; 
though  hidden  in  her  heart,  G-yneth  k^t  one  re- 
gret, '^  If  I  had  gone  to  London  I  might  have  seen 
Cousin  Lewis,  and  heard  some  of  the  beautiful 
music  that  he  has  so  often  described  to  me,"  and 
as  she  sat  quietly  tiirough  the  home-evenings, 
plaving  waltzes  and  galoppes  to  her  father,  vague 
melodies  of  another  sort  floated  in  her  ears,  and 
there  came  a  lonffing  indescribably  strone  to  hear 
again  such  grand,  beautiftd  harmony  as  had  once 
and  only  once,  fallen  on  her  ear  when  Lewis  had 
taken  her — ^a  little  girl  of  twelve  then — to  hear 
an  oratorio. 

Mrs.  Deshon  left  home  on  a  Monday,  and  though 
Lambert  was  expected  to  return  from  college  on  the 
Priday  following,  the  intervening  days  would  have 
been  rather  duU  to  &yneth,  but  for  the  unexpected 
arrival  of  some  inanimate  but  most  welcome  and 
eloquent  companions  in  the  shape  o£  some  interest- 
ing  new  books. 

When  &yneth  and  Lawrence  returned  from  a 
drive  on  Tuesday  afternoon  they  found  at  the  door 
a  tall  gentlemanly  youtl^  encumbered  with  a  pared 
of  considerable  dimensions,  which  the  fastidious 
Master  Lawrie  would  have  thought  it  far  b^ieath 
him  to  cariy,  but  which  seemed  to  give  the  stranger 
no  manner  of  uneasiness.  He  took  off  his  hat  to 
Oyneth,  inquiring  in  a  veiy  firank  voice  though 
with  rather  a  bashful  manner  if  she  were  Miss 
Deshon,  and  adding  that  his  own  name  was  Boyd, 
and  that  he  had  been  entrusted  with  a  package  of 
books  for  her  by  Mr.  Grantham.  Gyneth,  remem- 
bering what  her  cousin  had  said  of  Alexander 
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Boyd,  and  divining  that  be  had  taken  this  way  of 
making  them  acquainted  with  him — since  his  plan 
for  having  Lawrence  in  London  had  failed,  Colonel 
Deshon  having  objected  to  any  further  interruption 
of  Lawrence's  studies — begged  the  youth  to  walk  in, 
and  did  her  best  to  draw  her  brother  into  the  con- 
versation which  followed.  Alexander's  was  a  good 
and  clever  face,  not  a  handsome  one,  and  every  now 
and  then  a  gleam  of  something  higher  than  its  or- 
dinary expression  of  boyish  frankness  reminded 
G-yneth  of  his  sister's  face,  which  she  had  once  or 
twice  seen  coming  in  or  going  out  of  church,  and 
which  had  left  an  ineffaceable  impression  on  her. 
It  was  not  beauty  or  intellect  which  had  made  it 
remarkable,  it  was  the  sort  of  "  clear  cool  kindli- 
ness, the  lunar  beam,"  which  overspread  the  whole 
countenance,  and  there  were  moments  when  the 
young  brother's  face  had  the  same  ehinmg  look. 
Oh,  if  the  acquaintance  with  Alexander  led  to  an 
acquaintance  with  his  sister !  G-yneth's  shy  smile 
stole  out  at  the  very  thought. 

When  young  Boyd  took  leave  of  them,  Lawrence 
volunteered  to  walls  across  the  common  with  him, 
a  most  unusual  effort  at  friendliness,  which  G-y- 
neth gladly  encouraged.  Since  that  confession  to 
his  mother,  Lawrence  had  avoided  the  barracks, 
and  Anthpny  being  rather  out  of  favour  for  his 
lantern  freak  had  not  been  with  them  as  much  as 
usual,  so  that  Lawrence  was  really  in  want  of  some 
young  companion  of  his  own  sex. 

Gyneth,  left  alone,  was  not  slow  in  undoing 
paper  and  string,  and  examining  the  books  which 
Mr.  Grantham  had  sent  her.  They  were  not  all 
for  her,  one  or  two  were  directed  to  Lambert,  but 
hers  were  the  very  books  she  had  been  most  wish- 
ing to  see,  a  different  style  of  work  from  those  she 
could  get  in  the  circulating  library  at  Harbour- 
mouth,  as  Lewis  had  discovered  from  some  casual 
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remarks  she  Had  let  Ml  during  her  yisit  to  her 
grandmother.  On  a  strip  of  paper  placed  between 
the  leaves  of  one  of  them  were  these  words  in  her 
cousin's  characteristic  handwriting,  "  My  dear  lit- 
tle philosopher,  I  want  an  excuse  for  introducing 
Alex.  Boyd  to  you,  and  an  excuse  for  sending  you 
Mr.  Helmore's  last  book,  and  a  few  more  which  I 
should  like  you  to  see,  so  I  hereby  make  one  motive 
do  duty  as  excuse  for  the  other.  Lady  Eynesford 
has  invited  me  to  dine  with  her  to-morrow,  to  meet 
your  mother,  it  will  be  rather  a  pleasant  party,  I 
imagiue ;  meantime  I  am  told  you  prefer  the  at- 
tractions of  Harbourmouth.  Don't  think  it  ne- 
cessary to  write  formal  thanks,  but  if  you  like  the 
books  toU  me  so. 

"  Your  affect***  cousin, 

"L,  C.  QtniLSTBAM. 
"  P.S.  I  suppose  you  have  heard  fiom  granny 
that  the  Bumabys  are  at  home  again." 

Was  that  a  pleasant  note  or  not  ?  G-yneth  could 
not  decide,  but  in  proof  that  she  was  not  quite  a 
sentimental  young  lady,  it  may  be  recorded  that 
she  did  not  ponder  or  di^m  over  it,  or  weigh  the 
signification  of  the  address  or  the  signature. 

With  the  reflection,  "  At  any  rate  it  was  very 
kind  of  Lewis  to  send  me  these  books,  I  daresay 
he  thought  I  should  be  dull  without  manmia,"  she 
drew  one  of  the  volumes  towards  her,  and  began 
to  read.  And  oh,  what  an  advantage  have  those 
who  are  fond  of  reading  over  those  who  do  not 
care  for  it,  in  hours  of  loneliness,  or  anxiety,  or 
disappointment!  Under  the  pressure  of  a  very 
great  or  a  very  fresh  sorrow  it  is  not  to  be  sup- 
posed that  many  can  find  solace  in  reading,  except 
in  that  one  Book  whose  Divine  words  have  com* 
forted  so  many  mourners ;  but  in  lesser  trials,  and 
more  especially  in  one  which  like  GTyneth's  is  not 
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consciously  acknowledged  as  a  trial  at  all,  surely 
there  can  oe  notliing  wnich  so  freshens,  and  rouses, 
and  finally  cheers  the  mind  as  the  perusal  of  some 
really  good,  original,  suggestive  book,  be  it  fact  or 
fiction.  Lawrence  did  not  return  for  some  time, 
and  Ghyneth  read  on,  and  on,  quite  absorbed,  quite 
happy.  Every  now  and  then  the  thoughtful  eyes 
were  lifted  from  the  book,  and  fixed  on  the  fire 
near  which  she  sat,  she  was  thinking  out  some 
proposition  of  the  author's ;  perhaps  she  agreed 
with  him,  perhaps  she  did  not,  the  exercise  of 
thought  was  pleasant  all  the  same.  And  then 
there  were  little  bits  to  be  read  to  her  father  in 
the  evening,  to  see  if  he  agreed  with  them,  and 
this  other  book  would  perhaps  interest  Lawrie, 
while  that  deeper  one  must  be  enjoyed  alone.  Oh, 
Mr.  Grantham,  if  you  had  seen  Q-yneth's  radiant 
fece  <»  she  gatherea  her  new  treasures  in  her  arms, 
and  exultingly  displayed  them  to  her  father  when 
he  came  in,  you  would  have  had  proof  positive  that 
your  present  was  not  thrown  away !  If  you  have 
been  unconsciously  the  means  of  planting  in  your 
little  cousin's  heart  a  secret  stifled  pain,  it  must 
at  least  be  said  for  you  that  you  have  also  been 
the  means  of  giving  her  many  keen  pleasures  like 
that  of  to-day.  You  almost  deserve  forgiveness 
even  for  that  tiresome  little  postscript  of  yours 
about  the  Bumabys,  which  would  have  been  so 
much  better  left  out. 

Between  the  new  books  and  her  new  duties  as 
housekeeper  and  companion  to  her  father,  G-yneth's 
time  was  well  filled,  and  she  was  not  especially  de- 
lighted when  on  Wednesday  morning  there  was 
put  into  her  hand  a  package  containing  twelve 
very  hideous  little  Dutch  doUs,  and  a  note  from 
Mrs.  Parry,  asking  her  •*  to  be  so  very  kind  as 
to  dress  them  for  a  Christmas  tree  which  dear 
Mrs.  Gordon  was  going  to  have  for  the  children 
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of  her  school,"  and  hinting  that  '^dear  little 
Pannj  would  no  doubt  be  glad  to  help  her,  doll- 
dressing  was  such  a  nice  amusement  for  Httle 
girls." 

'^  Dear  little  Fanny"  was  by  no  means  so  charmed 
as  Mrs.  Fany  had  fondly  hoped,  and  would  fain 
have  persuaded  her  sister  to  send  the  doUs  back 
again  with  a  scornful  little  note  of  excuse,  but 
G-yneth  was  too  goodnatured  for  that,  and  stitched 
away  with  exquisite  painstaking  neatness  at  doU- 
garments,  neither  asking  nor  receiving  any  aid 
u'om  Ean,  until  the  evening  after  Lamberfc's  return 
home,  when  seeing  how  hard  she  was  working,  and 
hearing  how  many  dolls  remained  to  be  clad,  he 
insisted  in  his  quiet  way  on  Panny's  trying  to  help 
her.  One  doll  dressed  in  all  the  colours  of  the 
rainbow  was  the  result  of  Fan's  reluctant  industry, 
and  Ghyneth  always  beHeved  that  Lambert  had 
done  at  least  half  of  it,  undeterred  by  Lawrence's 
satirical  allusions  to  '*  men-milliners,  and  nice 
young  men  who  when  invited  to  small  tea-parties 
might  be  asked  to  bring  their  work  in  a  sociable 
way !"  Yet  &yneth,  as  she  sat  by,  quietly  work- 
ing, and  smiling  at  the  nonsense  that  went  on 
aroimd  her,  almost  wondered  at  the  liberties  which 
were  taken  with  her  elder  brother  by  both  Law- 
rence and  Fanny,  She  never  could  help  feeling  a 
little  a&aid  of  him,  and  now  that  he  was  fast  de* 
veloping  into  a  man  there  was  a  graver  dignity 
about  him  than  ever,  and  he  was  losing  somewhat 
of  that  feminine  delicacy  of  complexion  which  had 
made  him  look  younger  than  his  actual  age.  She 
felt  more  than  ever  constrained  with  him,  and  for 
the  first  day  or  two  afber  his  return  did  not  ven- 
ture to  try  to  draw  him  into  any  of  those  confi- 
dential discussions  on  art,  duty,  &c.y  which  she 
had  been  wont  to  enjoy  with  him  when  he  was  at 
home  before.    But  one  morning,  when  they  sat 
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together  at  the  breakfast  table,  Colonel  Deehon 
having  made  a  hurried  meal  and  gone  out,  and 
Lawrence  and  the  children  not  having  yet  come 
down,  Lambert  replied  to  a  lament  of  Gyneth's 
over  the  time  that  was  wasted  in  waiting  for  the 
unpunctual  ones,  by  the  remark,  ^  You  seem  to 
have  a  great  deal  to  do  now,  G-yneth,  is  it  only 
that  vou  are  undertaking  mamma's  duties,  or  have 
you  found  some  more  duties  for  yourself  than  you 
could  discover  when  I  went  away?"  and  this 
seemed  to  invite  her  to  confidence. 

"  I  scarcely  know,"  she  answered,  smiling, 
*^  whether  I  am  really  more  busy,  or  whether  I  have 
only  learned  the  art  of  making  believe  to  be  busy, 
but  I  arrange  my  days,q>  little  more  on  system 
than  I  used  to  do,  and  I*m  rather  afraid  it  has  the 
effect  of  making  me  impatient  when  my  plans  are 
defeated  by  circumstances." 

"  And  what  would  you  be  doing  now  according 
to  your  system,  if  our  unpunctual  juniors  did  not 
keep  you  waiting  here  ?" 

"  Well,  I  have  not  anything  exactlv  assigned  for 
this  hour,  you  know  we  are  breakrasting  earlier 
than  usual  to-day, — so  please  do  not  be  vexed 
with  the  children  for  not  being  down,— only  I  have 
some  books  that  I  read  in  odd  scraps  of  time,  and 
I  was  thinking  if  breakfast  had  been  over  sooner, 
I  might  have  had  half-an-hour's  reading  before 
going  to  give  cook  orders  about  dinner." 

"  ft  you  wiU  teU  me  what  book  you  want,  I  will 
get  it,  and  you  can  read  now,  I  shall  not  think  it 
rude." 

**  Oh,  thank  you,  but  the  children  wOl  be  here 
directly,  I  daresay,  and  besides,  I  like  talking  to 
you,  Bertie.  I  want  to  know  if  you  don't  tMnk 
Edgar  looking  stronger  than  he  did  in  the  autumn." 

**  Yes,  much  ;  and  how  pleasant  it  is  to  see  the 
terms  he  is  on  with  papa ;  if  you  have  helped  to 
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bring  that  about,  G-ynetb,  you  have  done  wbat 
Edgar  will  have  cause  to  tnank  you  for  all  his 
Hfe." 

"But  really,  Bertie,  it  is  no  doing  of  mine; 
papa  began  to  see  that  Eddie  wanted  Ms  care,  and 
ever  since  then  he  has  taken  oh  such  pains  with 
him.  I  think  it  woB  your  being  away  that  made 
him  feel  this,  while  you  were  at  home  Edgar 
seemed  to  want  nothing  but  you." 

"  It  was  not  the  right  order  of  thin^  though,'* 
said  Lambert,  "  and  1  am  very  glad  it  has  been 
put  an  end  to,  I  can  see  that  my  influence  is 
gradually  becoming  only  secondary  with  Edgar, 
as  it  always  ought  to  have  been." 

"  And  you  are  glad  ?  oh,  how  good  of  you  I  I 
was  almost  afraid  you  might  be  vexed." 

He  turned  on  her  that  look  of  grave  wonder 
which  always  had  the  effect  of  making  her  ashamed 
of  the  words  which  had  called  it  forth,  but  ap- 
parently did  not  think  it  worth  while  to  attempt  a 
reply. 

"  I  oueht  to  have  known  that  you  were  above 
being  jealous,"  she  observed  apologetically,  "  but  I 
used  to  think  that  it  must  be  so  pleasant  to  you 
to  feel  that  Edgar  loved  you  better  than  any  one 
in  the  world,  and  would  do  for  you  what  he  would 
not  do  for  any  one  else." 

"  If  I  did  find  it  pleasant  that  is  all  the  more 
reason  why  I  ought  to  be  glad  that  it  is  over,  or 
nearly  so."  He  spoke  coldly,  and  with  no  touch 
of  seu-pity,  but  his  sister  shrank  with  pain  from  a 
theory  so  sternly  ascetic,  and  pleaded  almost  pas- 
sionately against  it. 

"  Ought  we  never  to  rejoice  in  being  loved  ?  Is 
it  wicked  to  Ions  to  be  loved  first  and  best  by 
some  one  person  r  Oh,  Lambert,  I  cannot  think 
that !  If  indeed  we  find  that  no  one  does  love  us 
best,  then  we  must  try  hard  to  be  content,  and  not 
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be  jealous  or  angry  about  it ;  but  to  be  glad  when 
some  child  or  some  friend  who  ha«  preferred  us 
ceases  to  do  so !  oh,  if  to  be  good  one  must  feel 
that,  I  can  never  be  good  at  all !" 

He  was  evidently  surprised  to  find  that  she  felt 
so  warmly  on  the  subject,  and  answered  in  calm 
common-sense  tones,  "You  will  at  least  admit 
that  I  ought  to  be  glad  that  papa's  influence  and 
authorily  are  beginning  to  have  more  weight  with 
Edgar  than  mine ;  it  was  quite  a  wrong  state  of 
things  that  he  should  obey  an  elder  brother  better 
than  his  father  op  mother,  and  in  my  opinion  it 
was  scarcely  more  right  that  he  should  love  me 
better  than  them,  though  that  perhaps  was  not  so 
much  my  fault  as  the  other  part,  it  was  more  ac- 
cidental.*' 

Gyneth  gave  a  great  sieh  of  perplexity.  "  Do 
you  mean  to  say,  Bertie,  mat  you  think  the  fact 
that  you  made  Edgar  what  he  is,  and  that  he  has 
hitherto  owed  alm^t  eveiything  to  you,  is  a  sub- 
ject  for  self-reproach  ?  I  should  have  thought  you 
might  have  been  proud  of  your  work." 

"  Proud  of  having  been  so  cowardly  as  to  try — 
unconsciously  perhaps — ^to  keep  Edgar  under  my 
Qwn  rule  lest  my  father's  should  be  too  harsh  for 
him !  Ghyneth,  I  cannot  be  too  grateful  to  you 
for  having  helped,  as  I  am  sure  you  have,  to  re- 
store matters  to  their  right  position,  and  so  save 
Edgar  from  the  consequences  of  my  undutifrdness." 

"Bertie,  I  wish  you  wouldn't  say  such  harsh 
things  of  yourself,"  said  Q-yneth,  quite  distressed, 
"  I  did  think  that  Edgar  was  a  little  too  much 
disposed  to  set  your  opinions  and  wishes  above 
papa's  and  mamma's,  but  indeed  I  did  not,  and  do 
not,  suppose  that  it  was  in  any  way  your  fault." 

"  It  was  though,  it  all  arose  from  my  contemp- 
tible*cowardice !" 

She  could  see  that  it  was  only  by  the  force  he 
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was  putting  upon  himself  that  he  could  preserve 
that  cold  composure  of  tone.  Oh  how  she  longed 
to  comfort  him,  to  make  him  less  bitterlj  dissatiB- 
fied  with  himself. 

"  Even  if  it  were  cowardice,  though  I  can  scarcely 
think  so,  surely  there  was  a  great  excuse  for  it  in 
your  case.  And  Bertie,  you  must  let  me  tell  you 
how  I  admire  the  unsemsh  pleasure  you  show  in 
seeing  papa's  great  kindness  to  Edgar,  you  who 
were  so  differently  dealt  with !  Many  people  in 
yourplace  would  be  jealous." 

"  Then  they  would  be  brutes !"  said  Lambert, 
with  unusual  energy,  "  and  Q-yneth,  I  do  not  like 
to  hear  you  imply  that  papa  was  ever  otherwise 
than  kind  to  me." 

"  No,  I  know  he  meant  it  kindly,  but  it  was  very 
hard.  Lambert,  I  sometimes  think  now  that  you 
must  have  been  almost  wretched  when  you  were  a 
child,  though  I  never  suspected  it  then.  I  can 
scarcely  ever  remember  seeing  you  cry,  you  weren't 
half  so  tearfully  disposed  as  Edgar  is." 

"  I  didn't  dare  to  be,  and  besides,  I  don't  think 
I  found  it  so  difficult  to  bear  pain  as  he  does, 
though  I  was  such  a  wretched  little  coward  about 
facing  danger,  or  what  I  imagined  danger.  I  had 
bad  health,  and  that  sometimes  depressed  me,  be- 
sides the  feeling  that  do  what  I  might  I  never  could 
be  what  my  father  would  have  Hked  to  see  me — 
open,  and  fearless,  and  manly,  but  pray  don't 
imagine  that  I  was  wretched,  I  was  nothing  of  the 
sort.  Think  how  kind  mamma  and  Jeannie  were 
to  me !  (and  papa,  too,  whenever  I  behaved  myself 
sensibly,)  and  how  many  pleasures  were  provided 
for  us  all,  far  more  than  most  children  have." 

"  And  now  that  you  have  better  health,  and  have 
won  papa's  good  opinion,  which  you  used  so  to 
despau*  of,  are  you  happy,  Lambert  ?"  • 

"  If  I  am  not,"  he  answered  flushing,  "it  is  my 
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own  fault,  but  the  fact  that  papa  has  become  re- 
signed to  me,  and  no  longer  thinks  it  worth  while 
to  blame  me  for  anything,  has  its  painM  side  as 
well  as  its  consoling  one.  K  it  were  only  in  my 
power  to  really  satisfy  him,  to  give  him  real  plea- 
sure,  such  as  he  can  feel  in  some  of  his  other  chil- 
dren !  But  never  mind,  forgive  me  for  being  so 
abominably  egotistical.  Shall  I  cut  some  bread 
for  the  children  ?  I  think  I  hear  their  voices  on 
the  stairs." 

He  had  gone  into  his  shell  again,  bitterly 
ashamed  probably  of  having  allowed  his  sister  to 
draw  hiin  out  of  it  for  awmle,  and  for  the  rest  of 
the  meal  seemed  entirely  occupied  in  providing 
the  little  ones  with  bread  and  butter,  and  listening 
to  Lawrence's  grumbles  at  things  in  general,  and 
eariy  hours  in  particular. 

Gryneth  had  never  heard  him  say  so  much  about 
himself  before,  and  his  last  words  lefb  a  painM 
impression  on  her;  but  she  had  not  time  to  pon- 
der over  them,  for  she  was  a  busy  little  woman 
now,  in  her  own  small  way.  Orders  to  the  cook, 
adding  up  of  accounts,  letters  to  her  mother  and 
grandmother,  an  hour's  practice  on  the  piano, 
half-an.hour's  steady  reading,  and  the  repainng  of 
some  broken  toys  of  Katie's  filled  up  the  morning ; 
then  in  the  afternoon  her  father  took  her  and  the 
younger  ones  for  a  long  walk,  and  in  the  evening 
she  played  to  him,  read  some  magazine-articles  at  his 
request, beguiled  Lawrence's  tedium  by  challenging 
him  to  a  game  of  chess,  and  filled  up  the  intervals 
with  doll-dressing.  Between  the  time  at  which 
she  returned  from  her  walk,  and  the  hour  of  din- 
ner, she  had  fulfilled  a  new  duty  which  she  had 
taken  on  herself, — ^the  teaching  their  young  house- 
maid to  write.  The  girl  was  about  to  be  prepared 
by  the  Eector  for  Confirmation,  and  finding  that 
he  was  accustomed  to  give  questions  to  his  candi- 
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dates  to  be  answered  in  writing,  Ghyneth  was 
anxious  to  atone  for  the  deficiencies  of  Harriet's 
education,  as  regarded  ealigraphy-,  by  careM  in- 
struction from  herself.  She  had  therefore  esta- 
blished a  daily  writing  lesson,  and  already  Harriet's 
copybook  gave  proof  both  of  her  own  willingness 
to  learn,  and  oi  the  zeal  of  her  young  instructress. 
Moreover  Harriet  had  a  laudable  ambition  to  be 
able  to  repeat  the  Church  Catechism  without  a 
single  mistake,  when  Mr.  Weatherhead  should  re- 
quire it  from  her ;  and  as  she  had  not  a  good  me- 
mory, and  was  rather  nervous,  she  was  very  grateful 
to  Miss  Deshon  for  allowing  her  to  say  it  over  to 
her  now  and  then,  **  to  see  if  she  didn't  really  know 
it  quite  perfect  this  time." 

In  this,  and  one  or  two  other  ways — such  as 
lending  them  books — Gyneth  could  ^el  that  she 
was  of  some  Uttle  use  to  the  servants  ;  and,  per- 
haps, this  helped  to  comfort  her  for  not  being  al- 
lowed to  exert  herself  among  the  poor ;  she  was 
doing  the  duty  that  lav  nearest  to  her,  and  did 
not  sigh  so  much  as  beiore  after  the  more  distant 
ones,  though  she  would  not  have  been  one  whit 
less  ready  to  undertake  them  had  it  been  put  in 
her  power  to  do  so.  As  she  lay  down  each  night 
she  nad  no  temptation  to  be  over-satisfied,  or  to 
think  she  had  done  great  things ;  the  record  of  the 
day's  doings  seemed  very  smaO  and  poor,  and  yet 
it  was  enough  to  keep  her  from  dejection ;  she  was 
actually  beginning  to  forget  "  Cord  Bonald,"  and 
to  feel  with  a  modem  poet ; 

"  Life  has  more  things  to  dwell  on 
Than  just  one  useless  pain, 
Useless  and  past  for  ever  j 
But  nobler  thin^  remain." 


CHAPTEE  XXm. 

"  Say,  did  impatience  first  impel 
The  heaTen-sent  bond  to  break  P 
Or  couldst  thou  bear  its  hindrance  well 
Loitering  for  JxsiT*s  sake." 

L^n  Jpa$toKea. 

N  one  of  Gyneth's  busy  mornings  she 
was  surprised  by  a  yisit  from  Mr, 
Parry,  wlio  came  as  tbe  bearer  of  a 
note  from  his  wife,  begging  that  "  dear 
Miss  Deshon,  whose  kindness  in  undertaking  to 
dress  the  dolls  she — Mrs.  Parry — felt  very  much, 
would  be  so  very  good  as  to  get  them  finished  if 
possible  in  a  day  or  two,  as  dear  Mrs.  G-ordon  was 
going  to  have  her  school-feast  earlier  than  had 
been  at  first  intended." 

"The  feast  is  to  be  during  Advent,  then?"  in- 
quired Gyneth,  in  some  surprise,  "  I  thought  it 
Im  to  hive  bU 'during  the  Christmas  week,  I 
think  Miss  Weatherhead  told  me  so." 

"  Yes,  and  the  Eector  adheres  to  that ;  but  Mrs. 
Gordon  is  going  to  spend  Christmas  with  some 
relatives  of  ner's,  and  of  course  she  wishes  to  have 
the  feast  before  she  goes,  and  the  consequence  is 
that  the  two  schools  are  to  have  separate  treats, 
instead  of  being  all  together.  I  hope  you  will 
come  to  Mr.  Gordon's  feast,  Miss  Deshon  P" 
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"  Thank  you,  I  must  not  promise ;  but  it  is  very 
kind  of  you  to  wish  it.  Will  you  please  tell  Mrs. 
Parry  that  she  shall  have  all  the  doUs  to-morrow  ? 
I  will  set  to  work  at  once,  and  finish  them.  I 
hope  they  are  smart  enough,"  and  she  took  one 
from  her  workbasket,  and  held  it  up  for  him  to  see. 

"  Too  smart,  /  should  sinr ;  but  my  wife  and  Mrs. 
Gt)rdon  wiU  like  them  all  the  better,  and  be  very 
much  obliged  to  you ;  I  cannot  persuade  them  that 
it  is  putting  worldly  vanities  into  the  heads  of  the 
children  to  give  them  dolls  decked  out  in  sOks  and 
satins  and  beads,  like  baU-going  ladies." 

"  I  must  show  you  one  I  have  dressed  in  a  blue 
wooUen  frock,  and  little  white  cap,  and  white  tippet, 
like  those  quaint  looking  chanty-school  children 
that  one  sees  sometimes;  perhaps  you  will  like 
that  better,"  said  G-yneth,  wishing  to  avoid  the 
controversy ;  but  to  her  intense  surprise  Mr.  Parry 
replied,  "Ah!  Miss  Deshon,  it  is  easy  to  turn 
these  questions  aside,  but  some  day  there  will  come 
a  time  when  the  hoUowness  of  your  present  life 
will  strike  you  very  forcibly.  Though  I  have 
known  you  but  a  short  while,  I  can  feel  that  your's 
is  not  a  mind  which  can  long  rest  satisfied  in  mere 
worldly  pleasures,  dress,  and  gaiety,  and  all  those 
poor  vanities  which  Paul  warns  us  against  in  his 
Epistles." 

''  I  should  be  sorry  to  think  that  those  things 
satisfied  me  now,"  said  GTyneth^  gently. 

The  young  officer  replied  by  quoting  with  great 
eames^ess  of  manner  the  text,  "  Come  out  from 
among  them,  and  be  ye  separate ;"  and  unbefit- 
ting as  Gyneth  thought  this  familiar  use  of  sacred 
words,  she  listened  reverently,  and  made  no  com- 
ment. That  silence,  and  the  grave,  thoughtful 
look  of  the  sweet  face  puzzled  poor  Mr.  Pany,  he 
was  more  used  to  be  met  with  warm  opposition,  or 
good-humoured  ridicule. 


A  MAIDEK  OF  Ors  OWN  DAY,  88S 

'^  I  don't  know  how  it  is,  Miss  Deshon,"  he  went 
on  in  a  reflective  tone,  "  but  I  can't  quite  make 
out  either  you  or  your  brother  Lambert ;  there  is 
a  something  about  you  both  which  makes  me  hope 
that  you  have  the  root  of  the  matter  in  you ;  and 
yet  he,  at  least,  I  am  sure,  is  resting  too  much  in 
mere  outward  forms,  bowings  and  scrapings,  and 
lighted  candles,  and  perpetual  church-goings,  as 
if  salvation  were  to  be  found  in  such  things  as 
that." 

What  Mr.  Parry  could  possibly  mean  by  "  scrap* 
ings,"  and  why  he  should  suppose  that  Lambert 
placed  any  peculiar  trust  in  the  efficacy  of  *'  lighted 
candles,"  &yneth  could  not  conceive;  but  the 
subject  was  too  grave,  and  he  too  completely  a 
stranger  to  her,  for  her  to  wish  to  enter  into  argu- 
ment with  him.  She  made  a  slight  exclamation 
expressive  of  dissent  from  his  remarks,  and  went 
on  with  her  sewing. 

"  I  have  a  real  interest  in  your  brother,  I  can 
i|ssure  you.  Miss  Deshon,"  pursued  Mr.  Parry,  in 
no  way  discouraged ;  ''  I  never  knew  a  man  of  his 
age eoWectl7piir;.ininded  and  conscientious  as 
he  is ;  but  what  is  that  to  trust  to  after  aU  ?  The 
most  wretched  sinner,  who  puts  his  trust  in  the 
free  grace  of  the  Gkspel,  is  better  off  than  the  best 
of  those  who  are  trusting  in  their  own  merits,  and 
vain  Tractarian  superstitions,  for  safety." 

The  young  officer  delivered  this  last  remark  with 
a  most  crushing  air  of  superior  wisdom  and  en- 
lightenment,  wmch  sat  very  oddly  on  his  simple, 
boyish  face,  and  had  evidently  been  caught  from 
some  leader  in  his  favourite  school  of  theology ; 
but  he  shrank  a  little  from  the  ardent  indignant 
pain  in  GTyneth's  eyes  as  she  looked  up  wim  the 
mvoluntaiT'  exclamation,  "  Mr.  Parry,  I  am  sure 
you  cannot  really  know  my  brother,  or  you  would 
not   misjudge  lin  so  strangely,  the  Tery  most 


334  A  MATDSN  OF  OITB  OWK  DAT. 

striking  part  of  Ids  goodness  is  his  humility  a&d 
self-distrust." 

^  Yes,  I  know  he  is  very  humble,  but  there  is 
such  a  thing  as  'humble  pride,'  as  Mr.  Gt>rdon 
told  us  in  his  sermon  last  Sunday,  trusting  even 
to  one's  own  humility  to  save  us.  Still,  I  don't 
mean  to  say  that  your  brother  does  this,  only  his 
goodness  always  seems  to  me  of  the  same  sort  as 
tiiat  of  those  old  saints  that  one  reads  of  in  books, 
and  I  doubt  whether  that's  the  right  sort,  though, 
of  course,  the  High  Churchmen  say  it  is." 

The  light  in  Gyneth's  eyes  flamed  higher. 

'*  I  cannot  see,"  she  said,  **  how  real  saintliness 
can  be  supposed  to  proceed  from  any  other  source 
than  faith  in  the  Xing  of  Saints,  and  a  desire  to  be 
like  Him ;  the  Church  of  Bome  has  indeed  given 
the  name  of  saint  to  some  who  hare  done  Teiy 
foolish  and  eyen  Tory  wrong  things, — judging  by 
our  standard, — ^but  you  can't,  surely,  suppose  that 
Lambert  wishes  to  imitate  tkem.^* 

**  I  didn't  mean  to  hurt  your  feelings,  Pm  sure," 
said  Mr.  Parry  looking  contrite,  though  uncon- 
Tinced ;  ^  Pm  afiraid  I  have  offended  you.  Lavinia 
would  have  managed  better." 

Not  so  thought  Gyneth;  she  preferred  Mr. 
Peary's  most  solemn  denunciations  to  Mrs.  Parry's 
giggles,  and  really  gaye  him  credit  for  the  best  in- 
tentions possible,  painful  as  what  he  had  said  was 
to  her.  ^  I  am  not  offended  indeed,"  she  answered 
gently,  ^  only  I  hope  some  day  you  will  see  that 
you  have  misjudged  my  brother  and  those  who 
think  like  him,  though  to  them  it  can  signify  little 
what  is  thought  of  Ihem." 

^  We  are  forbidden  to  judge  one  another,*'  said 
Mr.  Parry,  '*  and  I  hope  I  shall  nerer  feel  otherwise 
than  charitably  towards  eyen  the  most  misguided 
of  my  fellowsiimers ;  my  object  in  commencing 
this  conyersation  was  not  to  pronounce  judgment 
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on  any  one,  but  to  try  to  persuade  you,  Miss  De- 
shon,  to  interest  yourself  in  some  of  my  wife's 
schemes  for  the  good  of  the  poor  heathen  in  this 
town.  I  can  assure  you  from  experience  that  you 
would  find  such  work  far  more  satisfying  than  the 
dressing  and  ball-going  and  studying  accomplish- 
ments  which  fill  up  your  time  now.  When  I  lived 
for  the  world  I  never  knew  what  happiness  was ; 
it  is  not  to  be  found  in  such  things." 

He  scarcely  looked  as  if  he  had  found  it  yet,  but 
in  a  broad  sense  his  words  were  true,  and  Gyneth 
answered  rather  sadly,  "  I  hope  I  maj  some  day 
be  able  to  do  something  for  the  poor,  if  I  do  no- 
thing now  it  is  not  so  much  from  choice,  as  be- 
cause I  am  not  thought  fit." 

"  Who  doesn't  think  you  fit  ?  Why  shouldn't 
you  be  as  well  able  to  collect  pence  for  Bibles 
and  to  teach  in  the  Sunday-school,  and  to  join 
Mrs.  G-ordon's  Dorcas  meetings,  as  other  young 
ladies?" 

It  was  the  old  question — ^with  a  little  difference 
in  the  employments  proposed — which  Gyneth  had 
asked  herself  again  and  again.  Why,  indeed, 
might  she  not  do  these  or  similar  things?  was 
not  every  Christian  meant  to  be  useful,  young 
Christian  ladies  as  well  as  any  others?  was  not 
such  usefulness  urged  in  books,  shown  to  be  pos- 
sible by  example,  inculcated  in  sermons,  insisted 
on  by  good  people  of  all  shades  of  opinion  ?  Only, 
— and  there  was  a  great  deal  in  that  only, — it  was 
forbidden  to  her  for  the  present  by  those  whose 
authority  she  was  bound  to  respect,  and  therefore 
wishes  were  vain,  and  repinings  wrong. 

*'  Papa  and  mamma  can  judge  best  what  I  am 
fit  for,"  she  answered  steadily,  even  with  a  smile ; 
'*  and  they  do  not  wish  me  to  undertake  any  of 
these  things  just  at  present ;  unless  a  Sunday-class 
should  become  vacant  in  the  girls'  school,  they 
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would  have  no  objection  to  my  taking  that,  if  Mr. 
Weatherhead  approved." 

Mr.  Parry  had  ofben  confided  to  his  wife  a  secret 
opinion  that  Mrs.  Deshon  was  worldly,  and  Colonel 
Deshon'^ukewarm;"  but  fortunately,  plain-spoken 
as  he  was,  he  was  not  quite  bold  enough  to  express 
this  opinion  to  G-yneth.  He  contented  himself 
with  solemnly  shaking  hia  head,  aiid  looking  un- 
utterable  things.  ''Do  they  name  any  age  at 
which  they  would  consider  you  fit?"  he  inquired, 
after  a  moment's  pause. 

"No." 

"  And  meantime  you  don't  care  much  about  it, 
I  suppose,"  he  said,  in  rather  a  reproachful  tone, 
mistaking  her  gentleness  for  indifference.  Her 
heart  swelled,  and  the  ardent  spirit  within  her 
seemed  to  throb  and  tremble  with  suppressed  eager- 
ness, but  she  answered  as  composedly  as  might-be, 
"  There  is  a  great  deal  to  interest  and  employ  me 
in  my  home,  and  I  can  try  to  learn  things  which 
will  be  of  use  hereafter." 

Mr.  Parry  glanced  at  the  opera-airs  lying  on  the 
music-stand,  the  half-open  volume  of  Dante  on  the 
table  near,  and  a  little  basket  of  feather-flowers 
which  G^yneth  had  begun  to  fashion  into  a  wreath 
for  the  hair,  and  looked  incredulous.  "  K I  were 
not  afraid  of  appearing  rude  I  should  ask  you  what 
can  be  the  possible  use  of  that  thing,"  he  said, 
indicating  the  wreath  with  rather  a  contemptuous 
gesture. 

"  To  wear  on  my  head,"  said  Gyneth,  smiliiu; ; 
"  mamma  brought  these  flowers  from  abroad  for 
me,  and  I  am  going  to  wear  them  at  a  Christmas 
party." 

After  such  a  confession  as  this,  Mr.  Pany 
seemed  inclined  to  wash  his  hands  of  her  altoge- 
ther, and  leave  her  to  her  fate ;  artificial  flowers 
in  the  hair  were  somehow  inseparably  connected 
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with  "  "B^orldlinesB**  in  his  mind,  though  in  a  bon- 
net they  did  not  seem  to  him  so  objectionable, 
judging  by  the  tol^^tion  he  extended  to  the  scar- 
let poppies  which  Mrs.  Parry  was  accustomed  to 
wear  on  Sundays.  It  never  occurred  to  him  that 
Gyneth  who  happened  also  to  dislike  wreaths — 
not  as  a  matter  oi  conscience,  but  as  a  matter  of 
taste — ^and  who  was  privately  of  opinion  that  they 
were  not  at  all  becoming  to  her,  had  made  a  little 
sacrifice  of  vanity  and  self-will  for  the  sake  of 
pleasing  her  mother ;  and  that  the  sweet-tempered, 
obliging  spirit  which  she  was  thus  cultivating  in 
little  things  would  be  of  use  to  her  hereafker  in 
whatev^  situation  she  might  be. 

He  rose  up  and  shook  hands  with  her  in  solemn 
silence,  but  came  back  before  he  had  reached  the 
door,  and  said  with  a  smile,  the  first  she  had  ever 
seen  on  his  face,  "  I  shall  hope  to  see  you  a  con- 
vert' to  our  opinions  yet,  Miss  Deshon,  Layinia 
must  have  a  talk  with  you,  what  I  know  of  these 
things  I  learnt  from  her,  and  Fm  afraid  I  don't 
always  do  credit  to  her  teaching.  I  blunder,  while 
she  goes  straight  to  the  mark :  she  has  had  some 
conversations  with  Armstrong  lately,  and  he's  be- 
coming quite  a  changed  man." 

Gyneth  was  -aware  of  a  peculiar  meaning  in  the 
tone  of  these  last  words,  she  had  had  reason  to 
suspect  before  that  the  Farrys  guessed  at  Mr. 
Armstrong's  admiration  for  her  and  encouraged  it, 
"While  at  the  same  time  they  ascribed  the  greater 
earnestness  and  anxiety  to  do  good,  whi(m  they 
had  lately  observed  in  him,  not  so  much  to  her  in- 
fluence, as  to  their  own,  and  that  of  certain  tracts, 
which  they  had  given  him  to  read.  Fortunately, 
no  reply  was  needed  on  her  part,  for  just  at  this 
moment  Edgar  raced  into  tne  room,  exclaiming; 
"  Q-yneth,  here's  Miss  Weatherhead,  she's  come  to 
talk  to  you,  while  Horace  looks  at.  my  fencing 
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things,"  and  in  another  second  the  stately  Augusta 
made  her  appearance. 

**  How  d  ye  do,  Miss  Deshon  P  I  ought  to  apo- 
logise for  such  an  early  visit,  but  we  met  your 
little  brother,  and  he  insisted  that  Horace  should 
come  in  with  him  for  a  few  minutes,  so  I  hope  you 
will  excuse  our  intruding  on  you,"  said  Miss  Gru»- 
sie,  always  composed  and  correct  in  demeanour. 
'*  G-ood  morning,  Mr.  Parry,  I  hope  Mrs.  Pany's 
cold  is  better,  tnese  east  wmds  are  very  trying. 

It  was  fine  to  behold  the  gradations  of  civility 
both  in  tone  and  manner,  as  Augusta  addressed 
&yneth  and  Mr.  Parry  alternately ;  she  patronised 
the  former  with  the  utmost  graciousness,  to  the 
latter  she  was  coldly  condescending,  evidently 
bearing  in  mind  his  heterodoxy,  and  want  of  sub- 
mission to  her  father's  authori^.  He  returned 
her  ^eeting  abruptly,  and  tooK  his  departure, 
treatmi?  Gyneth  to  an  admonitory  shake  of  the 
head,  i^tenLd  to  warn  her  against  the  mfluenee 
of  this  supercilious  little  lady,  of  .whom  it  is  to  be 
feared  he  nad  quite  as  bad  an  opinion  as  she  could 
possibly  have  of  him. 

"What  an  extraordinary  young  man  he  is!" 
said  Augusta,  when  he  was  gone,  "  We  met  him  at 
dinner  at  the  G-ordons'  the  other  day,  and  he 
talked  in  the  most  wonderful  way;  I  think  he 
really  requires  to  be  kept  at  a  distance,  there  is  no 
knowing  what  he  might  say  to  one." 

"  I  think  he  means  very  kindly,"  said  Qyneth, 
**  but  certainly  he  is  rather  odd." 

''And  his  wife  does  dress  in  such  bad  taste; 
fancy,  she  had  a  jacket  trimmed  with  blue,  and  a 
green  velvet  bow  in  her  hair,  wasn't  it  dreadful  P" 

"Sir  G-ardner  Wilkinson  says  in  his  book  on 
*  Colour  and  Taste,'  that  some  people  have  no  per- 
ception of  harmony  in  colours,  or  the  want  of  it," 
answered  Gyneth,  smiling,  "  perhaps  that  may  ao^ 
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eotiht  for  Mrs.  Parry's  peculiarities  of  costume. 
Have  you'  read  the  book,  and  do  you  remember 
the  strange  instances  he  gives  of  colour-blindness  ?" 

Augusta  had  not  read  the  bookf  but  she  per- 
ceired  that  G-yneth  did  not  care  to  talk  about 
Mrs.  Parry's  dress,  and  acquiesced  in  the  change 
of  subject.  "Apropos  of  colour,"  she  said,  "I 
can't  get  the  paint  to  He  smooth  in  those  iUunu- 
nated  scrolls  I  am  doing ;  I  don't  know  how  it  is 
that  the  one  you  have  lent  me  as  a  pattern  is  so 
smooth,  you  must  have  used  different  paints  I 
should  think." 

**  Would  you  like  to  try  my  paints  ?"  said  Q-y- 
neth,  rising  to  fetch  them,  "  I  thought  you  told 
me  that  yours  were  lust  the  same,  but  you  are 
quite  wekome  to  taki  laine  home  with  you,  and 
see  if  they  will  aniiwer  better." 

**  Oh,  thank  you,  and  do  you  think  you  could 
design  another  capital  '  D'  for  me  P  papa  doesn't 
like  the  one  in  your  scroll  much." 

Augusta  did  not  think  it  necessary  to  say  that 
she  herself  had  tried  to  design  a  D,  and  had  sig- 
nally failed  in  the  attempt :  but  she  was  srateml 
to  (Weth  for  her  ready  p^mi8e  of  help. 

"  I  shall  be  exceedingly  obliged  to  you,-  Miss 
Deshon,"  she  said,  "  I  really  have  not  much  time 
to  spend  in  trying  to  design  things,  there  is  so 
much  to  be  seen  to  at  Christmas,  clothing-clubs, 
and  distributions  of  blankets,  and  bread-tickets, 
sad  then  the  preparations  for  our  school-feast.  I 
am  rather  glad  the  two  schools  are  not  to  be  toge- 
ther, if  they  were  to  be,  Mrs.  Gordon  would  want 
to  manage  everything." 

"  But  that  would  at  least  save  you  some  trouble," 
suggested  G^yneth,  a  little  mischievously. 

"  Oh,  I  don't  mind  trouble,  and  I  am  anxious 
that  all  should  be  managed  as  papa  would  Hke,  no 
one  can  know  his  wishes  so  well  as  I  do." 
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*^  You  mnst  be  rery  uBofiil  to  bim,**  aequiosoed 
Gjneth,  mildlj. 

'^Yee,  and  it  is  so  pleasant  to  fed  tiiat  one 
oonld  not  possibly  be  done  without^'* 

"I  don^t  know,"  besitated  GynetJi,  •*!  think  it 
is  Miss  Nigbtingale  who  says  that  one's  aim  oughl 
to  be  to  arrange  matters,  so  tbat  if  one  were  tak^i. 
suddenly  ill,  or  anything  of  that  scHrt,  all  might  go 
on  as  well  or  nearly  as  well  without  us^  as  it  could 
with  us ;  not  to  make  ourselves  necessary  so  much 
as  to  proyide  tbat  what  is  necessary  should  be 
done,  either  with  us,  or  without  us.** 

"  I  don't  understand  that,"  said  Augusta^  "  who 
could  be  to  ^apa  what  I  am?" 

"  No  one,  indeed ;  I  only  meant  that  if  I  were 
at  the  head  of  the  house  I  should  feel  more  eom«> 
fortable  in  knowing  that  I  had  taught  the  younger 
ones  and  the  servants  to  imderstand  papa's  Ukt^s 
and  to  study  his  comfort,  so  that  if  I  ware  to  be 
laid  aside  he  would  still  be  attended  to  as  far  as 
possible,  and  all  go  on  as  he  would  wish  it ;  than 
m  thinking  that  he  could  not  possibly  do  without 


ma" 


''That  is  yeiy  well  in  theory,"  said  Augusta, 
"but  you  would  not  find  it  easy  in  practice.  I 
adhere  to  the  old  rule, '  If  you  want  a  thing  done 
well,  do  it  yourself.'  I  think  senrants  are  almost 
im-teachable." 

G^yneth  gave  one  of  those  soft  looks  of  surprise 
whicn  Augusta  characterised  as ''  Miss  Deidioii's 
languid  way  of  being  astonished,"  and  as  she 
offered  no  remark  Miss  Weatherhead  went  on, 

"I  suppose  you  can  scarcely  judge  how  mxusk 
depends  on  me  at  home,  but  siurely  you  would  not 
Uke  to  think  that  you  could  be  done  without, 
though  you  have  not  the  management  of  a  house- 
hold as  you  were  supposing  just  now." 

"I  don't  think  that  I  could  be  done  without^  I 
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know  it,  but  that  is /or  a  different  reason  from  the 
one  that  I  was  supposing,  it  is  because  I  am  of  so 
little  use  at  any  time." 

"  But  doesn't  that  worry  you  P  I  should  hate 
not  to  be  of  use ;  how  can  you  bear  it  ?" 

"  I  don't  bear  it,  at  least  I  bear  it  very  badly, 
I*m  afraid,"  and  having  said  this,  Ghjmeth  began 
to  speak  of  something  else. 

But  her  thoughts  recurred  to  that  subject,  and 
to  a  saying  of  her  grandmamma's,  that  the  call  to 
greater  usefrilness  ofben  came  through  sorrows, 
and  was  less  to  be  Ardently  desired  than  patiently 
waited  for,  as  she  sat  tete-^-t^te  with  Panny  that 
evening ;  her  brothers  having  gone  with  Colonel 
Deshon  to  the  long-talked-of  assault  of  arms.  She 
expected  them  back  about  ten  o'clock,  and  as  they 
had  dined  earlier  than  usual,  had  some  supper 
prepared  for  them,  and  was  dreamily  collectuig  to- 
gether her  fragments  of  silk  and  lace,  to  make  room 
lor  the  supper- tray,  when  a  loud  ring  at  the  front 
beU,  and  hurried  footsteps  on  the  stairs,  announced 
the  return  of  at  least  some  of  the  party.  She 
turned  towards  the  door  with  a  glad  look  of  wel- 
come, her  hands  full  of  gay-coloured  silks,  her 
mind  on  "  hospitable  thoughts  intent,"  but  it  was 
only  Edgar  who  entered,  and  he  did  not  bring 
back  the  happy  face  he  had  taken  with  him,  but 
had  a  strange  expression  of  fright  and  misery,  and 
even  before  he  reached  her,  broke  into  a  fit  of  bitter 
sobbing,  mixed  with  a  few  incoherent  sentences,  of 
which  "  Bertie"  and  the  "  horrid,  horrid  sword," 
were  the  only  words  audible.  A  vague  feeling 
that  something  dreadful  had  happened  seized  her, 
and  with  an  injunction  to  Eanny  to  take  care  of 
Edgar,  she  ran  down  to  the  hall,  where  she  heard 
Lawrence's  voice  speaking  to  Ellis.  He  turned 
round  as  she  approached,  **  G-yneth,  there  has  been 
an  accident,  and  Lambert's  hand  is  hurt,  they  are 
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going  to  bring  him  home  in  a  fly,  but  I  ran  on 
with  Edgar  to  prepare  you.  I  was  telling  EUis  to 
run  out  and  see  if  Dawson  is  in  the  stable,  he  had 
better  not  go  home  to-night,  he  may  be  wanted  to 
send  somewhere." 

"  Oh  yes ;  go,  Ellis,  please.  But,  Lawrencey  is 
Bertie  much  hurfc  ?  how  could  it  have  happened?" 

"Why,  I  cannot  wait  to  tell  particiilars«---but 
you  know  Serjeant  Morrison  was  going  to  cut  an 
orange  through  on  the  palm  of  the  hand  as  a  test 
of  skill  ? — Well,  none  of  the  men  would  hold  out 
their  hands  to  have  it  done, — ^they  all  hate  Mor- 
rison ! — and  so  papa  held  out  his,  and  Morrison 
cut  an  orange  clean  through  on  it  without  hurting 
the  hand  in  the  least.  So  then  papa  asked  if  no 
one  would  follow  his  example, — how  cool  he  is! 
never  stirred  a  muscle  of  his  face,  stood  as  firm  ae 
Wilhelm  Tell  junior, — and  when  he  found  that 
none  of  the  men  moved,  he  appealed  to  some  of  us 
who  were  sitting  by.  Who  should  answer  the  ap* 
peal  but  Lambert  J  of  all  people  in  the  world !  He 
got  up,  and  came  forward,  very  pale,  but  with 
wonderful  sangifroid,  and  I  think  all  would  have 
gone  right,  if,  just  as  Morrison  was  in  the  act  of 
striking,  that  wretched  child  Edgar  had  not  set  up 
a  scream,  which  startled  him,  and  threw  both  him 
and  poor  Bertie  off  their  guard ;  the  sword  went 
through  the  orange,  but  it  made  a  great  deep  cut 
in  Lambert's  hand  as  welL" 

"  Oh,"  said  Gyneth,  shuddering, "  is  it  tery  bad? 
was  there  a  doctor  there  to  bind  it  up  at  once  ?"  •. 

"  One  of  the  surgeons  had  been  there,  but  lasA 
gone  away ;  howeyer,  Armstrong  ran  after  him,  and 
brought  him  very  soon,  but  before  he  came,  Lam- 
bert had  fainted  from  loss  of  blood,  though  papa 
did  his  best  to  keep  the  cut  closed.  It*s  a  danger- 
ous part  for  a  cut,  and  Lawrence  shuddered  too, 
and  was  evidently  so  much  alarmed  that  he  could 
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not  help  communicating  his  terror  to  Ghjneth, 
though  ne  had  controlled  himself  sufficiently  to 
give  a  coherent  account  of  the  accident. 

**  I  must  see  if  Lambert's  room  is  ready, — what 
a  pity  mamma  is  not  here,— and  I  had  better  tell 
nurse  and  ask  her  not  to  go  to  bed,  she  may  be 
useM,"  said  Oyneth,  gathering  up  her  senses,  and 
trying  not  to  give  way  to  vaeue  fears,  though 
her  heart  was  sick  with  apprehension,  '*  try  and 
comfort  poor  little  Edgar,  dear  Lawrie,  I  am  afraid 
he  is  more  wretched  than  any  of  us." 

^Little  coward !"  said  Lawrence,  indignantly. 

^  Oh,  don't !"  she  turned  round,  with  one  foot  on 
the  stairs — ''  if  Lambert  had  never  been  taimted 
with  cowardice,  perhaps  he  would  not  have  thought 
it  necessary  to  ao  what  he  did  to-night.  How  I 
wish  he  hadn't !"  and  she  went  sorrowfully  up  to 
the  nursery. 

What  a  peaceful  scene  she  found  there !  Nurse 
mending  socks  by  the  light  of  a  candle  which  was 
carefully  shaded  frt>m  falling  on  the  face  of  little 
Katie,  who  slumbered  peacefully  in  her  crib,  her 
dark  curls  marking  the  outline  of  her  small  head 
on  the  pillow.  Softly  as  G-yneth  spoke,  the  child 
woke  up,  stretched  out  her  arms  with  the  sleepy 
murmur,  '*  What  zoo  saying  ?"  and  reassured  by  a 
kiss  fell  asleep  again,  happily  unconscious  of  any 
cause  for  anxiety.  G-yneth  sent  Harriet  to  sit  by 
her,  and  took  nurse  away  to  Lambert's  room  to 
see  what  preparations  had  best  be  made  there^ 
Then  when  those  were  accomplished,  there  was 
nothing  to  be  done  but  to  return  to  the  drawing- 
Toom,  soothe  and  caress  the  sobbing  Edgar,  and 
wait  with  what  patience  and  courage  she  could 
for  the  sound  of  the  carriage  which  was  bringing 
Lambert  home. 
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"  Who  is  the  Angel  &ab  cometh  J 
Fain! 
Let  us  arise  and  go  forth  to  gmt  him  ; 

Is  the  smomoiu  come  for  ns  to  meet  him ; 
He  will  Bt&j, 
And  darken  our  sun  ; 
He  will  Btaj 
A  deaolale  night,  a  vestj  daj. 
Sioee  in  that  ibadow  our  woA  b  dooa. 
And  in  that  Bhadoo  our  arowna  are  woOi 
Iiet  us  *a;  rtiU,  while  his  bitter  chalice 

aiowlj  into  our  hearts  is  ponmd, — 
"  Blessed  is  he  that  cometh 
In  tlie  Name  of  the  LoBD !" 

AsKLum  pBOcm. 

i^T  has  been  well  renuvked  thsb  when  tfae 
carveis  of  those  itrtujge  distorted  fitcea 
which  leer  at  us  &om  the  ffurgoyles  of 
our  medueval  churchee  wished  to  ie> 
|n«aait  in  than  the  truly  horrible  and  repuluTe, 
th^  did  not  do  it  by  mMing  them  grandly  tragi' 
colly  evil,  but  by  throwing  into  tlteir  hideonaneM 
a  grotesque  and  even  comic  aspect,  which,  perhuM, 
mues  oa  smile  at  first  sight  tn  them,  but  ends  by 
inspiring  us  with  intense  repulsion  and  disgust. 
And  in  the  trials  that  beeet  ua  throughout  life, 
there  is  p^ha^e  nothing  that  so  sickens  and  pains 
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UB  as  tHe  absurd,  un-heroic,  nay  even  comic  element 
which  not  infrequently  mingles  with  them.  Li 
history,  and  in  most  poetry,  events  march  grandly, 
tragedy  is  purely  ^gic,  sombre,  and  terrible, 
there  are  no  ridiculous  little  circumstances  mixed 
up  with  it,  and  the  sufferers  nerve  themselves 
heroically  to  endure  these  grave  dignified  sorrows 
which  appeal  to  all  that  is  noble  and  hero-like  in 
their  character.  But  who  does  not  know  that  it 
is  otherwise  in  common  life?  That  in  the  most 
anxious  sorrowM  moments  of  our  lives  absurd 
little  incidents  occur,  ridiculous  allusions  are  made, 
things  happen,  words  are  said,  which  would  amuse 
us  were  we  in  a  mood  to  be  amused,  and  which  do 
indeed  at  times  provoke  a  sort  of  hysteric  laughter 
far  more  distressing  than  tears. 

This  painfully  grotesque  element  was  not  want- 
ing in  Gyneth's  present  trial.  While  she  sat 
waiting  in  the  drawing-room,  trying  with  gentle 
words  to  soothe  Edgar  into  patience  and  hope,  and 
every  now  and  then  pausing  at  some  distant  sound, 
and  listening  in  a  silence  so  intense  that  she 
seemed  to  hear  her  own  heart-beats,  there  came  a 
rin^  at  the  door-bell,  and  Ellis  hurrying  up  stairs 
with  most  unwonted  activity,  put'  into  her  hand  a 
small  parcel,  saying,  '^  Something  from  the  bar- 
racks, Miss."  She  opened  it  has&y,  wondering  a 
little  at  its  size,  but  nothing  doubtmg  that  it  con^ 
tained  some  note  from  her  father,  and  Edgar  lifted 
his  white,  terror-stricken  face  from  her  shoulder, 
in  eager  breathless  expectation  of  what  the  news 
might  be,  when  behold  the  paper  contained  nothing 
but  two  tracts,  entitled  respectively,  "Are  you 
happy  ?"  and  **  Words  of  warning  to  the  worldly- 
minded  !"  G-yneth's  name  was  written  in  one, 
and  Lambert's  in  the  other,  "with  Mr.  Parry's 
best  wishes  "  appended ;  and  Fanny,  with  the  ex- 
clamation, "  Fancy  Bertie  being  worldly-minded !" 
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bunt  out  laugUng,  wUcli  so  enraged  poor  Edgar, 
that — not  having  a  better  weapon  at  hand---lie 
took  up  a  handful  of  the  DutcE  dolls  and  threw 
them  at  his  sister.  One  struck  her  in  the  eye^ 
and  elicited  the  ludicrous  howl  by  which  Eanny 
was  wont  to  signalize  any  accident  that  happened 
to  her,  and  G-yneth,  who  was  trying  to  bear  tin 
disappointment  in  silence,  and  straining  her  ear  to 
eaten  the  faintest  sounds  in  the  road,  was  obliged 
to  use  her  efforts  to  pacify  Edgar,  who  was  beside 
himself  with  grief,  and  to  lessen  poor  Fan's  suf- 
ferings £nom  her  eye  by  bathing  it  with  rose-water. 
Half  the  dolls  were  scattered  on  the  floor,  and  one 
which  lay  on  the  table  had  had  some  of  the  paint 
washed  off  its  face  by  Edgar's  tears  falling  on  it, 
and  presented  such  an  absurdly  rueftd  appearance 
that  Gyneth  was  almost  moved  to  a  smile  as  she 
took  it  up  and  placed  it  with  the  others,  which  she 
had  collected  together  in  her  work-basket.  Law- 
rence wandered  up  and  down  the  room,  cutting  off 
a  comer  of  cake  whenever  he  passed  the  supper- 
tray,  and  occasionally  offering  some  to  Edgar,  who 
rejected  it  with  mournful  disdain ;  and  altogether 
there  was  a  tedious  sense  of  commonplace  disoom*- 
fort  pervading  the  party,  which  would  have  been 
laughed  off  in  a  minute  had  they  been  in  their 
usual  spirits,  but  which  now  made  the  anxiety  and 
suspense  that  had  produced  it  more  difficult  to  bear. 
Yet  Oyneth's  own  calmness  and  sweetness  made 
an  atmosphere  of  repose  about  her,  of  which  she 
was  herself  unconscious,  but  which  had  its  effeet 
upon  the  younger  ones.  Eanny — seldom  moved 
to  taayi  outward  token  of  affection — ^kissed  the  soft 
hand  that  was  bathing  her  eye,  and  as  soon  ab 
Oyneth  returned  to  her  chair,  Edgar  nestled  down 
his  head  on  her  shoulder  again,  and  dung  to  her 
as  if  only  through  her  could  he  find  patiraice  and 
comfort. 


A  KAIDBir  OF  OXTB  OWIir  DAT.  847 

And  when  the  waiting-time  waiS  over,  and  Lam- 
bert had  been  brought  home  and  laid  on  his  own 
bed,  if  she  shuddered  and  sickened  for  a  moment 
at  the  sight  of  his  deathly  white  face,  and  the 
Giimson  stains  on  his  clothes,  she  soon  recovered 
ooura^e,  and  it  was  she  who  received  the  doctor's 
directions,  saw  that  all  that  he  required  was 
brought,  and  kept  Edgar  and  Pannj  out  of  the 
loom.  The  best  surgeon  in  the  town  had  been 
sent  for,  but  happened  to  be  dining  with  his  sis- 
ter, who  lived  some  ten  miles  from  Harbourmouth, 
and  though  a  message  had  been  despatched  thither 
after  him,  he  had  not  yet  arrived.  The  voung  re- 
gimental doctor,  whom  Mr.  Armstrong  had  brought, 
succeeded  at  lenc^h  in  stopping  the  flow  of  blood 
from  the  severe/artery.  bSUL  nervous  and  in- 
experienced,  '^  could  not  tell  what  might  be  the 
consequences  of  the  wound,"  was  alarmed  at  Lam- 
bert's continued  insensibility,  and  agreed  with 
Colonel  Deshon  in  heartily  wishing  that  Dr.  Suther- 
land— the  senior  surgeon  of  the  regiment,  a  man 
of  great  skill  and  experience—had  not  happened 
to  be  on  leave.  Ilie  Colonel  was  calm,  cold,  and 
silent  as  usual,  but  one  look  at  his  face  told  G-y- 
neth  how  he  was  suffering,  and  when  he  followed 
her  to  the  drawing-room  for  a  minute  he  sank 
down  into  a  chair,  and  turned  almost  as  pale  as 
his  son.  She  brought  him  a  glass  of  wine,  and  he 
jpecovered  himself,  thanked  her,  and  observed, 
"  Your  mother  will  be  here  early  in  the  morning 
I  trust,  Anthony  has  kindly  gone  to  fetch  her :  I 
did  not  like  to  mghten  her  by  a  telegraphic  mes- 
sage. Where  is  Edgar?  Try  and  get  him  to 
bed,  I  am  afraid  he  mil  make  nimself  ill."  And 
having  said  this,  he  went  back  to  Lambert. 

To  get  Edgar  to  bed  was  not  very  easv,  he  had 
indeed  fled  away  to  his  room  directly  he  neard  his 
father's  step  in  the  passage,  and  there  G^yneth 
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found  Um,  in  the  dark,  and  cronched  up  under 
the  table,  as  if  to  hide  himself,  but  he  was  not  in 
the  least  inclined  to  go  to  bed,  and  was  distressed 
at  the  notion  that  she  could  think  it  possible  for 
him  to  sleep  while  he  was  so  unhappy  about  Ber- 
tie. She  tned  to  persuade  him  to  let  Harriet  make 
up  a  bed  for  him  in  the  nursery,  which  would  be 
less  dreary  than  tiie  loneliness  of  his  own  room, 
but  he  would  not  consent  to  this  at  all,  declaring 
that  he  only  wanted  her,  and  that  if  she  could  not 
stay  with  him  he  would  rather  be  alone.  "  I  am 
afraid  I  cannot  stay  with  you,  my  darling,"  she 
answered,  "  but  I  will  come  backwards  and  for- 
wards ;  and  now  let  me  help  you  to  undress,  you 
can  keep  awake  if  you  like,  but  indeed  you  must 
go  to  bed,  for  papa  wishes  it,  and  eyen  sonow 
mustn't  make  you  forget  to  be  obedient." 

How  thankful  she  was  for  that  teaching  of  Lam- 
bert's which  had  rooted  this  principle  of  obedienee 
in  Edgar's  mind !  He  got  up  direistly,  and  began 
to  unfasten  his  things,  looking  the  picture  of 
misery,  but  no  longer  rebellious.  But  when  she 
asked  him  if  he  could  spare  her  while  he  said  his 

Erayers,  promising  to  come  back  soon  and  tell  him 
ow  Lambert  was,  he  threw  himself  on  the  floor  in 
a  fresh  burst  of  weeping,  and  sobbed  out,  '*  I  can't, 
I  can't  say  them.  Tye  been  a  wicked  coward,  and 
made  Bertie  be  hurt;  Lawrence  said  it  was  my 
&ult,  and  that  papa  would  never  forgive  me,  and 
Bertie's  going  to  die  perhaps,  and  you  won't  let 
me  see  him,  1  shall  try  to  die  too !" 

G^yneth  was  longing  to  be  in  Lambert's  room 
again,  but  how  could  she  leave  Edgar  in  this  state  t 
''Hush,"  she  said,  speaking  as  firmly  as  she 
could,  though  very,  very  tenderly,  "  you  mustn't 
say  such  things,  there  is  no  reason  to  think  that 
Bertie  is  going  to  die,  though  he  is  very  much 
hurt.    Come,  and  kneel  by  me,  and  let  us  ask  Gk>n 
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to  make  hiin  better^  and  to  fotgive  you  for  being 
cowardly,  and  help  us  all  to  be  patient  and  brave." 

"  I  can't,  I'm  too  wicked,  I  made  Bertie  be  hurt." 

She  saw  that  he  could  not  separate  the  fault, 
which  was  in  itself  but  slight,  from  its  terrible 
consequenoes.  That  almost  mvoluntary  scream  of 
his  had  indeed  been  the  apparent  cause  of  the  ac* 
cident,  and  he  could  not  see  that  it  was  really  far 
more  excusable  than  many  of  the  childish  finghts 
which  he  had  yielded  to  without  having  felt  him^ 
self  in  fault  at  all.  She  tried  in  a  few  words  to 
set  this  before  him,  and  succeeded  in  getting  him 
to  kneel  beside  her,  and  say  Amen  to  the  prayer 
she  offered. 

'*  Oon  win  hear  you,  sister,"  he  said  tremblingly 
when  she  had  finished. 

/'He  will  hear  us  both,  for  Christ's  sake,  that 
is  our  trust  you  know,  Edgar,"  was  her  whispered 
answer,  and  she  leffc  the  poor  little  boy  witn  his 
eyes  turned  upwards  to  a  picture  which  Lambert 
had  given  him,  of  our  Saviour  as  the  Q-ood  Shep- 
herd, gathering  the  lambs  in  His  arms. 

She  meant  to  ask  her  father  to  go  to  him  for  a 
minute,  and  assure  him  that  his  want  of  self-con- 
trol was  completely  forgiven^  sad  as  its  results 
had  been ;  but  when  she  left  his  room  she  found 
that  the  second  doctor  had  arrived,  and  that  Co- 
lonel Deshon  was  engaged  with  him.  She  passed 
on  to  the  drawing-room,  found  Fanny  ready  to  ac- 
cept the  offer  of  a  bed  in  the  nursery,  which  Edgar 
had  declined,  on  condition  that  &yneth  would 
come  and  tell  her  '*  as  sooh  as  Bertie  was  better," 
and  despatched  her  thither  accordingly.  Then  she 
was  turning  away  again,  but  seeing  that  Lawrence 
was  crouching  over  the  fire,  looking  listless  and 
miserable,  she  came  back  to  kiss  lum,  and  ask  if 
she  could  do  anything  for  him. 

"  No,  but  had  you  not  better  sit  down  ?"  he  an- 
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swered,  rising,  and  offering  her  liis  cliair,  ^You 
will  knock  yourself  quite  up.  As  for  me  I  feei 
perfectly  abimS,  it  makes  one  wretched  not  to  know 
exactly  what  one  has  to  fear.  I  wish  that  doctor 
would  make  haste  and  come  out !  I  want  to  hear 
what  he  thinks, — and  this  was  to  have  been  quite 
a  pleasant  evening,  the  beginning  of  our  Christmaa 
gaieties !    Well  *  rhomme  propose,  Dieu  dispose.' " 

"  It  is  '  Dieu*  though,"  said  Oyneth,  with  thank- 
ful, confiding  trust. 

He  glanced  up  at  her,  as  she  stood  beside  him 
with  her  head  a  little  bent,  as  if  meekly  bowed  to 
the  acceptance  of  whatever  G-os  might  send ;  for 
her  there  was  no  such  thing  as  blmd  chance,  or 
remorseless  fate,  she  recognised  the  fatherly  Pro- 
vidence which  orders  all  things  welL 

"How  old  are  you,  Schwesterchen?"  he  asked, 
gazing  at  her  witfi.  Bome  wonder. 

"  Eighteen :  we  want  mamma,  don't  we,  Lawrie? 
to  comfort  papa,  and  to  tell  us  all  what  to  do ;  I 
feel  so  helpless." 

^  I  was  thinking  that  you  seemed  just  the  re- 
verse ;  I  wish  you  could  stay  with  me ;  when  I  am 
alone  I  keep  seeing  Lambert,  as  he  stood  up  with 
his  hand  stretched  out,  and  then  the  gleam  of  the 
sword  in  the  air,  and— oh,  I  can't  describe  it,  it 
makes  me  sick  to  think  of  it." 

"How  was  it,  that  Edgar  didn't  scream  when 
the  orange  was  cut  through  on  papa's  hand?  thaty 
as  being  the  first  experiment,  must  have  been  al- 
most more  terrifying." 

"  One  would  think  ^o,  but  somehow  papa  took 
it  so  coolly,  I  didn't  feel  half  so  nervous  myself 
that  time  as  I  did  when  Bertie  stood  up :  and  I 
fancy  Lambert  kept  Edgar  quiet  then,  whereas  no 
one  thought  of  him  afterwards."  "  Why  didn't 
you  think  of  him  ?"  Gyneth  was  tempted  to  reply. 

"  I  don't  believe  papa  dreamed  of  there  being 
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any  danger,  lie  had  seen  MomBon  do  the  trick 
before,  and  indeed  he  had  shown  his  skill  as  a 
swordsman  in  other  ways  to-night,  so  that  I  don't 
Buppose  any  accident  would  have  happened,  but 
for  Edgar's  scream.  Papa  was  quite  pleased  at 
Bertie's  coming  forward,  thinking  it  would  shame 
the  men,  he  thought  them  a  pack  of  cowards  evi- 
dently, but  really  without  being  at  aU  cowardly 
one  may  not  want  to  run  the  risk  of  an  awful  cut 
for  no  particular  purpose.  I  can't  understand 
how  Bertie  ever  made  up  his  mind  to  stand  the 
trial,  he  never  used  to  be  famous  for  courage." 

"Oh,  but  I  can  understand  quite  wel^"  said 
G^eth,  "  I  know  he  has  longed  for  an  opportu- 
nity of  doing  something  to  please  papa,  and  show 
that  he  has  got  over  his  cowardice,  or  perhaps  I 
should  rather  say  learned  to  control  it ;  I  suppose 
he  is  what  is  called  an  heroic  coward,  for  I  don't 
think  courage  is  quite  natural  to  him  even  now ; 
but  oh,  what  self-command  he  must  have !  Lawrie, 
I  think  he  is  quite  a  hero !" 

Her  eyes  sparkled  with  enthusiastic  pride  and 
delight,  but  only  for  a  minute,  then  the  tnought  of 
his  danger  and  suffering  came  back,  and  the  tri- 
umphant smile  died  away.  "Poor  fellow,  poor 
Bertie,"  she  added  musingly,  in  a  low  tender  tone, 
as  if  speaking  to  herself,  but  she  started  at  a  sound 
in  the  passage  and  exclaimed,  "  Dr.  Eandolph  is 
coming  out !" 

No,  it  was  Colonel  Deshon,  and  in  answer  to 
her  breathless  "  Well,  papa,"  he  said,  despondingly, 
"  Lambert  is  no  longer  insensible,  but  I  am  afiraid 
our  cause  for  anxiety  is  not  lessened,  Eandolph 
speaks  very  seriously  of  the  case,  he  sees  symptoms 
of  tetanus." 

.  "What  is  that?'*  inquired  Gyneth  and  Law- 
rence together. 

"  What  is  commonly  called  locked-jaw,  though 
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that  term  only  partially  describes  it;  Bandolph 
says  it  rarely  follows  on  wounds  of  incision,  and 
seldom  comes  on  so  rapidly  as  it  appears  to  be  do- 
ing in  my  poor  boy's  case,  he  thinks  Lambert  must 
have  been  predisposed  to  it,  and  also,*'  instead  of 
finishing  the  sentence  the  poor  Colonel  turned 
away  his  fEi^ce. 

"  Also  what,  papa  ?"  asked  Lawrence  eagerly. 

"  That" — by  a  great  effort  Colonel  Deshon  "had 
regained  his  iron  composure — "  his  being  exposed 
to  the  cold  damp  night  air,  after  having  been  in 
the  overheated  aiiaosphere  of  the  room  where  the 
games  were  held,  was  the  worst  possible  thing  for 
him.  I  kept  open  the  window  of  the  fly  thinking 
the  fresh  air  would  help  to  revive  him,  little  know- 
ing that  exposure  to  cold  is  one  of  the  most  fre- 
quent causes  of  tetanus.  Elliston  ought  to  have 
warned  me,  but  he  is  young  and  inexperien^^ 
and  the  danger  did  not  occur  to  him." 

"  That  is  surprising,  for  one  always  hears  that 
wounds  across  the  hand  are  frequently  followed 
by  locked-jaw,"  replied  Lawrence,  "I  remember 
being  told  so  from  my  cradle  upwards." 

*'  Yes,  but  that  is  a  popular  delusion ;  however 
do  not  wait  to  discuss  it,  I  want  you  to  ride  to 
the  railway-station  for  me, — I  have  ordered  one  of 
the  horses  to  be  saddled, — ^Eandolph  is  writing  a 
message  which  you  must  despatch  by  telegraph  to 

(naming  a  celebrated  London  surgeon),  I 

cannot  be  satisfied  without  having  the  best  advice. 
Of  course  I  could  send  a  servant  with  the  mes- 
sage, but  I  thought  you  would  be  glad  to  do  this 
for  JGUT  brother." 

''Yes,  oh  yes,  many  thanks,"  said  Lawrence, 
starting  up,  the  thought  of  Lambert's  danger  hav- 
ing banished,  for  this  night  at  least,  the  selfish 
laziness  which  too  often  made  him  unwilling  to 
bestir  himself  for  others. 
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•  "  Put  on  your  great  coat  then,  I  will  see  if  the 
message  is  ready,"  said  his  father,  turning  to  go, 
but  at  the  door  of  the  room  Lawrence  stopped 
him.  "  Papa,  is  there  not, — I  mean,  is  not  locked- 
jaw  generally  fatal  ?  Does  Dr.  Eandolph  say  we 
may  hope?" 

'*  He  tells  me  so ;  it  is  not  always  fatal :  we 
must  pray,  my  son,  that  is  better  than  hoping." 

The  almost  stem  calmness  of  tone  softened  some- 
what in  these  last  words,  *  the  prayer  of  faith'  was 
the  one  thing  which  saved  this  calm  hopelessness 
&om  hardening  into  despair. 

Gyneth  had  not  uttered  a  syllable ;  but  now,  as 
her  father  passed  to  Lambert's  room,  she  followed 
him,  and  said, "  May  I  come,  papa  F" 

"  Yes,  come,"  he  said,  taking  her  hand  in  his ; 
"  this  is  a  hard  trial  for  you,  my  little  girl." 

She  looked  up  at  him  with  eyes  full  of  love. 
"  Don't  think  of  me,  papa ;  I  will  try  to  bear  it. 
"We  can  pray,  as  you  say."  And  then  they  went 
together  into  the  darkened  room. 

Even  in  the  dim  light  Lambert  perceived  their 
entrance,  and  his  blue  eyes  beamed  a  faint  recog- 
nition on  G-yneth,  as  she  bent  over  him ;  but 
when  he  tried  to  speak,  his  voice  had  a  strange 
huskiness,  and  there  was  a  most  peculiar  expres- 
sion on  his  countenance,  resembling  a  painful 
smile,  but  caused,  as  Q-yneth  was  afterwards  told, 
by  incipient  spasm  of  the  muscles  of  the  face, 
one  of  the  symptoms  which  had  given  alarm  to 
Dr.  Bandolph. 

"  Don't  let  papa  grieve— -I  am  better,"  he  said ; 
but  even  as  he  spoke  a  spasm  seized  him,  and  Mr. 
EUiston,  coming  forward,  forbade  his  attempting 
to  speak. 

GFyneth  sat  down  beside  him,  while  her  father 
and  Dr.  Eandolph  went  into  an  adjoining  room. 
She  was  silent,  but  her  gaze  seldom  wandered 

A  A 
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from  his  face,  except  when  now  and  then  it  turned 
to  a  print  of  the  Crucifixion,  the  sole  picture  in 
this  plain  bare-looking  chamber  which  she  had 
often  longed  to  render  more  comfortable,  without 
however  venturing  to  do  so,  as  her  mother  had  de- 
clared that  "  Lambert  liked  it  better  as  it  was." 

Oh,  if  Mr.  Parry's  words  had  been  true, — if  she 
had  been  obliged  to  believe  that  Lambert  was 
trusting  to  his  own  good  deeds  or  to  "  vain  super- 
stitions" for  safety, — how  doubly  sad  would  have 
been  her  thoughts  as  she  watched  beside  him  now ! 
But  though  these  words  sometimes  returned  dis* 
agreeably  to  her  recollection,  she  felt  their  falsity 
too  strongly  to  be  really  troubled  by  them.  Lam- 
bert might  be  mistaken  on  some  points,  though 
she  was  far  fi^m  agreeinfi;  with  Mr.  Parry  as  to 
what  these  mistakes  were ;  might,  in  crus%  the 
self  that  he  abhorred,  have  sacrificed  some  inno- 
cent tastes  and  affections  which  he  should  rather 
have  cultivated  reverently  and  thankftiUy:  but 
who,  that  knew  him  as  she  did,  could  doubt  for  a 
moment  the  existence  of  that  humble,  loyal  faith^ 
which,  though  seldom  put  into  words,  was  shown 
forth  in  his  every  act  ? 

She  wondered  whether  he  was  aware  of  his  own 
danger,  and  knew  the  nature  of  it ;  also,  whether 
he  were  suffering  much.  He  did  not  utter  a  single 
groan  or  sigh,  or  make  the  slightest  gesture  of  im» 
patience ;  though  once  or  twice  4ii8  eyes  turned 
wistfully  to  some  little  books  which  were  lying  on 
a  table  at  his  bedside,  as  if  he  would  fam  have 
sought  comfort  from  them.  Q-yneth  took  up  one 
of  them,  but  found  that  the  darkness  of  the  room 
was  too  great  to  permit  of  her  seeing  to  read,  apd 
bethought  herseli  of  repeating  something  to  him 
instead,  having  first  obtained  permission  from  Mr. 
EUiston,  who,  since  she  came  m,  had  moved  away 
to  the  fire,  almost  out  of  ear-shot, — though  not  out 
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d  eiglit  of  his  patient's  face, — and  who  did  not 
embarrass  her  by  seeming  to  listen  when,  in  a 
trembling  voice,  she  began  to  repeat  some  of  the 
Psalms  which  she  knew  by  heart. 

After  a  few  minntes  passed  in  this  way,  Dr. 
Bandolph  came  back,  and  insisted  on  Lambert's 
trying  to  take  some  food, — an  effort  so  painful, 
t^at  &yneth  first  wished  they  would  not  press  it ; 
ehanging  her  mind,  however,  when  her  father  drew 
her  aside,  and  explained,  "  It  must  be  done ;  he 
needs  all  the  support  he  can  have,  and  we  fear  the 
difficulty  of  swallowing  wiU  be  still  greater  by 
and  by." 

"How  patiently  he  tries  to  take  it!"  she 
said,  her  eyes  filling  with  tears  as  she  watched 
him. 

**  Yes,  and  so  he  did  when  they  gave  it  him  be- 
fore, after  just  a  minute  of  hesitation,  as  if  he 
were  making  up  his  mind  to  it." 

"  Oh,  but  papa,  it  wasn't  that,**  said  &yneth, 
earnestly,  "  at  least  not  this  time,  I  am  sure ;"  but 
she  did  not  like  to  go  on  and  explain  her  meaning, 
which  was,  that  what  Colonel  Deshon  called  a 
"minute's  hesitation"  was  a  minute  passed  in 
saying  inwardly  the  silent  grace,  without  which 
Lambert — so  frequent  observation  had  led  her  to 
believe — ^never  partook  of  any  food.  Listinctively 
she  had  become  aware  of  some  of  her  brother's 
secret  observances,  but  she  would  no  more  have 
thought  of  betraying  them  than  her  own.  She 
was  sometimes  startled  and  almost  awed  by  the 
tokens  she  discovered  of  the  habitual  devout  re- 
collectedness  of  his  life,  so  uncommon  at  his  age, 
— perhaps,  alas !  it  might  be  rather  said  at  any  age ; 
-^but  sne  kept  these  discoveries  hidden  in  her 
heart,  a  secret  sacred  and  precious,  as  all  such 
secrets  should  be. 

After  watching  him  for  a  few  moments,  (though 
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standing  a  little  behind  him,  knowing  the  discom* 
fort  of  feeling  oneself  looked  at,)  first  trying  to 
feed  himself  with  his  left  hand,  then  growing 
weary  and  faint,  and  submitting  to  be  fed  by  the 
old  nurse,  who  had  often  performed  a  like  office 
for  him  in  his  infantine  days,  Gyneth  stole  awaj 
to  Edgar's  room.  The  sight  of  this  touching 
helplessness  unnerved  her  more  than  anything. 
She  was  glad  to  brace  herself  again  by  the  remem- 
brance that  Edgar  looked  to  her  for  comfort,  and 
that  she  must  try  to  speak  calmly  and  hopefully 
to  him.  True  to  nis  word,  the  poor  child  had  kept 
awake,  and  was  sitting  up  in  bed,  waiting  and 
watching,  and  sometimes  reading  a  few  verses  in 
his  little  Testament. 

"When  S.  Peter  cut  that  man's  ear  off,  our 
Saviotje  made  it  well  again,"  he  said;  "and 
so  He  can  make  Bertie's  hand  well,  can't  He, 
sister  ?" 

And  thus,  in  thinking  of  our  dear  Lobd's  power 
and  love,  he  had  found  comfort  for  himself;  and 
though  Gyneth  dared  not  now  tell  him  that  his 
fears  of  Bertie's  danger  were  exaggerated,  for  alas ! 
they  had  proved  only  too  well  founded,  she  could  yet 
leave  him  with  less  anxiety  than  before,  and  the 
trust  that,  ere  long,  his  calm  weariness  would 
subside  into  sleep.  Eanny  was  sleeping  already, 
as  G-yneth  found  when  she  visited,  the  quiet 
nursery,  in  which  the  only  sound  was  the  deep, 
regular  breathing  of  the  three  sleepers, — the  two 
little  girls  and  Harriet,  who  for  that  night  had 
taken  nurse's  place. 

Lawrence  had  not  yet  returned  ftom  the  railway 
station,  and  as  pale  streaks  of  dawn  became  visible 
in  the  sky,  G-yneth  concluded  that  he  was  waiting 
to  meet  his  mother,  who  might  be  expected  to  ar- 
rive by  the  earliest  train.  This  conjecture  proved 
correct ;  for  about  an  hour  later,  whei^  these  pale 
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BtraakB  Iiad  ripened  into  the  red  glow  of  a  winter's 
sunrise,  a  fly  containing  Mrs.  Deshon  and  Law- 
rence  drove  up  to  the  door. 

G^yneth  ran  down  to  meet  them  with  the  news 
that  Lambert  was  dozing  a  little,  which  Mr.  Ellis- 
ton  thought  a  good  sign;  (Dr.  Eandolph  had 
gone  away  to  visit  another  patient,  promising  to 
return  as  quickly  as  he  could;)  and  after  an  ex- 
clamation of  thankful  joy  at  this,  her  mother's 
words  all  related  to  Colonel  Deshon,  about  whom 
she  seemed,  if  possible,  even  more  anxious  than 
about  Lambert.  Hearing  the  sound  of  wheels,  he 
came  to  the  head  of  the  stairs ;  and  at  sight  of 
him  his  wife  flew  past  her  daughter,  straight  into 
his  arms. 

"  Have  you  wanted  me,  Edgar  ?  I  came  as 
soon  as  I  could.  Ah,  I  see  you  are  desponding, 
my  dearest ;  I  was  afraid  you  would.  Try  to  hope 
the  best,  as  I  do." 

"  Yes,  we  must  try,"  he  answered  wearily ;  "but 
I  can  s^  little  ground  for  hope.  He  may  linger 
three  or  four  days  ;  that  is  the  commonest  period 
of  death,  Bandolph  tells  me,  in  cases  of  acute 
tetanus." 

"  But  this  may  not  be  acute.     Let  us  wait  and 

hear  what  Dr. says ;  Lawrence  tells  me  you 

have  telegraphed  for  him,  and  we  looked  about  us 
at  the  station,  almost  hoping  he  might  have  come 
by  this  train,  but  that  was  scarcdy  likely.  He 
mil,  perhaps,  come  by  the  next." 

"Perhaps.  Fanny,  I  can  scarcely  ask  you  to 
forgive  me,  this  accident  has  been  so  completely 
my  fault." 

"  No,  no,  no ;  I  shall  never  believe  that !  And 
you  are  not  to  make  me  miserable  by  reproaching 
yourself:  promise  me  you  will  not." 

She  clung  to  him,  and  kissed  the  sorrowful  set 
lips,  as  Q-yneth  had  longed,  yet  not  ventured  to 


do;  but  he  withdrew  hia  hand  from  hens,  very 
gent!^,  and  turned  towards  his  son's  room  again. 

"  Come,  come  and  see  jourpoor  toy;  your  light 
tread  will  not  wake  him.  The  othOTB  are  cared 
for ;  GlyBeth  has  seen  to  them ;  and  now  that  you 
are  here,  we  bad  better  eend  &yneth  herself  to  lie 
down,  had  we  not  ?" 

"  I  am  not  tired,  thank  you,  papa,"  said  Gyneth, 
who  was  close  at  hand.  "  Mamma  must  need  rest 
more  than  I  do." 

"  No,  for  I  am  strong,  and  you  are  not,  my  pale 
child,"  said  Mrs.  Deshon,  looKing  at  her  fondly ; 
"  go  and  lie  down  for  an  hour,  while  your  brother 
is  sleeping.     I  will  call  yon,  if  you  are  wajited." 

She  went,  with  the  same  obedience  that  she  had 
exacted  &om  Edgar,  first  looking  in  at  him,  to  see 
if  he  were  asleep,  which  he  wa«;  and  though,  when 
she  lay  down,  she  felt  painfully  awahe,  her  mind 
full  of  vivid  memories,  fears,  and  anticipations, 
drowsiness  stole  over  her  at  length,  and  she  too 
slept,  though  quite  determined  to  wake  before  the 
hour  was  over. 


m 


CHAPTEE  XXV. 

**  We  are  so  unlike  each  other, 

Thou  and  I,  that  none  could  gaeea 
We  were  children  of  one  mother, 
But  for  mutual  tenderness. 

Thou  art  rose-lined  &om  the  cold, 
And  meant  yerilj,  to  hold 
Life's  pure  pleasures  manifold." 

Elizabeth  Babrbtt  BBOWNnra. 

lARLING,  do  you  know  me  P  I  have 
been  waiting  here  to  surprise  you  as 
soon  as  you  should  wake." 
Whose  voice  was  that  ?  what  face 
was  that,  pressed  so  lovingly  to  G-yneth*s,  kissing 
her  Hps,  her  cheeks,  even  her  poor  tired  eyes  ? 

She  opened  those  heavy  eyes  wider,  to  scan  this 
fair  face  with  its  fresh  roseate  tints,  then  she 
clasped  her  arms  round  the  bending  neck,  and 
cried  out,  **  Jeannie !"  in  a  very  ecstasy  of  delight. 
Yes,  it  was  Jeannie  herseli,  in  round-cheeked 
blooming  loveliness,  her  golden  hair  gleaming 
through  the  meshes  of  her  dark  chenille  net,  her 
complexion  brilliant  in  red  and  white,  and  an  air 
of  health  and  prosperity  about  her  which  seemed 
to  extend  even  to  tne  tips  of  her  soft  fingers. 

**.Are  you  wondering  how  I  got  here  ?"  she  said. 
"  Alfred  and  I  arrived  in  town  last  night,  and  when 
I  sent  my  maid  to  Lady  Eynesford's  this  morning 
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to  inquire  if  mamma  were  there,  she  brought  back 
the  news  of  dear  Bertie's  accident,  so  we  came  on 
here  at  once.  Darling  fellow  !  they  won't  let  me 
see  him,  lest  the  agitation  should  do  him  harm  *, 

but  Dr. came  down  in  the  same  train  with 

us,  and  he  has  seen  him,  and  says  that  the  case  is 
not  so  bad  as  the  other  doctors  thought ;  he  does 
not  think  the  disease  is  acute,  and  he  hopes  by 
careful  treatment  Bertie  may  get  over  it.  Is  it 
not  a  relief  to  hear  that  ?" 

"Yes,  rudeed,"  said  G-yneth,  springing  up  in 
the  might  of  a  fresh  hope ;  ^  Jeannie,  you  nave 
brought  sunshine  with  you." 

"  Have  I  ?  Alfred  says  you  all  began  to  despair 
too  soon,  poor  papa  always  looks  at  the  worst  side 
of  things,  he  quite  made  up  his  mind  that  Bertie 
was  going  to  die  that  time  that  he  was  so  ill  in 
Corfu." 

"  I  suppose  I  am  like  him,"  said  Q-yneth,  "  for  I 
scarcely  dared  to  hope  last  night;  but  now  we 
may  hope  again,"  and  she  drew  a  deep  breath  of 
thankfulness, "  Does  Eddie  know  the  better  news? 
1  am  afraid  I  have  slept  a  long  time." 

"Not  half  long  enough,  you  look  as  if  yon 
wanted  rest,  my  poor  darling,  but  perhaps  a  cup 
of  tea  will  refiresh  you ;  I  will  go  and  fetch  one, 
and  when  you  are  dressed  you  must  come  down 
and  have  some  breakfast.  Alfred  is  making  Edgar 
eat  some ;  poor  little  thing !  he  looks  quite  droop- 
ing and  won't  let  himself  be  comforted." 

"  Does  mamma  seem  hopefrd  ?" 

"  Oh,  yes,  almost  her  own  bright  self,  but  I  only 

had  a  few  words  with  her  while  Dr. was  in 

Bertie's  room.  She  seemed  rather  anxious  about 
you,  but  I  told  her  that  I  would  do  my  best  to 
persuade  you  to  rest,  and  eat,  and  do  everything 
that  is  proper ;  so  you  must  submit  to  a  little  pet- 
ting, my  dear,  dear  child,"  and  with  another  warm, 
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fond  embrace  the  elder  sister  went  Her  way  down 
stairs :  soon  reappearing,  however,  with  a  cnp  of 
tea,  and  some  tempting,  wafer-like  slices  of  bread- 
and-butter. 

"  You  must  promise  me  to  drink  this,  darling, 
for  I  know  it  will  do  you  good,"  she  said,  tenderly, 
^  I  wish  I  could  stay  and  help  you  to  dress,  but 
Mr.  EUiston  has  come  down  and  wants  some 
breakfast,  so  I  must  go  back.  Mamma  asked  me 
to  be  tea-maker  this  morning." 

And  accordingly  when  G-yneth  after  a  rapid 
toilette  descended  to  the  dining-room,  she  found 
Jeannie  sitting  at  the  head  of  the  table  with  Katie 
on  her  knee,  and  Mr.  Hutchinson  actively  waiting 
on  Colonel  Deshon,  who  was  snatching  a  hurried 
breakfast,  sorely  begrudging  the  time  spent  away 
from  Lambert. 

"GHad  to  see  you,  Gjneth.  How  are  you? 
Bather  knocked  up,  I'm  afraid.  ShaU  I  cut  you 
some  ham  ?  or  would  you  prefer  this  egg  ?  Edgar, 
pass  the  salt  this  way,  there's  a  good  boy."  Such 
was  Gyneth's  greeting  from  her  brother-in-law, 
and  certainly  it  confirmed  her  preconceived  im- 
pression of  his  being  peculiarly  matter-of-fact. 
But  his  fresh-coloured,  good-looking  face  was 
rather  prepossessing  in  its  way,  spite  of  a  cer- 
tain truculent  "don't-attempt-to-impose-upon-me" 
air,  not  uncommon  amon^  prosperous,  young 
Englishmen,  and  he  was  of  that  broad-shouldered, 
powerful,  eminently  manly  type  which,  as  being 
the  opposite  of  anything  weak  or  effeminate,  &y- 
neth  was  rather  disposed  to  admire  ;  so  that  when 
an  hour  after — ^he  being  absent — Jeannie  put  the 
confidential  question,  "  Do  you  think  you  shall 
like  him,  dear  ?"  Gyneth  was  able  to  reply  with 
perfect  sincerity,  "  Tes,  I  think  I  shall." 

He  had  gone  into  Harbourmouth  to  engage 
rooms  for  himself,  Jeannie,  and  Jeannie's  maid,  at 
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the  best  Hotel,  having  declined  to  take  up  perma- 
nent quarters  in  the  villa  while  Lambert  remained 
BO  iU.  "  The  mother," — so  he  always  called  Mrs, 
Deshon, — "  and  her  servants  will  have  enough  to 
think  about,  without  having  three  more  people  on 
their  hands,"  he  said,  in  answer  to  Colonel  De* 
shon's  solicitations,  "  you  must  make  us  of  any  use 
you  can,  and  then  we  shall  be  quite  happy,  much 
happier  than  we  could  be  if  we  thought  we  were 
giving  trouble:  the  little  woman" — this  was  an 
appellation  for  Jeannie — "  can  stay  with  you  all 
day,  if  you  like,  and  I  can  come  to  and  fro." 

To  tnis  plan  he  adhered,  being  always  ready  to 
help  when  lis  help  was  wanted,  and  taking  himself 
off  when  he  found  he  was  likely  to  be  "  in  the  way," 
and  thus  though  not  very  sympathetic  in  manner 
he  managed  to  evince  in  his  actions  real  consi- 
deration toT  aU  the  household  in  this  their  hour  of 
sorrow.  G^yneth  was  amused  at  the  way  in  whidi 
he  stirred  up  his  wife  to  the  activity  which  seemed 
to  be  innate  in  hun,  while  it  was  difficult  to  Jean- 
nie*s  somewhat  indolent  nature,  but  he  was  very 
tender  and  careful  of  her  too,  in  a  straightforward 
unsentimental  fashion,  and  evidently  the  pair  were 
— as  poor  Lambert  had  once  said — perfectly  well- 
suited  to  each  other. 

Darkness,  silence,  and  the  most  perfect  quiet 
had  been  enjoined  on  Lambert  by  the  London  sur- 
geon, and  accordingly,  except  his  mother  and  the 
old  nurse,  who  had  constituted  themselves  his  re- 
gular attendants,  no  one  was  admitte'd  to  his  room 
but  the  doctors  and  Colonel  Deshon.  The  two 
elder  sisters  felt  this  exclusion  painfully.  Fanny 
vehemently  declared  it  "  a  great  shame,"  and  even 
little  Katie  put  up  many  coaxing  petitions  to  her 
father  to  be  allowed  to  see  "  poor  sick  Eertie  ;'* 
but  Edgar,  who  might  have  been  expected  to  be 
the  most  eager  to  gain  access  to  his  brother's  pre- 
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sence,  submitted  in  silence  to  the  prohibition,  and 
never  once  expressed  a  wish  that  an  exception 
might  be  made  in  his  favour.  He  was  so  listless 
and  indisposed  to  occupy  himself  in  any  way  that 
his  sisters  suggested,  that  Gyneth  almost  regretted 
its  being  holiday-time,  thinking  that  the  eSbrt  of 
preparing  his  tasks  for  Miss  Manson  would  have 
roused  him,  and  done  him  good.  He  dreamed 
away  the  day  over  a  volume  of  Eeztsh's  Outlines, 
which  Lawrence  brought  down  for  his  amusement, 
hiding  his  grief  in  proud  reserve  and  silence,  ex- 
cept when,  now  ana  then,  he  found  himself  alone 
with  Q-yneth,  who  seemed  to  be  the  only  person 
to  whom  he  could  bear  to  speak  out  his  fears. 

These  confidential  moments  came  but  seldom ;  for 
Jeannie  was 'intent  upon  engrossing  her  younger 
sister  for  this  first  d^  at  least,  and  Lawrence, 
Alfred,  and  Anthony  w  aller  were  constantly  com- 
ing in  and  out  to  hear  from  the  sisters  the  latest 
news  of  Lambert.  Admittance  was  of  course  de- 
clined to  ordinary  visitors,  but  Mrs.  Eoss,  hearing 
of  Lambert's  accident  and  Jeannie's  arrival,  came 
over  in  the  afternoon,  ftill  of  real  afiectionate  sym- 
pathy, and  prayed  to  be  admitted  on  the  score 
of  her  old  mendship  and  warm  interest  in  their 
troubles. 

Not  even  her  pleasure  at  seeing  Jeannie  again 
could  keep  the  tears  from  her  eyes  when  they  told 
her  of  Lambert's  sufferings,  and  their  anxiety  about 
him ;  her  quick,  foreign  sensibilities  overflowed  in 
a  way  which  seemed  almost  strange  to  her  English 
friends,  while  yet  it  made  them  love  her  even  better 
than  before.  And  when  she  was  gone,  the  unsen- 
timental Mr.  Hutchinson  actually  delivered  it  as 
his  testimony  that  '*  she  was  charming  enough  to 
make  her  week  extraction  pardonable,  and  the 
only  woman  he  had  ever  seen  who  looked  pretty 
when  she  cried;"   adding,  for  the  benefit  of  his 
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wife  and  sisters,  that  it  was  all  very  fine  for  no- 
velists to  represent  their  heroines  as  looking  lovely 
through  their  tears,  but  that  such  descriptions 
were  perfect  humbug,  the  prettiest  women — even 
his  own  "  bonny  Jean" — looked  ugly  with  red  eyes. 

Bonny  Jean,  not  being  of  a  tearful  tempera- 
ment, smiled  serene  in  conscious  loveliness,  well- 
pleased  that  her  husband  should  admire  her  more 
excitable  little  friend,  and  G-yneth  did  not  hear 
his  remark,  for  she  had  gone  down  to  the  door 
with  Mrs.  Boss. 

"  There  is  somebody  waiting  out  there  in  the 
cold,"  said  the  little  Contessa,  as  she  fastened  h^ 
ermine  boa  more  tightly  round  her  neck ;  "  some- 
body who  was  too  humble  to  ask  to  come  in  with 
me,  but  who  is  very  triste,  and  is  sighing  for  one 
little  word.     Can  you  guess  whom  I  mean  ?" 

Gyneth  was  too  truthful  to  affect  ignorance. 
"I  suppose  you  mean  Mr.  Armstrong,"  she  an- 
swered.    "  I  was  sure  he  would  be  sorry  for  us ; 

will  you  please  thank  him,  and  say  that  Dr. 

gives  us  hopes  of  Lambert's  recovery." 

"  Only  that !  my  little  snow-queen,  I  see  even 
sorrow  cannot  melt  you,  but  I  must  tell  you  that 
one  reason  why  the  poor  Frank  is  so  sad  is,  be- 
cause he  did  not  offer  to  be  experimented  on  in- 
stead of  your  brother :  it  was  not  fear  that  kept 
him  back ;  he  would  not  have  minded  one  bit,  but 
he  was  having  a  little  argument  with  my  husband 
about  another  of  Sergeant  Morrison's  feats,  cut- 
ting through  lead  I  think  it  was,  and  did  not  no- 
tice what  was  passing  on  the  platform.  Now  he 
reproaches  himself,  and  says, '  if  he  had  had  his 
wits  about  him  he  might  have  spared  you  this 
trial,'  but,  poor  feUow,  he  was  not  reaUy  to  blame ; 
was  he  ?" 

"  Oh,  no,  indeed ;  pray  don't  let  him  think  so  ; 
even  if  he  had  come  forward  I  doubt  whether  Lam- 
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bert  would  have  giyen  way  to  him,  he  was  so  an« 
xious  to  please  papa." 

'^  Ah,  tne  good  son !  I  am  so  sony  for  the  poor 
Colonel,  and  for  your  mamma ;  give  her  my  love ; 
I  shall  not  be  happy  till  your  Bertie  is  better. 
Have  you  written  the  saa  news  to  the  grand- 
mamma yet  ?  And  the  cousin,  will  not  he  be 
grieved?" 

Ah,  cunning  little  Mrs.  Eoss !  You  asked  that 
question  not  so  much  out  of  compassion  for  Mr. 
G-rantham  as  to  see  whether  your  *  snow-queen' 
would  show  more  sensitiveness  at  the  mention  of 
'  the  cousin's'  grief  than  of  that  of  Mr.  Armstrong. 
And  she  did,  not  very  openly  perhaps,  but  by  an 
involuntary  trembling  of  Hp  and  voice  as  she  an- 
swered, 

"  Yes  ;  Lewis  will  be  very  much  grieved ;  he  is 
80  fond  of  Bertie.  I  wrote  to  teU  him  this  mom- 
ing ;  and  papa  and  I  both  wrote  to  grandmamma : 
I  am  afi*aid  it  will  be  a  great  shock  to  her." 

"Yes;  you  will  be  anxious  to  hear  how  she 
bears  it.  Let  me  know  if  we  can  do  anything  for 
any  of  you.  I  am  so  glad  Frederick  settled  that 
we  should  go  to  his  father  at  the  new  year,  and 
not  at  Christmas ;  we  should  not  like  to  have  been 
so  far  away  from  you  at  this  time." 

Then  as  she  tripped  down  the  steps  she  pointed 
to  a  solitary  figure  waiting  patiently  at  the  garden 
gate,  and  added, "  Ah,  you  see  he  has  waited  to 
hear  what  news  I  bring ;  he  will  want  one  little 
kind  word  to  thaw  him  after  having  been  frozen 
out  there  so  long." 

"  Then  you  must  be  very  kind  to  him,  Photinfe. 
I  am  sorry  he  should  have  waited  out  in  the  cold 
all  this  time.  How  frosty  the  air  feels;"  and 
closing  the  door,  G-yneth  ran  up  stairs. 

Yes ;  she  was  very  stony-heu*ted  on  the  subject 
of  Mr.  Armstrong ;  she  f^lt  that  herself;  but  how 
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could  she  be  otherwise  ?  K  he  would  persist  m 
wanting  more  than  the  kindly  unembarrassed 
friendship  she  would  have  given  him,  what  could 
she  do  but  give  him  less  ?  It  pained  her  to  be  the 
cause  of  disappointment  to  any  one,  but  she  could 
not  believe  this  disappointment  to  be  very  serious ; 
how  could  any  one  care  much  whether  she  liked 
them  or  not  ? 

It  was  with  a  sense  of  surprise  that  at  this  time 
of  trouble  she  perceived  by  unmistakeable  signs 
how  dear  she  had  become  to  her  own  household, 
how  the  children  clung  to  her  rather  than  to 
Jeannie,  whom  yet,  if  only  as  having  been  so 
much  more  with  them,  th^  might  have  been  ex* 
pected  to  love  best,  how  Lawrence  depended  on 
her  sympathy,  how  her  parents  seemed  to  trust  in 
her  to  manage  wisely  aU  matters  outside  of  the 
sick  room,  how  even  the  servants  showed  affec- 
tionate care  for  her  health  and  anxiety  to  spare 
her  fatigue.  A  self-confident,  self-satisfied  person, 
might  have  been  puffed  up  by  this,  and  believed  it 
the  result  of  their  own  perfections,  but  with  Gy- 
neth  it  had  what  is  surely  the  more  usual  effect, 
it  made  her  feel  very  humble,  very  undeserving, 
and  ready  to  ascribe  it  aU  to  pure  unmerited 
love  and  kindness  on  the  part  of  her  home-people. 
Her  heart  sang  a  low  undersong  of  praise  lor  this 
love  and  kindness  so  generously  bestowed  on  her, 
while  yet  its  chiefer  feelings  were  busy  with  hope 
and  fear  and  prayer  on  her  brother's  account. 

The  hours  seemed  to  pass  very  slowly  while 
Lambert  lingered  in  the  critical  state  which  gave 
cause  for  so  much  anxiety,  and  though  on  the 
fourth  day  Dr.  Eandolph  pronounced  that  the 
dangerous  symptoms  had  abated  rather  than  in- 
creased, thus  bearing  out  the  predictions  of  the 
London  surgeon;  grave  apprehensions  could  not 
be  at  once  dismissed.     This  was  the  day  on  which 
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the  elder  Mrs.  Deshon  was  to  have  arrived  at  Har- 
boTirmouth  for  her  Christmas  visit  to  her  son,  and 
G-yneth,  who  knew  that  her  grandmother  would 
have  been  happier  in  sharinff  their  trial  personally 
than  in  being  Lpt  at  a  distance  from  them  under 
the  idea  of  sparing  her  feelings,  had  pleaded  that 
"^e  original  invitation  might  be  adherea  to.  Colonel 
Deshon  was  half  disposed  to  acquiesce,  but  his 
argument,  "  I  don't  think  my  mother  ever  heard 
of  any  one  being  in  trouble  without  longing  to  go 
to  them,  and  I  believe,  as  Ghyneth  says,  that  it  will 
be  her  desire  to  come  to  us  now,"  was  combated 
by  his  wife,  who  reminded  him,  "  that  dear  grand- 
mamma was  growing  old,  and  had  been  but  deli- 
cate lately,  and  that  to  be  on  the  spot  and  know 
all  the  hourly  alternations  in  Lambert's  state,  and 
be  made  to  partake  of  all  their  varying  anxieties 
about  him,  might  do  her  serious  harm.  It  would 
be  much  better  to  write  as  hopefully  to  her  as  pos- 
sible, and  ask  her  to  defer  her  visit  until  Christmas 
Eve,  when" — ^it  now  wanted  nearly  a  week  to  that 
time — "  Lambert  might  be  better,  and  they  might 
all  be  in  more  cheernil  spirits." 

And  by  really  thinking  and  persuading  her  hus- 
band to  think  that  this  would  be  the  most  unsel- 
fish course  to  pursue,  Mrs.  Edgar  Deshon  gained 
her  point,  and  G-yneth  was  disappointed.  She 
owned  indeed  that  her  mother  might  be  right,  but 
she  scarcely  needed  her  grandmother's  letters  to 
convince  her  that  the  good  old  lady  would  have  in- 
finitely preferred  coming  to  them  at  once,  and  only 
refrained  from  doing  so  from  a  perception  that  her 
daughter-in-law  would  think  her  in  the  way,  and 
be  more  fretted  than  pleased  by  her  help.  Anxious 
to  be  of  some  use  she  begged  that  the  little  girls 
and  Edgar  too,  if  he  were  wiUing,  might  be  sent 
to  her ;  and  Eanny  finding  that  to  stay  at  home 
was  not  to  be  with  Bertie,  since  she  was  never  ad- 
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mitted  to  bis  room,  ratKer  Iiailed  the  proporition, 
and  heariiig  from  Gyiieth  that  her  granamamma 
had  a  great  many  books,  and  was  yery  gentle,  and 
not  likely  to  find  f&vlt  with  her  about  anything, 
got  quite  into  high  spirits  at  the  idea  of  the  visit, 
and  even  inoculated  Xatie  with  a  yehement  desire 
to  make  acquaintance  with  'kind  g'amma'  and 
see  *  funny  cousin  Lewis '  again.  G^ieir  mother, 
who  had  hitherto  rather  opposed  any  plan  for 
their  visiting  their  grandmamma,  now  gave  her 
consent  readily,  fearing,  as  she  said,  that  the  poor 
children  were  getting  moped  at  home,  and  even 
urged  her  husband  to  insist  on  Edgar's  accompany- 
ing them,  on  the  grounds  that  a  little  change  would 
be  good  for  him,  and  that  he  was  so  sensible  he 
coiUd  be  no  trouble  to  grandmamma,  and  might 
even  help  to  keep  his  sisters  from  being  so. 

"  Very  true,  Fanny,  but  I  shall  not  insist,"  her 
husband  answered  quietly ;  "  if  Edgar  wishes  to 

fo,  he  shall  go ;  but  it  wilL  surprise  me  if  he  does. 
wiU  go  and  speak  to  him  about  it." 

He  found  Eogar  crouching  over  the  library  fire, 
listening  to  Hans  Andersen's  story  of  "  The  Bed 
Shoes,"  which  Gyneth  was  reading  to  him,  and 
told  him  of  his  grandmother's  invitation,  asking 
him  whether  he  would  like  it  to  be  accepted  or  not. 

"  If  you  want  me  to  go,  papa." 

"  I  want  you  to  go  if  it  would  be  pleasanter  and 
more  comforting  to  you  than  staying  at  home ;  not 
else." 

*^  I  don't  care  for  it  to  be  pleasant !"  said  Edgar, 
in  oh,  such  a  dolorous  little  voice. 

"  You  can't  think  about  your  own  pleasure  while 
your  brother  is  suffering ;  is  that  it  r" 

"  No,"  tremulously ;  then  with  a  burst  of  sobs, 
"  I  should  like  some  one  to  be  cruel  to  me ;  I  should 
like  to  have  my  tongue  cut  off,  Hke  Karen's  feet 
were." 
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Colonel  Deshon,  utterly  astonislied  and  bewil- 
dered, looked  towards  Gynetli  for  explanation. 

"  Karen  is  the  name  of  the  little  gnrl  in  the  sort 
of  fairy  stoiy  I  have  been  reading,"  she  said ;  "  she 
has  her  feet  cut  off  as  the  only  way  to  get  rid  of  a 
pair  of  magical  red  shoes  which  have  led  her  into 
vanity ;  but  I  don't  know  why  Eddie  should  apply 
that  to  himself" 

Colonel  Deshon  looked  as  if  he  scarcely  knew 
which  was  the  most  foolish,  G^eth,  or  Edgar,  or 
the  story;  and  G-yneth,  conscious  that  her  ab- 
stract of  it  must  haye  sounded  yery  ridiculous, — 
pretty  a^  she  thought  the  fancifiil  little  tale  in 
reality, — blushed,  and  burying  her  face  among 
Edgar^s  curls,  whispered,  ^'  Tell  papa,  darUng,  what 
you  meant." 

''I  shan't,  I  can't!"  said  Edgar,  starting  up  to 
run  away,  indignant  at  his  grief  not  being  under- 
stood, but  his  father  caught  hold  of  him  and  said 
mildly,  "  Don't  run  away  from  me,  my  boy,  tell  me 
what  you  reaUy  mean ;  I  haye  not  forgotten  xow 
aU  these  days,  though  perhaps  I  haye  seemed  to 
you  to  think  of  notmng  but  Bertie." 

There  was  a  pause,  tor  Edgar  was  half  choked 
with  sobs,  but  at  last  he  managed  to  articulate, 
"  I  did  it,  papa,  I  did  it  with  my  scream !" 

'^  And  do  you  know,  Edgar,  I  haye  been  sayiuj? 
to  myself  that  I  did  it,  that  if  I  had  been  a  dif 
ferent  sort  of  father  your  brother  would  neyer 
haye  thought  himself  obliged  to  stand  such  a  dan- 
gerous test,  nor  should  I  haye  permitted  it.  You 
are  too  little  now  to  understand  what  my  fault  has 
been,  and  I  don't  eyen  wish  to  explain  it  to  you ; 
but  I  say  this  to  show  you  that  I  can  understand 
what  you  are  feeling." 

"  Papa,"  said  Edgar,  awestruck  at  the  grief  in 
his  father's  yoice,  a  grief  so  much  deeper  though 
so  much  calmer  than  his  own ;  "  if  I  might  haye 
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all  the  pain,  and  Bertie  might  be  well,  I  shouldn't 
mind  half  bo  much,  should  you  ?" 

"  If  we  might  be  punished  through  our  own  suf- 
fering, not  through  the  suffering  of  others  !  It  is 
the  desire  of  many  of  us,  Edgar,  but  G-od  sees  fit 
that  it  should  be  otherwise.  Only,  my  little  man, 
we  must  learn  to  judge  our  faults  by  what  they 
are,  and  not  by  what  they  have  caused.  Tour 
scream  was  a  want  of  self-control,  that  was  aU ; 
you  are  not  to  fret  your  heart  out  over  it;  I 
mustn't  have  you  do  so." 

"  But  you  wouldn't  let  me  see  Bertie,  papa,  not 
even  that  first  night  when  you  let  sister  go  into 
his  room ;  and  when  you  took  Jeannie  in  yester- 
day to  look  at  him  asleep,  you  wouldn't  let  me 
come." 

'*  And  you  thought  that  was  a  sign  of  displea- 
sure ?  But  I  did  not  mean  it  so.  J£  I  could  be 
sure  that  you  would  control  yourself  and  not  dis- 
turb him,  I  would  take  you  into  Bertie's  room 
with  me  now  for  one  minute,  he  had  just  dropped 
asleep  when  I  left  him." 

"  Oh,  you  may  trust  me,  papa,  you  may  indeed ; 
I  promise  you  I  will  not  cry  or  make  one  sound,  I 
will  only  take  one  look,  and  come  away." 

"  Very  weU,  I  toill  trust  you."  And  together 
they  stole  on  tiptoe  into  the  sick  chamber :  toge- 
ther thqy  stood  silent  beside  the  bed.  Then  Edgeyr 
turned  sofbly  away,  and  at  the  door  his  father  beat 
down  and  kissed  him,  he  had  kept  his  word. 

Afber  this  Edgar  never  doubted  again  that  his 
father  had  forgiven  him,  and  when  that  evening 
the  question  was  once  more  raised  of  whether  he 
should  be  sent  to  his  grandmamma,  he  pleaded  to 
be  allowed  to  stay  at  home,  saying,  ''I  couldn't 
bear  to  go  away  from  papa  and  iBertie." 
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"With  trembling  fingers  did  we  weave 
The  holly  round  the  Ohrifitmas  hearth ; 
A  rainy  cloud  possessed  the  earth, 

And  sadly  fell  our  Christmas-eye." 

In  Memoriam, 

HEN  the  two  little  sisters  were  gone 
away,  the  two  elder  ones  drew  closer 
together,  and  were  able  to  enjoy  un- 
interruptedly many  long  intimate 
talks,  which  to  G-yneth — who  hitherto  had  known 
so  little  of  the  pleasures  of  sisterly  intercourse — 
had  aU  the  charm  of  novelty.  The  strangeness 
which  she  had  at  first  felt  with  the  other  members 
of  her  family  never  came  between  her  and  Jeannie, 
they  were  cordial,  loving,  intimate  friends,  from 
that  very  first  moment  when  their  lips  met,  and 
Gyneth  opening  her  sleepy  eyes  saw  before  her 
the  realization  of  that  vision  of  the  lovely,  golden- 
haired,  bright-browed  sister  which  had  so  often 
haunted  her  dreams. 

"Most  loveable!"  yes,  Lambert  had  truly  de- 
scribed Jeannie  when  he  applied  that  epithet  to . 
her ;  most  loveable  she  was,  in  her  sweet  womanli- 
ness, her  delicate  tact,  her  pretty  way  of  looking, 
and  listening,  and  seeming  fuUy  to  sympathise, 
without  making  a  single  protestation,  or  uttering 
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a  word  whicii  did  not  bear  the  stamp  of  ern- 
cerity.  Perfect,  limpid,  guileless  sincerity  had 
been  Jeannie's  characteristic  always,  thougn  her 
extreme  sensitiveness  to  outward  influences  made 
her  appear  to  think  and  feel  so  differently  at  dif- 
ferent times,  that  had  it  not  been  for  the  face  and 
voice  so  innocently  open  and  true,  a  stranger  ob- 
serving her  might  have  been  tempted  to  think  her 
«« sincere.  She  could  sympathise  with  her  friend 
Photinee's  indignant  patjdotism,  and  yet  listen  pa- 
tiently and  placidly  to  her  husband's  strictures  on 
"  those  rascally  Ghreeks ;"  could  admire  and  rever- 
ence Lambert's  asceticism,  and  yet  assent  to  her 
mother's  axiom,  that  "  so  much  of  what  was  beau- 
tiful and  pleasant  would  not  have  been  put  in  the 
world  unless  people  had  been  meant  to  enjoy  it ;" 
could  understand  and  enter  into  Qyneth*s  ardent 
desires  to  be  of  use  in  her  generation,  and  yet  was 
content  to  confine  herself  within  a  somewhat 
limited  sphere  of  duty  and  interest,  without  one 
ambitious  longing  after  anything  beyond.  She 
had  no  original  ideas,  and  ver^  few  spontaneous, 
emotions,  but  she  had  in  a  striking  degree  that 
appreciative  talent  which  enters  into  and  enjoys 
the  ideas  of  others,  and  there  was  so  much  sympa- 
thetic warmth  and  tenderness  in  her  nature,  that 
whatever  others  were  feeling  she  in  a  measure  felt 
too.  Clever  people,  or  those  of  decided  character 
like  her  husband,  anyone,  in  short,  with  a  marked 
individuality  of  their  own,  nearly  always  Uked 
her,  nay  very  soon  loved  her,  feeling  the  charm  of 
her  intelligent  sympathy,  and  well  content  witli 
her  measure  of  intellect,  because  it  sufficed  to  en- 
able her  to  understand  them ;  commonplace  peo- 
ple^ who  admired  her  beauty  and  gentl^iess,  and 
sought  no  deeper,  liked  her  too ;  but  people  who 
had  some  ideas  of  their  own,  and  craved  to  hesr 
more  and  better  from  othears,  children  with,  ior 
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quiring  minds  wanting  to  be  amused  and  informed, 
and  made  to  understand  their  own  aspirations,  all 
those,  in  fact,  who  wanted  a .  spur  rather  than  a 
pillow,  felt  no  very  warm  sentiment  for  Jeannie, 
only  the  gentle  regard  which  it  would  have  been 
impossible  not  to  feel  for  anyone  so  lovely  and 
sweet  as  she.  Thus  it  was  that  Fanny  and  Edgar, 
though  they  were  fond  of  their  eldest  sister  as  a 
matter  of  course,  had  not  near  so  keen  a  feeling 
of  affection  and  admiration  for  her  as  for  the  less* 
generally  attractive  Gyneth.  But  to  Gjmeth  hei** 
self  this  difference  was  not  apparent ;  it  was  she 
who  unconsciously  gave  the  tone  to  their  conver- 
sations, and  she  credited  her  sister  with  a  full 
share  of  the  deep  thoughts  and  high  aspirations 
which  in  truth  originated  with  herself,  though  as 
they  talked,  Jeannie  adopted  them  by  sympathy, 
and  even  reproduced  them  in  other  words.  And 
it  was  so  pleasant  to  be  loved  and  understood,  es^ 
pecially  just  at  this  time  when  there  was  a  burden 
of  sad  anxiety  pressing  on  her  which  would  have 
been  very  heavy  if  borne  alone.  How  much  Lam-> 
bert  suffered :  what  he  was  feeling  through  these 
long  days  in  which  he  lay  in  silence  and  darkness, 
this  question  haunted  Qyneth*s  mind  unceasingly. 
Was  ne  still  so  sad  at  heart  she  wondered  ?  or  had 
his  outward  trial  been  the  means  of  bringing  him 
inward  consolation  ?  Was  he  satisfied,  now  that 
he  had  given  such  convincing  proof  of  the  victory 
he  had  won  over  his  natural  cowardice  ?  or  did  he 
still  believe  himself  to  have  failed,  and  imagine 
that  the  accident  was  in  some  way  his  own  fault  ? 
At  any  rate  it  must  comfort  him,  Gyneth  thought, 
to  see  how  devotedly  his  father  loved  him,  he 
would  never  again  be  able  to  suppose  that  Colonel 
Deshon  was  only  "  resigned  to  mm,"  he  must  at 
last  have  found  out  that  he  was  the  best-beloved, 
the  most  highly-esteemed  of  all  the  seven  children. 
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But  then  again  arose  the  question,  would  this  dis- 
covery be  as  delightful  to  him  as  it  would  have 
been  to  her  ?  She  called  to  mind  his  humility  and 
unselfishness,  his  shrinking  from  aU  praise  and 
preference,  and  thought  not. 

On  the  Friday  brfore  Christmas  Day,  as  she 
was  putting  on  her  bonnet  to  go  to  morning  church, 
her  father  tapped  at  her  door,  and  said,  '^  I  want 
you  to  speak  to  Mr.  Weatherhead  after  service, 
my  dear,  and  ask  him  to  be  kind  enough  to  call  this 
afternoon,  if  he  can  do  so  conveniently.  Dr.  Itan- 
dolph  thmks  Lambert  so  far  better  that  he  no 
longer  objects  to  his  seeing  one  or  two  people,  and 
being  read  to,  and  talked  to,  a  little,  so  long  as  he 
is  not  excited,  and  I  think  he  would  rather  see  Miu 
"Weatherhead  than  anybody." 

"  Oh  yes !  I  understand,"  said  Gyneth  quickly, 
*'  but  may  he  not  see  Jeannie,  papa  ?  she  does  long 
so  for  it." 

'^  Yes,  but  Eandolph  is  a&aid  that  the  meeting 
might  be  too  agitating,  so  I  fear  it  must  still  be 
deferred  for  a  little  while.  We  must  have  pa- 
tience, and  not  attempt  too  much  at  once,  tnis 
advance  is  almost  more  than  we  could  have 
hoped." 

G-yneth,  JeiEUinie,  and  Edgar  walked  to  church 
together, — ^Alfred  and  Lawrence  dispensed  with 
week-day  church- goings,  as  being  an  unnecessary 
though  innocent  practice, — and  at  the  door  they 
met  Miss  Boyd  and  Alex.  He  came  forward  and 
inquired  afber  Lambert  with  frank  unaffected  in- 
terest, and  to  G-yneth' s  great  joy  introduced  his 
sister,  who  said  a  few  kind  words  expressive  of 
pleasure  at  the  improved  report  which  Q-yneth  was 
able  to  give  of  her  brother's  state.  Very  few  they 
were,  and  very  simply  expressed,  but  to  Q-yneth 
those  sweet  eyes  and  that  smile  told  more  than  a 
hundred  speeches ;  she  felt  that  Miss  Boyd  wad 


A  MAIDEN  OF  OUB   OWN  DAT.  376 

one  of  those  rare  people  whose  sympathy  must  be 
always  welcome  wnetner  in  sorrow  or  in  joy. 

Mr.  Weatherhead  showed  equal  pleasure  in 
hearing  that  Lambert  was  better,  and  readily  pro- 
mised to  pay  him  a  visit  that  afternoon ;  he  nad 
called  once  or  twice  already  to  inquire  for  him,  and 
had  seen  Colonel  Deshon  and  Q-yneth,  but  had 
not  been  admitted  into  the  sick  room. 

"  I  suppose  you  will  scarcely  care  to  come  to 
our  little  school-festival  next  Wednesday,  Miss 
Deshon,"  he  said  as  he  turned  and  walked  part  of 
the  way  homewards  with  the  sisters ;  "  and  yet,  if 
your  brother  should  continue  better,  I  hope  you 
will  come;  I  think  you  would  enjoy  seeing  the 
children's  merrymaking,  and  my  little  Augusta 
will  be  very  glad  of  your  help." 

Ghyneth  secretly  thought  Mr.  Weatherhead  some- 
what mistaken  in  this  last  supposition,  but  she 
gladly  accepted  the  invitation  to  the  feast,  more 
particularly  as  he  extended  it  to  her  sisters,  two  of 
whom  at  least — the  eldest  and  youngest — would, 
she  knew,  take  real  pleasure  in  such  a  festival. 
Jeannie  showed  her  interest  in  the  subject  very 
prettily,  asked  the  number  of  children  and  so  forth, 
and  lefb  a  very  fascinating  impression  on  the  good 
rector,  who  described  her  to  his  daughter  at  dinner 
that  day  as  "  the  prettiest  creature  imaginable,  far 
more  engaging  than  Miss  Deshon,  though  perhaps 
with  a  little  of  the  same  languid  manner.  And 
yet  he  was  beginning  to  feel  a  certain  liking  for 
"  Miss  Deshon"  beyond  the  general  interest  which 
he  took  in  all  the  members  of  his  flock ;  he  had 
not  thought  much  about  her  until  now,  when 
sympathy  with  the  trial  that  had  fallen  on  them 
brought  the  Deshon  family  before  his  mind,  and 
he  found  himself  reflecting  on  what  he  knew  of 
their  different  characters,  and  regretting  that  the 
business  of  his  large  parish,  and  the  many  cares 
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Sreesing  on  him  pieYented  his  acquiring  mnch.  h 
ividual  knowledge  of  the  upper-cbws  of  his  p»- 
nshionerB.     Erom  haying  had  Lambert  as  a  school- 
teacher, and  so  on,  he  knew  more  of  him  than  of 
the  others,  and  liked  very  much  what  he  did  know  ; 
he  had  oyerheard  occasionally  some  of  his  instnio- 
tions  to  his  Sunday-scholars,  and   had   thought 
them  quite  above  the  ayerage,  both  in  knowledge 
and  feeling ;  ^  he  is  a  little  too  nenrous,  but  other- 
wise I  could  not  wish  for  a  better  teacher,"  he  had 
often  remarked  to  his  daughter.     And  now  it  oc- 
curred to  him  that  perhaps  G-yneth  shared  hear 
brother^s  aptitude  for  teaching,  and  a  wish  eyen 
crossed  his  mind  that  he  had  her  as  a  teacher  for 
his  third  class  of  girls  instead  of  a  certain  self* 
sufficient  Miss  G-reen,  who  thought  it  necessary  to 
giye  her  scholars  some  sort  of  explanation  of  eyery 
passage  in  Scripture  which  they  Happened  to  read 
to  her,  no  matter  how  mysterious  or  difficult,  and 
who  yibrated  between  anger  and  tears  wheneyer  a 
fayourite  scholar  was  taken  from  her  class  to  be 
promoted  to  a  higher  one.     Yet  the  Miss  Greens, 
and  others  who  ^Sict  the  minds  of  their  clerical 
superintendents,  cannot  and  ought  not  to  be  sum- 
marily ejected,  and  so  Mr.  Weatherhead  ended  by 
resolying  to  haye  a  little  more  patience  with  1^ 
unsatis&ctory  teacher,  and  do  nis  best  to  improve 
her,  which  would  be  the  most  effectual  way  to  im- 
proye  her  teaching.     And  thus  Gyneth's  hopes  of 
a  Sunday-school  class  were  for  the  present  as  £» 
from  being  realized  as  oyer.     Yet  the  general  had 
cast  his  eye  upon  her — according  to  Bose's  firndful 
metaphor— ;and  conceiyed  the  idea  of  enlisting  her 
in  his  army  of  workers,  and  this  in  itself  was  a 
step  towards  the  accomplishment  of  her  desires. 
Of  course  she  did  not  know  this,  for  she  could  not 
guess  what  was  passing  in  the  rector's  mind,  and 
attributed  the  increased  kindness  of  his  mannep 
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entirely  to  the  sympathy  with  the  distresa  which 
Lambert's  accident  had  caused  her.  Nor  would 
her  shyness  let  her  seem  as  grateful  for  this  sym- 
pathy as  she  really  felt,  the  only  warmth  she 
had  courage  to  show  was  on  the  subject  of  little 
G-eoflfrey,  who  had  caught  a  severe  cold  early  in 
November,  and  had  been  suffering  more  or  less 
ever  since. 

**He  has  been  very  ill  this  last  week  or  so," 
aaid  the  poor  father,  sadly,  in  answer  to  her  in- 
quiries, *'  and  so  unusually  restless  and  excitable ; 
Augusta  does  her  best  to  keep  him  amused  and 
tranquil,  but  it  is  difficult,  and  I  am  afraid  the 
constant  effort  and  anxiety  are  wearing  her  out, 
poor  child." 

Gyneth  named  some  ingenious  toy  which  she 
had  lately  heard  of  as  having  been  invented  for 
the  amusement  of  the  blind,  and  asked  whether 
Geoffrey  had  one,  and  upon  Mr.  Weatherhead's 
answering  in  the  negative,  revolved  in  her  own 
mind  the  possibility  of  commissioning  her  cousin 
liowis  to  procure  one  for  her  in  London.  She  de- 
cided that  there  could  be  no  harm  in  doing  so, 
Lewis  was  so  kind,  he  never  minded  trouble  where 
the  pleasure  of  any  suffering  child  was  concerned, 
and  accordingly  when  she  reached  home,  she  pro- 
ceeded forthwith  to  write  her  request  to  him,  first 
announcing  her  intentions  to  her  mother,  moved 
thereto  by  a  feeling  which  made  her  dislike  even 
tiie  appearance  of  concealment  in  anything  that 
concerned,  however  slightly,  her  intercourse  with 
Mr.  Grantham. 

^  Gtoins  to  ask  Lewis  to  get  one  for  you,  are 
you,  my  dear?"  said  Mrs.  Deshon,  as  Gyneth  de- 
scribed to  her  the  kind  of  toy  she  meant ;  "  it  is  a 
pity  you  did  not  think  of  it  before,  for  I  wrote  to 
him  myself  this  morning  to  tell  him  that  Bertie 
was  better,  and  could  have  put  in  a  message  for 
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you  if  I  had  known  in  time ;  nnfortunatelj  I  have 
sent  off  my  letter." 

Qynetli  did  not  see  the  force  of  the  calamity, 
but  was  pleased  with  her  mother's  kind  thought 
in  sending  Lewis  the  earliest  news  of  Lambert's 
amendment. 

"  I  daresay/'  Mrs.  Deshon  went  on,  "  if  we  had 
not  had  illness  in  the  house,  papa  would  have  liked 
to  have  asked  your  cousin  to  spend  Christmas 
Day  with  us,  but  as  it  is,  we  cannot  of  course  wish 
for  any  other  guest  than  dear  grandmamma ;  ex* 
cept  Anthony,  poor  fellow,  I  was  forgetting  him ; 
but  we  must  have  him,  as  he  is  not  going  to  his 
mother's,  and  as  it  will  be  Sunday  too,  he  will  like 
to  spend  the  day  quietly  with  us." 

Gryneth  assented,  not  however  without  some 
pitying  thoughts  of  the  lonely  Christmas  day  to 
which  Mr.  G^rantham  was  thus  doomed,  untif  she 
remembered  that  he  would  probably  spend  it  with 
the  Bumabys.  "  How  stupid  of  me  not  to  think 
of  that  before !"  meditated  she ;  *'  I  dare  say  he 
will  be  rather  sad  in  thinking  of  Bertie,  but  Kose 
win  cheer  him,  and  they  will  go  together  to  the 
cathedral,  and  hear  one  of  the  beautiful  Christmas 
anthems,  'There  were  shepherds,'  perhaps,  how 
well  I  remember  that  last  year !" 

Her  note  to  her  cousin  contained  scarcely  any** 
thing  but  a  request  that  he  would  procure  tne  toy 
for  her,  and  this  was  worded  humbly  and  almost 
apoloseticaUy,  but  it  brought  about  a  yery  unex- 
pected result.  Li  the  twilight  of  Christmas  Eye> 
when  Gyneth  was  enjoying  a  few  minutes'  t^te-lu 
t^e  witn  her  grandmamma,  who  had  arrived  about 
an  hour  before, — accompanied  by  the  two  little 
girls,  and  escorted  by  Colonel  Deshon  who  had  in- 
sisted on  her  allowing  him  to  have  the  pleasure  of 
fetching  her, — it  was  interrupted  by  her  mother^ 
who  putting  in  her  head  at  the  bedroom  door, 
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announced,  "  There  is  a  guest  downstairs  who  is 
anxiously  waiting  to  see  you  both ;  the  toy  was  too 
precious  to  be  trusted  to  the  care  of  railway  offi- 
cials, so  Lewis  has  brought  it  himself!  Are  you 
ready  to  descend,  dear  Q-ranny  ?  It  is  quite  plea- 
sant to  see  that  you  are  not  knocked  up  by  your 
railway  journey."  "  Edgar  took  too  good  care  of 
me  for  that,"  said  the  gentle  old  lady ;  "  I  will  be 
down  directly  to  see  dear  Lewis,  I  am  only  wait- 
ing for  my  little  shawl  which  my  child  here  is 
hunting  for."  Gyneth  was  on  her  knees  turning 
over  the  contents  of  one  of  her  grandmamma's 
trunks,  and  her  mother  coming  forward  as  if  to 
help  her,  contrived  to  say,  aotto  voce,  "Do  you 
think  your  cousin  has  come  with  the  intention  of 
staying  over  to-morrow?  If  so,  I  may  as  well 
make  a  virtue  of  necessity  and  ask  him  to  stay,  he 
can  have  the  room  that  I  had  meant  for  my  dear 
Jeannie." 

"I  don't  think  you  need  be  a&aid,  mamma, 
Lewis  is  not  the  sort  of  person  to  invite  himself 
anywhere,  and  probably  he  is  going  to  spend  to- 
morrow vrith  the  Bumabys,"  answered  Qyneth  in 
the  same  tone,  trying  not  to  feel  insulted  on  her 
cousin's  account,  though  she  was  more  sensitive 
in  what  concerned  him  than  herself  And  most 
assuredly  she  was  right  so  far  as  that  he  had  no 
intention  of  paying  more  than  a  flying  visit,  though 
it  was  not  because  he  was  going  to  spend  the  next 
day  with  the  Bumabys.  "  No,"  he  said,  in  an- 
swer to  granny's  inquu*ies  on  this  head,  "  no,  they 
kindly  invited  me,  and  so  did  Mr.  "Willis,  but  I 
had  already  promised  to  spend  Christmas  Day  with 
my  friend  Mainwaring  at  his  house  in  the  Isle  of 
Wight,  this  is  the  first  Christmas  since  his  wife's 
death,  and  he  is  almost  as  destitute  of  near  rela- 
tions as  I  am,  so  he  clings  to  his  few  old  Mends, 
of  whom  I  am  I  believe  the  oldest." 
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"  And  you  came  out  of  the  way  to  bring  tins  toy 
— ^thie  wet  erening  too !  I  am  bo  much  obliged  to 
you,  Cousin  Lewis,"  said  Ghyneth,  "  it  is  exactly 
what  I  wanted,  and  how  quickly  you  have  got  it ; 
I  dare  say  little  G-eoffrey  will  like  it  all  the  better 
for  being  a  Christmas-box." 

''  So  I  thought,  and  I  wanted  to  hear  the  last 
news  of  Bertie;  you  would  be  afraid  to  let  me 
see  him,  I  suppose,  Edgar  P" 

"  Yes,  I  should  be  a^aid  to  venture  it  without 
IUndolph*B  authority ;  he  has  promised  to  call 
this  erening,  but  I  suppose  you  can't  spare  time 
.  to  wait  tiU  he  arrives  ?"  answered  Colond  Deshon. 
^  You  must  come  and  spend  New  Year's  day  with 
us ;  I  hope  my  poor  boy  may  be  better  by  that 
time,  and  in  any  case  you  will  oe  welcome,  will  he 
not,  Fanny  ?" 

If  her  husband  had  expressed  a  wish  to  have  the 
Nana  Sahib  to  celebrate  the  New  Year  with  him, 
Mrs.  Deshon  would  probably  have  acquiesced,  and 
to  welcome  Mr.  Grantham  at  his  bidding  was  so 
easy  a  task  that  she  threw  into  it  an  amount  of 
cordiality  which  quite  surprised  her  daughter. 

There  could  be  no  need  for  her  to  say  anything 
as  her  mother  had  said  so  much,  thought  Qyneth 
to  herself,  and  accordingly  she  was  silent,  though 
Jeannie  lifted  her  pretty  eyes  with  a  beseeching 
•*  Yes,  do  come.  Cousin  Lewis,  we  have  seen  no- 
thing of  you  for  this  age  past  ;'*  and  Alfred  fol- 
lowed it  up  with  a  hearty  "  Yes,  don't  disappoint 
us,  G-rantham,  Jeannie  and  I  shall  be  off  to  the 
North  when  the  weather's  milder,  I  have  thoughts 
of  becoming  a  resident  landlord,  which  will  cut  us 
off  from  our  friends  a  good  deal,  so  we  must  make 
the  most  of  them  now." 

To  sit  there  silent  among  the  hum  of  voices,  and 
only  catch  an  occasional  quick  look  from  her 
cousin,  as  he  turned  from  one  to  the  other,  was 


A  MAIDEN  OF  OTTB  OWN  DAT.  881 

not  the  way  to  make  the  most  .of  the  pleasure  of 
this  unexpected  glimpse  of  him;  but  Gyneth  shrank 
from  in  any  way  seeming  to  appropriate  his  visit 
to  herself,  and  rather  liked  to  see  now  his  atten- 
tion was  claimed  on  aU  sides,  and  how  eren  her 
mother  grew  Bincerely  and  not  artifieiaUy  cordial 
under  the  influence  of  the  warm  unaffected  sym-* 
pathy  with  which  he  heard  the  details  of  Lambert's 
accident  and  illness.     But  to  Lewis,  who  was  not 
much  accustomed  to  see  her  in  any  other  company 
than  that  of  the  dear  Q-raimy,  and  who  had  had 
more  experience  of  her  powers  of  conversation 
than  of  her  "grand  talent  pour  le  silence,"  this 
mute  quiet  behaviour  appeared  cold  and  strange. 
He  was  used  indeed  to  her  dreamy  moods,  but  she 
did  not  look  dreamy  now ;  she  sat  full  in  the  lamp- 
light which  shone  brightly  on  her  glossy  hair,  her 
small,  erect  head,  and  fair  white  throat,  (the  re- 
proach of  *  hunching  up  her  shoulders'  could  no 
longer  be  addressed  to  her,)  and  showed  her  face 
grave  indeed  but  intelligent,  attentive,  listening, 
evidently  quite  cognizant  of  all  that  was  passing 
around  her. 

Dinner-time  was  drawing  near,  and  instead  of 
accepting  Colonel  Deshon's  invitation  to  stay  and 
dine  with  them,  Mr.  Qrantham  rose  to  go,  saying 
he  feared  to  miss  the  steamer. 

"  Then  we  shall  see  you  on  New  Tear's  Day," 
said  the  elder  Mrs.  Deshon,  wistfully,  as  if  even 
when  with  her  real  son  she  scarcely  liked  to  part 
with  this  adopted  one,  who  hitherto  had  always 
kept  his  Christmas  with  her. 

"  Yes,  I  hope  so,  dear  G-ranny,"  he  answered, 
kissing  her ;  "  and  meantime  I  like  to  know  that 
you  and  Q-yneth  are  together  again ;  '  it  seems  so 
natural  like,'  as  that  worthy  domestic  of  yours, 
EUza,  would  say,  to  see  you  side  by  side." 

He  glanced  nrom  the  old  to  the  young  lady  as 
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he  spoke,  and  tliat  grave  look  of  Gyneth'e  dieaolved 

in  the  Bweeteat  BunBhine.  "  I  am  quite  rich,  hav- 
ing both  Orandmamma  and  Jeaniue ;  am  I  not, 
Lewis  ?"  she  said  brightly.  "  If  only  Bertie  were 
better !"  and  then  the  grave  eipression  returned. 

If  only  !  that  -vaa  tSl  she  wanted  then,  he  felt 
this  not  bitterly,  but  somewhat  eadly,  though  suf- 
fering no  selflBh  regret  to  appear,  as  holding  out 
his  hand  he  said,  "  You  know  what  sort  of  GhriBt- 
maa  I  wish  you ;  not  the  conventional  merry  one 
of  course,  but  something  better,  and  the  very  hap- 
piest of  new  years.  You  wiU  let  me  hear  how 
Bertie  goes  on.     Ctood-bye  for  the  preeent." 


CHAPTEB  XiTII. 

"  A.  little  longer  yet — a  UtUe  longer 

Shall  BCanr  night  be  beautiiul  for  thee ; 
And  the  cold  moon  shall  look  through  the  blue  silence, 
Flooding  her  silTer  path  upon  the  eea. 


M  power  to  will ; 
Liie  with  its  strength  to  bear,  to  love,  to  conquer, 
Bringing  ita  thousand  jojs  thy  heut  to  fill." 

AnBiAiDB  Pbootib. 

'  FAINT  mnBical  murmur  of  the  distant 
ChriatrnM  chimee  reached  poor  Lam- 
bert in  hie  sick  room  that  night ;  and 
when  Gyneth  was  sitting  with  him  the 
next  morning,  a  sound  of  singing  stole  up  to  them, 
which  made  him  exclaim, "  Tnat  is  Jeannie'e  voice ! 
"Will  Tou  please  open  the  door,  G^eth,  then  we 
^all  bestc  better." 

She  gladly  did  ao,  feeling  sure  that  the  soft  me- 
lody of  the  Christmas  carol  would  soothe  rather 
thui  injure  him ;  and  as  the  drawing-room  door 
was  open  too,  they  could  distinctly  hear  the  quaint 
oN  words : 

"  And  all  the  bells  on  earUi  did  ring. 
On  etuth  did  ring. 
On  earth  did  ring, 
And  all  the  bells  on  earth  did  ring 

On  Cbristoias-Day  in  Uie  morning. 
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*^  And  ail  the  Angels  in  Heayen  did  sing, 
In  Heaven  did  sing. 
In  Heaven  did  sing, 
And  all  the  Angels  in  Heaven  did  sing, 
On  Christmas-Day  in  the  morning." — 

"  I  know  that  carol  of  old,"  said  Lambert,  with 
a  little  sigh  of  pleasure ;  "  and  Jeannie's  voice  has 
not  lost  any  of  its  sweetness.  Do  you  think  they 
wiU  let  me  see  her  again  to-day  ?" 

He  had  been  allowed  a  short  visit  from  her  the 
day  before,  and  Q-yneth  standing  by  and  seeing 
the  loving  warmth  of  Jeannie's  caresses,  and  the 
answering  tenderness  they  called  forth,  had  re- 
gretted her  own  shyness  and  coldness  towards 
him.  He  was  too  weak  now  to  be  able  to  main- 
tain that  stem  control  over  all  his  emotions,  which 
had  made  it  so  difficult  to  find  out  how  to  give 
him  pleasure,  or  spare  him  pain ;  and  though  he 
did  ms  utmoBt  to  hide  his  sufferings,  and  check 
every  feeling  of  impatience  at  his  weakness  and 
helplessness,  he  was  glad  to  cheer  his  anxious 
nurses  by  making  grateful  use  of  such  alleviations 
as  they  could  procure  for  him.  Somewhat  of  a 
*'  child's  pure  delight  in  little  things"  was  manifest 
in  him  now  that  he  would  let  his  natural  likings 
have  their  way,  instead  of  crushing  them  all  under 
the  iron  rule  of  uncompromising  self-denial.  It 
was  not  that  he  in  the  least  relapsed  into  self-in- 
dulgence, only  that  the  outward  trial  laid  on  him 
was  so  heavy  as  to  make  voluntary  self-chastening 
seem  less  necessary.  His  nights  were  sleepkss 
enough  now  without  s^-imposed  vigils ;  the  l(Hig 
days  spent  in  artificial  twilight  and  enforced  idl<^ 
ness  gave  such  ample  time  for  serious  thought  and 
prayer,  that  there  was  no  need  to  fear  the  distrac- 
tion of  the  few  brighter  moments  in  which  a  visit 
from  one  of  his  sisters  or  brothers,  the  gift  of  some 
beautiful  hot-house  flovFBrs,  (sent  by  Mr.  Arm- 
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strong,)  or  the  distant  echo  of  one  of  Jeannie's 
sweet  songs,  made  a  passing  break  in  his  monoto- 
nous life.  Pain  and  discomfort  he  had  in  abun- 
dance, and  at  his  age — ^nearly  one-and-twenty— 
there  was  something  peculiarly  distressing  and 
humiliating  in  the  utter  inability  to  help  himself, 
which  his  weakness  and  the  maimed  condition  of 
his  right  hand  occasioned.  The  old  nurse  treated 
him  as  if  he  were  a  child  again,  called  him  "  My 
dear,"  and  domineered  over  him  affectionately. 
Eyen  his  mother  sometimes  forgot  that  he  was  a 
man ;  his  father  was  the  only  one  of  his  attendants 
who  thoroughly  sympathised  in  this  part  of  his 
trial,  and  with  delicate  tact  contrived  to  remind 
him  of  his  helplessness  as  little  as  possible,  and  to 
defer  whenever  feasible  to  his  own  judgment  and 
will,  instead  of  over-ruling  them  with  well-meaning 
arbitrariness. 

'For  several  days  Lambert  had  lain  under  the 
shadow  of  death,  and  though  for  him  that  gloom 
was  spanned  by  the  rainbow  of  hope  in  those  co- 
venanted mercies  in  which  he  had  placed  his  trust, 
there  was  a  great  awe  in  being  brought  so  near  to 
the  unseen  world.  His  complaint  was  one  which, 
unlike  many  others,  does  not  overcloud  the  mind, 
but  leaves  it  calm  and  self-possessed,  spite  of  phy- 
sical sufferings ;  so  he  knew  his  own  danger,  and 
through  the  long  silent  hours  this  timid  sorrowful 
soul  weighed  with  perfect  clearness  its  prospects 
in  that  futurity  which  seemed  so  near.  K  Mr. 
Parry's  estimate  of  Lambert's  religion  had  been 
true,  those  hours  would  have  been  hours  of  de- 
spair. But  they  were  not  so ;  for  Lambert  could 
say  with  an  old  author,  "  It  is  not  that  I  trust  in 
mine  own  faith,  but  in  Thy  faithfulness;  not  in 
mine  own  repentance,  but  in  Thy  pardon  ;  not  in 
mine  own  preparation,  but  in  Thy  acceptance ;  in 
Thee,  in  Iliy  merits,  and  in  Thy  mercies  do  I 

c  c 
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trust ;"  and  so  if  death  had  indeed  come  then,  hje 
could  have  met  it  bravely  and  trustingly.  But  it 
did  not  come;  he  was  not  to  be  of  those  'early 
called  to  rest,'  but  of  those  who  are  reserved  to 
do  battle  in  the  world  as  Christian  knights  errant* 
the  'champions  vowed  of  truth  and  purity,'  to 
whom  it  is  given  to  bear  the  burden  and  heat  of 
the  day,  anlto  struggle  on  in  faith  and  patience, 
tiU— 

"  When  the  shadows  thickest  fall, 
They  hear  their  master's  midnight  call." 

The  dangerous  symptoms  which  had  given  so 
much  cause  for  alarm  gradually  lessened  instead 
of  increasing  as  the  doctors  had  feared  they  would, 
and  after  a  long  visit  paid  late  on  Christmas  Eve, 
Dr.  Bandolph  pronounced  him  out  of  danger, 
though  at  the  same  time  predicting  that  his  con- 
valescence would  be  slow  and  tedious,  as  it  would 
be  long  ere  his  muscles  recovered  the  strain  of  the 
spasmodic  disease  he  had  been  suffering  from,  and 
still  louj^er  perhaps  before  his  delicate  constitution 
rallied  from  the  weakness  engendered  by  suffering, 
and  by  the  semi-starvation  to  which  his  inability 
to  swallow  had  reduced  him. 

There  was,  therefore,  room  for  anxiety  respect- 
ing him  still,  but  it  was  much  indeed  to  all  those 
who  loved  him  to  be  relieved  from  that  great 
dread  which  had  weighed  so  heavily  on  their 
hearts  for  the  fortnight  which  had  passed  since 
the  accident,  the  dread,  namely,  that  his  iUness 
would  have  a  speedy  and  fatal  termination.  To 
no  one  could  the  relief  be  so  intense  as  to  Colonel 
Deshon,  and  though  to  none  but  his  wife  did  he 
express  a  particle  of  his  feelings  on  the  subject, 
his  children  could  well  divine  wnat  they  were,  and 
perfectly  understood  why  he  left  it  to  Mrs.  Deshon 
to  announce  the  good  news,  and  why  many  hours 
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of  that  night  were  passed  by  him  alone  in  the 
library. 

He  came  down  to  breakfast  the  next  morning, 
looking  so  ill  that  church-going  was  manifestly 
out  of  the  question  for  him ;  the  anxiety  and 
watchfulness  of  the  preceding  fortnight  had  told 
on  him  seriously,— strong  man  as  he  was,— and  he 
had  BO  resigned  himself  to  expect  the  worst  that 
the  re-awakening  of  hope  agitated  and  unnerved 
him  more  than  his  past  fears  had  done. 

The  Eucharistic  feast  was  to  be  celebrated  that 
morning  in  his  son's  sick  chamber,  and  most 
thankfuJly  could  he  take  part  in  this  service, 
though  it  was  a  disappointment  both  to  him  and 
to  his  mother  not  to  be  able  to  share  together  in 
the  public  services  of  the  Church  as  they  had 
looked  forward  to  doing  on  this  day.  Alfred's 
strong  arm  was  the  grandmamma's  support  as  she 
walked  to  church  that  Christmas  morning,  but  all 
her  gentle  and  kindly  courtesy  could  scarcely  hide 
her  regret  that  the  arm  she  leant  on  was  not  her 
son's. 

Jeannie's  Christmas  carol  was  but  just  ended 
when  Mr.  Weatherhead  arrived,  and  Lawrence 
came  up  to  ask  if  Lambert  were  ready  to  see  him. 
G-yneth  went  close  to  the  bed  to  arrange  Lam- 
bert's pillows  for  him,  and  as  she  bent  over  him 
whispered,  "  We  cannot  keep  our  feast  together 
to-day,  Bertie,  but  I  shall  not  forget  you  when  I 
am  in  church ;  it  will  not  be  wrong,  will  it,  if  in 
the  great  Thanksgiving  I  mingle  some  of  the 
thanks  I  feel  for  having  you  spared  to  me  ?'* 

His  answer  was  to  put  out  a  feeble  hand  and 
pull  her  face  down  to  him  for  a  kiss. 

Her  father  had  told  her  that  he  felt  sure  Lam- 
bert had  believed  himself  to  be  dying ;  and  now 
with  a  wistfiil  desire  to  know  whether  the  recall 
to  life  had  been  welcome  to  him  or  not,  she  said  as 
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their  lips  met,  and  a  hot  tear  fell  from  her  eyes  ocn 
his  cheek, ''  Bertie,  you  are  not  sorry  at  wniftt  has 
made  us  all  so  glad  r  Life  does  not  seem  a  burden 
to  you,  does  it?" 

*'  Surely  not  on  this  day,  on  which  our  Lobd 
took  up  the  burden  for  our  sakes,"  he  answered 
reverently ;  "  it  seems  rather  a  great  trust  given 
back  to  me." 

''  Yes,  I  see,  those  thirty-three  years  of  His  oa 
earth  make hiunan  life  sacred,"  she  sidd  reflectively: 
*'  thank  you,  for  giving  me  that  as  a  Christmas 
thought." 

She  went  away  to  join  her  grandmamma,  who 
had  been  sitting  with  Colonel  Deshon  in  the 
library,  and  Lawrence  was  following  her,  but 
meeting  his  mother  in  the  passage  paused,  and 
said  in  conAised  and  even  timid  tones,  '^  Afainma, 
do  you  think  Mr.  Weatherhead  would  have  any 
objection  to  my  staying  in  the  room?  I  don't 
mean  of  course, — I  am  not  confirmed,  you  know, — 
but  if  I  might  be  present  ?" 

The  request  Burprised  her  as  coming  from  him. 
but  she  was  very  glad  to  accede  to  it,  being  sure  that 
Mr.  Weatherhead  would  not  object;  and  so  while  she 
and  her  husband  drew  near  to  the  white-covered 
table  placed  beside  the  bed,  Lawrence  knelt  in  a 
far  comer  of  the  room  from  whence  he  could  see 
what  it  seemed  his  eyes  loved  to  rest  on  that  day, 
— his  brother's  pale  sweet  face.  When  the  service 
was  oyer,  and  the  Eector  gone,  Lambert  raised  Ms 
head,  and  said  softly,  "  Lawrence,  come  heie." 

Lawrence  came^  and  the  blue  eyes  were  turned 
up  to  him  with  a  grave  trader  earnestness  of  el- 
pression  which  somehow  went  straight  to  his  heart. 
They  seemed  mutely  to  convey  something  of  that 
message  which  S.  Andrew  brought  when  he  went 
out  from  the  presence  of  Chbist  to  find  '  his  own 
brother  Simon.'    The  words  in  their  German  ver^ 
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fflon, — more  faTniliaT  to  liim  than  the  EngliBh,— 
occurred  to  Lawrence's  mind,  ''Wir  haben  den 
Messias  gefiinden ;"  he  felt  at  this  moment  that 
the  faith  which  Lambert  rested  on  was  the  great- 
est deepest  reality  of  the  world,  his  own  sceptieism 
unreal  and  delusiye.  And  it  so  happened  that 
just  then  Jeannie  returned  to  the  piano,  and  up 
swelled  the  beautiful  cadence  of  the  well-known 

Xn,  '  Adeste  fideles,'  "  Yenite  adoremus,  yenite 
emus,  yenite  adoremus  in  Bethlehem."  Oh, 
for  a  pure  heart  to  worship  meetly  with  the  shep- 
herds beside  that  manger-cradle ! 

The  poor  boy  found  no  words  to  express  his 
thoughts, — perhaps  it  was  all  the  better  that  they 
should  ripen  in  silence, — but  he  stooped  down, 
kissed  his  brother  on  both  cheeks  in  warm  foreign 
fashion,  and  murmuring  something  about  its  being 
nearly  time  to  get  ready  for  church,  ran  away  to 
his  own  room. 

It  was  no  deep-rooted  intellectual  doubt  which 
had  made  Lawrence  inclined  to  rationalistic  opi- 
nions, but  rather  that  he  had  been  glad  of  an  ex- 
cuse for  not  thoroughly  accepting  a  faith  whidi  it 
would  haye  giyen  him  so  much  trouble  to  act  up 
to.  It  was  practical  unbelief,  sheltering  itseu 
under  the  garb  of  theoretical  objections,  which 
had  he  unshed  to  be  conyinced,  could  haye  been 
put  to  flight  at  once  by  a  perusal  of  the  works  of 
those  Chnstian  authors  by  whom  these  objections 
haye  been  triumphantly  refuted.  He  had  an  in- 
ward consciousness  of  this ;  but  what  was  wantod 
was  something  which  should  make  him  desire  to 
beHeye,  and  the  eyents  of  the  last  fortnight  had  in 
part  supplied  this.  His  epicurean  philosophy 
failed  to  minister  comfort  to  him  during  those 
days  of  anxiety,  and  made  him  dread  the  sorrow 
which  seemed  likely  to  fall  on  him ;  he  had  a  real 
affection  for  his  eldest  brother,  spite  of  some  im- 
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patience  at  what  he  had  been  wont  to  call  bis 
'  narrow  yiews,'  and  when  the  possibility  of  Lam- 
bert's death  occurred  to  him,  he  found,  to  his  own 
surprise,  that  the  thought  that  Lambert  had  '  kept 
the  faith,'  and  lived  a  pure  noble  Christian  liie^ 
was  the  one  which  brought  the  most  comfort  to 
him,  and  made  him  feel  that  the  death  which 
would  bring  such  sadness  to  them  would  be  'gain' 
to  the  departing  soul.     He  had  piqued  himself  on 
being  '^lair^,'  and  behold  at  tne  first  touch  of 
sorrow  the  light  surface  of  acquired  scepticism 
crumbled  away,   and  the  soHd    under-strata  of 
Christian  convictions  acquired  in  early  childhood 
remained  firm.      And   tiiough   perhaps  he  still 
thought  Lambert  a  little  prejudiced,  a  Cttle  bom^ 
a  reverence  sprang  up  in  his  heart  for  him  such  as 
some  weeks  before  he  would  have  laughed  at  sup* 
posing  could  be  inspired  by  '  the  good  elder  bro- 
ther,' whose  strictness  of  principle  he  had  been 
wont  to  satirize.    As  those  pure  eyes  rested  on 
him  that  Christmas  morning,  he  could  not  help 
wishing  that  he  too  had  been  loyal  in  £uth  and 
holy  in  life,  and  feeling  the  stirring  of  a  new  de« 
sire  to  become  so  for  the  future ;  the  idea  which 
seems  but  too  common  among  English  boys  that 
religious  purity  and  goodness  are  not  manfyy  not 
meant  to  be  the  glory  of  Christian  men  as  well  as 
of  women  and  children  and  the  aged,  had  nGvet 
occurred  to  him,  so  he  had  not  this  mistake  to 
contend  against  in  himself;  his  foe  was  indolence 
and  a  false  shame  which  made  him  dislike  to  own 
in  deed  or  word  that  he  had  been  wrong  hitherto. 
His  feelings  were  touched,  but  it  remained  to  be 
seen  whether  they  would  '  condense  within  hia 
soul  and  change  to  purpose  strong,'  or  whether 
they  would  prove  evanescent ;  alas,  for  the  indo* 
lence  which  held  him  back  from  the  activity  which 
should  follow  immediateiy  upon  conviction ! 
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In  a  few  days  he  was  to  go  tlirough  another  ex- 
amination for  admission  to  Woolwich  Academy ; 
if  he  succeeded,  he  thought  to  himself,  that  ne 
would  then  find  courage  to  tell  his  father  of  his 
German  debt,  and  the  betting  with  young  Mr. 
Morehurst;  meantime  he  satisfied  himself  with 
tiiis  resolve :  what  would  be  the  use  of  tormenting 
the  Herr  papa  about  his  concerns  at  a  time  when 
he  was  so  taken  up  with  Lambert  ? 

When  G^yneth  came  out  of  church  that  morning 
she  was  joined  by  Augusta  Weatherhead,  who  had 
hastened  after  her  to  express  profuse  thanks  for 
the  toy  which  little  Geoffrey  had  received  the 
evening  before.  Miss  G-ussie's  condescension  and 
fluency  greatly  amused  Mr.  Hutchinson  and  An- 
thony, but  Gyneth  perceived  with  distress  an  un- 
usual excitement  in  her  manner  and  a  flushed 
feverish  expression  in  her  face.  "  It  is  sad  to  see 
so  young  a  face  with  that  anxious  worried  look," 
said  Mrs.  Deshon,  when  Augusta  had  taken  leave 
of  them,  "  and  I  don't  like  the  sound  of  that  short 
nervous  cough  ;  I'm  afraid  the  poor  child  is  over- 
tasked." 

"  I  don't  know  that  she  has  actually  too  much 
to  do ;  but  I'm  afraid  she  has  too  much  responsi- 
bility, grandmamma,"  began  Gyneth,  when  Alfred 
interrupted  her  laughingly.  "I  should  think  it 
was  greatly  self-imposed.  *The  partridge  sleeps 
with  his  feet  uppermost  for  fear  the  sky  should 
&11,'  and  Miss  Weatherhead  seems  to  think  the 
world  would  come  to  a  stand-still  if  she  were  not 
constantly  looking  after  it." 

"  I  don't  know  about  that,"  said  Gyneth,  "  but 
indeed  she  has  a  real  care  in  the  charge  of  all  her 
Mttle  brothers  and  sisters,  and  she  is  so  anxious  to 
help  her  father,  and  spare  him  trouble.  You  can't 
think  how  useful  she  is." 

"  It  is  very  generous  of  you  to  stand  up  for  her, 
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darling,  for  she  patronizes  you  most  xnercileBsly,** 
said  Jeannie  in  ner  sweet  tones. 

"  Yes ;  I  wonder  you  don't,— aw — set  her  down, 
extinguish  her  a  little,"  drawled  Anthony;  "it's 
such  a  bore  to  be  civil  to  people  when  one  is 
secretly  longing  to  say  to  them,  ^  You're  positively 
insufferable,  and  I  wish  you  would  go  away.'  " 

"  But  I  never  did  long  to  saj  that  to  Augusta," 
said  G-yneth,  smiling,  and  wishing  she  could  change 
the  subject.  "Are  you  sure?"  inquired  Alfred 
incredulously.  "  I  suspect  if  one  could  reach  your 
real  opinion  of  her  it  would  be  something  akin  to 
*  conceited  little  wretch !'  " 

"  No,  no,  indeed,"  replied  Gjmeth,  pained ;  and 
as  her  grandmother  pressed  her  hand,  and  said 
half-playfuUy  to  the  others,  "  I  must  not  have  you 
try  to  make  my  child  uncharitable,"  she  felt  tnat 
there  was  at  least  one  person  who  understood  her. 

The  conversation  wandered  to  other  subjects, 
but  was  not  very  congenial  to  the  feelings  of  either 
Mrs.  Deshon  or  &yneth.  "  One  is  scarcely  ready 
for  that  kind  of  talk  after  having  been  permitted 
to  join  in  the  services  of  such  a  day  as  this,"  said 
the  former,  when  they  were  again  alone  together ; 
"  I  saw  it  vexed  you,  my  dear  child." 

"  I  was  sorry  they  should  be  so  hard  upon  Au- 
gusta ;  but,  indeed,  I  dare  say  they  did  not  mean 
it ;  they  were  speaking  half  in  jest,"  said  Gyneth, 
"  only  it  did  pain  me  at  the  moment,  coming  just 
after  we  had  been  kneeling  together  with  her  at 
the  Eeast  which  should  make  us  aU  0910." 

"  Ah !  if  we  kept  our  Communions  more  in  mind 
we  could  never  surely  be  so  uncharitable  as  we 
are  towards  those  who  meet  us  there ;  could  we, 
my  dearest?"  said  the  old  lady,  thoughtfully 
smoothing  away  the  silken  hair  from  the  fair  fore- 
head that  was  resting  on  her  shoulder,  "  but  yeiy 
likely,  as  you  say,  those  remarks  on  your  little 
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friend  were  not  meant  to  be  taken  seriouBly; 
young  men  have  a  careless  way  of  talking  some- 
times, which  jars  on  those  who,  like  you  and  me, 
have  been  accustomed  to  something  oifferent,  and 
makes  me  feel  what  a  treasure  I  have  in  my  Lewis, 
who  is  one  of  a  thousand." 

"  Yes ;  I  wonder  sometimes  if  I  shall  ever  meet 
with  any  one  like  him,"  mused  Q-yneth;  "most 
people  strike  me  as  being  so  utterly  dijSerent,  and 
yet  mamma  says  he  is  *  quite  a  man  of  the  world,' 
and  Lady  Eynesford  said  something  the  same  of 
him ;  it  is  very  funny." 

"  I  suppose  they  mean  that  he  knows  the  ways 
of  the  world,  and  enjoys  society,  and  is  a  clever 
man  of  business,  but  you  and  I  can  testify  that  he 
is  something  much  more  than  a  mere  man  of  the 
world ;  can  we  not  ?" 

"Yes,  but  do  you  know,  grandmamma,  I  am 
almost  sorry  it  can  be  said  of  him  in  any  sense,  I 
should  like  him  to  seem  as  far,  £eu*  aboye  the  world 
as  he  really  is." 

"  Above  what  is  bad  in  the  world  ?  I  think  he 
does  seem  that  already,  my  love,  and  surely  that 
is  in  itself  a  great  deal  I  confess  I  should  be 
sorry  if  there  were  any  needless  singularity  about 
him,  for  it  would  lessen  his  usefulness ;  it  always 
seems  to  me  that  he  is  one  of  those  people  whose 
duty  lies  in  the  world,  and  who  know  how  to  take 
the  right  part  in  it,  helping  to  keep  up  aU  that  is 
good  in  it,  and  holding  steadily  and  quietly  aloof 
nom  whatever  is  bad."  G^eth  looked  doubtful, 
and  Mrs.  Deshon  added  with  a  smile,  "  You  don't 
quite  agree  with  me,  I  see,  my  dear  child." 

"  Lideed  I  daresay  you  are  right,  dear  granny," 
answered  G-yneth,  "but  I  have  always  thought 
that  if  I  were  a  man,  and  free  to  choose  my  own 
path,  as  Lewis  is,  I  should  like  to  find  my  mission 
in  something  higher  than  that.     Don't  you  re* 
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member  my  discussing  it  with  him  one  day  last 
spring,  and  his  asking  me  what  would  become  of 
society  if  aU  right-principled  people  thought  them- 
selves justified  in  withdrawing  from  it,  and  then 
how  angry  he  was,  or  pretended  to  be,  with  me, 
for  answering  that  I  didn't  much  care  what  be- 
came of  it,  and  shouldn't  mind  if  there  were  no 
such  thing?" 

"  Ah,  you  are  a  silly  pussy  sometimes,  and  you 
know  it,"  said  the  old  lady  fondly ;  "  Lewis  is  right 
in  saying  that  it  is  the  young  people  now  who 
have  the  decided  opinions,  and  are  for  setting  all 
the  worid  to  rights ;  but  tell  me,  what  do  papa 
and  mamma  say  to  these  notions  of  yours  ?" 

"  They  never  heard  them,"  said  &yneth,  blush- 
ing and  hanging  down  her  head,  "  it  is  only  you. 
and  Lewis  to  whom  I  can  prate  out  all  my  crude 
ideas,  except  that  now  and  then  I  give  poor  Bertie 
a  little  dose  of  them.  Dear  granny,  though  I  am 
so  silly  and  self-opinionated,  I  am  not  quite  bad 
enough  to  let  my  notions  come  in  the  way  of  papa's 
and  mamma's  wishes ;  and  I  really  don't  hate  par- 
ties so  much  as  I  used,  nor  feel  quite  so  stupid  and 
gauche  when  I  have  to  talk  to  strangers." 

"  Lewis  noticed  that  you  had  improved  in  manner, 
he  said  you  were  less — oh  what  was  it  ? — one  of  his 
Erench  words, — less  '  farouche,'  towards  strangers, 
yes,  that  was  it ;  and  my  love,  I  am  glad  of  it,  for 
a  kind  pleasant  manner  wins  people  to  be  at  ease 
with  us,  and  opens  the  way  for  our  being  of  ser- 
vice to  them ;  people  seldom  go  for  help  to  a  very 
cold  distant-mannered  person,  and  though  you  are 
too  young  yet  to  be  asked  for  advice  or  important 
assistance,  your  sympathy  may  be  needed,  and  you 
should  be  ready  to  give  it." 
'  "  But,  grandmamma,  it  does  not  seem  as  yet  as 
if  I  could  be  of  service  to  anyone,  except  just  in 
my  home,  I  scarcely  knew  that  I  could  be  of  use 
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there  till  this  iUness  of  Bertie's  showed  me  that  I 
could." 

"  And  now  mamma  says  you  are  her  best  help ; 
and  as  you  grow  older  more  duties  will  open  out 
for  you.  I  am  sure  you,  iny  dear  one,  wiU  not 
make  the  mistake — which  1  am  told  some  young 
ladies  make — of  supposing  that  charity  can  only 
be  exercised  in  teachine  ragged  children  and  visit- 
ing poor  people ;  you  wiU  find  out  how  many  offices 
of  love  may  be  fulfilled  in  one's  intercourse  with 
one's  own  class,  and  how  there  are  sorrows  and 
wants,  and  cares  even  among  those  whom  we  meet 
with  in  general  «octtf^y" — this  last  word  emphasized 
with  a  look  of  playfid  meaning, — "  which  are  quite 
as  real  as  those  in  humbler  life,  and  in  their  mea- 
sure are  an  equal  call  on  us  for  sympathy." 

"Yes,  I  will  try  to  think  of  that,"  said  G-yneth, 
thoughtfully,  "  I'm  afraid  I  am  more  like  the  mis- 
taken young  ladies  you  spoke  of,  than  you  know, 
grandmamma.  And  I  must  tell  you  one  thing 
which  has  made  me  so  sorry,  and  which  illustrates 
what  you  said  just  now  about  manner.  There  is 
a  Miss  Eanshawe,  a  sort  of  old-young  lady,  whom 
we  meet  at  parties  here,  and  who  is  not  very  po- 
pular, because  she  dresses  rather  unsuitably,  and  is 
supposed  to  be  fond  of  gossip,  but  whom  one  must 
pity  when  one  knows  her  story,  for  she  has  lost 
her  parents  and  all  her  brothers  and  sisters — there 
were  five  of  them,  I  think — and  has  scarcely  a  re- 
lation in  the  world,  so  that  she  must  be  veiy  very 
lonely.  I  did  not  know  this  till  lately,  ana  I  did 
not  fancy  her  much,  so  when  she  used  to  try  to 
talk  to  me,  as  she  did  rather  often,  generally  ask- 
ing me  an  endless  string  of  questions,  I  answered 
in  the  old  monosyllabic  fashion,  which  always 
comes  most  naturally  to  me  when  I  am  talking  to 
people  I  don't  know  well.  And  then  one  evening, 
at  G-ovemment  House — for  Miss  Eanshawe  is  rich. 
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and  is  asked  out  eyerywHere — mamTna  acddentaUy 
oyerheard  her  telling  Bomebodj  that  she  had  got 
a  letter  from  her  brother-in-law,  almost  the  only 
near  connexion  she  has,  and  that  being  a  Gherman, 
he  had  written  in  that  language  and  the  Gennan 
writing-character,  which  sne  could  not  read ;  she 
said  it  was  the  first  time  he  had  written  to  her 
since  his  wife*s  death,  and  that  she  hoped  it  con^ 
tained  some  particulars  of  the  illness  of  this  sister 
who  died  nearly  a  year  ago,  but  that  she  did  not 
know  whom  to  ask  to  read  it  to  her,  and  when  the 
lady  she  was  speaking  to  suggested  she  might  ask 
me,  she  answerod, '  Well,  I'm  told  Miss  Deshon  ia 
very  accomplished,  and  a  particularly  good  Gher* 
man  scholar,  but  I  must  say,  I  don't  like  those 
cold  silent  young  ladies,  wno  think  themselyea 
too  cleyer  to  talk  on  any  ordinary  subject,  and  X 
should  be  sorry  to  be  obliged  to  ask  tiiis  &your 
of  her:  " 

'^K  she  had  been  more  discerning  she  might 
haye  seen  that  the  cold  manner  was  much  more 
shjness  than  pride,"  said  Mrs.  Deshon,  who  could 
not  help  somewhat  resenting  Miss  Fanshawe's 
strictures  on  her  gentle  little  granddaughter;  "  but, 
poor  thing,  it  must  haye  been  yery  painful  for  her 
to  be  obliged  to  ask  any  mere  acquaintance  to  read 
that  letter." 

*'  Yes,  but  do  you  know,  dear  grandmamma,  I 
did  read  it  after  all,  for  mamma  told  me  what  Miss 
Eanshawe  had  said,  and  took  me  to  see  her  the 
next  day,  and  though  I  was  too  much  abashed  to 
say  much,  mamma  made  herself  so  pleasant  and 
spoke  so  kindly,  that  Miss  Eanshawe  began  to 
speak  of  her  losses,  and  mentioned  the  letter,  and 
then  mamma  persuaded  her  to  bring  it  out  and  let 
me  read  it  to  ner.  It  was  written  in  such  a  dread- 
fully unintelligible  hand  that  I  could  not  help 
blundering  oyer  it,  but  she  was  yery  kind  and  pa- 
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tient,  and  afterwards  I  wrote  down  a  translation 
of  it  for  her  to  keep." 

^  And  I  hope  her  prejudice  against  clever  young 
ladies  has  diminished  since  then !  It  was  a  good 
lesson  for  you  though,  my  dear  one.'* 

"  Yes,  indeed,  for  if  mamma  had  not  happened 
to  overhear  Miss  Eanshawe's  conversation  I  snould 
have  quite  lost  the  opportunity  of  doing  her  this 
little  service,  through  my  stupid  manner  and  selfisfh 
dislike  to  exerting  myself.  Mamma  said  she  did 
not  wonder  at  aU  at  what  Miss  Fanshawe  said  of 
me,  for  that  I  could  have  no  idea  how  stately  I 
looked,  and  how  languid  and  distant  my  manner 
was." 

'*  And  BO  mamma  has  set  herself  to  drive  away 
the  languor,  and  make  quite  a  well-mannered  young 
lady  of  you  P"  said  Mrs.  Deshon,  smiling  and  kiss- 
ing her,  and  Q-yneth  answered  playfully,  "  I  must 
try  to  do  credit  to  her  efforts,  mustn't  I  ?"  not 
thinking  it  necessary  to  add  how  much  she  had 
suffered  under  her  mother's  satirical  censures  on  her 
behaviour,  and  how  difficult  she  sometimes  found 
it  to  be  anything  but  hopelessly  stiff  and  stupid, 
when  conscious  that  what  she  did  and  said  was 
observed,  and  might  be  commented  on  afterwards. 
Lewis  need  not  have  been  a&aid  that  her  mother's 
influence  would  have  a  bad  effect  on  G-yneth,  the 
training  which  would  have  made  a  less  sincere  and 
simple-minded  girl  artificial,  had  with  her  quite  a 
contrary  result ;  when  told  to  seem  anything  she 
set  herself  to  be  it,  and  had  found  a  way  to  recon- 
cile perfect  truth  and  honesty  with  perfect  docility 
and  obedience.  But  this  constant  effort  was 
somewhat  painful,  and  to  her  balls  and  dinner- 
parties were  by  no  means  the  scenes  of  "bewil- 
dering enchantment,"  "  dangerous  attraction,"  and 
"  thoughtless  festivity,"  which  the  writers  of  a  cer- 
tain class  of  good  books  delight  to  represent  them, 
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but  rather  occasions  on  which  she  must  be  parti- 
cularly on  her  guard ;  must  exert  herself  to  talk  ; 
must  dance  with  people  she  didn't  like,  and  try- 
not  to  hurt  their  feelings  by  showing  that  she 
didn't ;  must  play  whenever  she  was  asked,  no 
matter  how  large  the  audience  was,  or  how  fright- 
ened she  felt ;  must  hold  herself  upright,  and  not 
dream  or  faU  into  abstraction ;  ana  must  bear  to 
be  told  afterwards  when  she  had  failed  in  any  of 
these  respects.  AU  this  had  seemed  rather  hard 
at  first,  but  now  practice  was  making  it  easier,  and 
she  was  learning  Dy  slow  degrees  to  enjoy  aU  that 
was  good  and  pleasant  in  society,  and  not  to  be 
quite  so  ready  to  wish  that  there  were  no  such 
tning.  "  She  will  suit  Lewis  much  better  than  if 
she  were  quite  an  obstinate  little  recluse,"  thought 
the  grandmamma  to  herself,  then  some  painful  re- 
membrance dashed  aside  this  comfortable  thought, 
and  with  a  half  sigh  she  added,  "  Well,  she  will  be 
a  treasure  to  whoever  has  her,  and  I'm  sure  she 
will  never  marry  any  man  whom  she  cannot  es- 
teem. Only  I  do  hope  it  won't  be  that  little  Mr. 
Waller  of  whom  Fanny  is  so  fond !" 


CHAPTEE  XXVm. 

"  Bear  with  me,  I  am  sick." 

Lov€*i  Labour  Lost. 

EFOEE  the  dawn  of  the  new  year  Lam- 
bert became  so  much  better  that  there 
was  no  further  cause  for  any  serious 
anxiety  about  him,  and  the  spirits  of 
all  his  home-circle  rose  proportionably.  Many 
happy  hours  did  Gyneth  spend  in  reading  and 
talking  to  him,  and  well  might  his  mother  say  that 
he  was  an  exception  to  the  general  rule  of  men 
being  more  tir^ome  and  difficult  to  nurse  than 
women,  for  no  woman  could  have  been  more  pa- 
tient or  more  easily  satisfied  than  he  was.  Be 
seemed  to  have  prayed  with  Puller,  "  Teach  me 
the  art  of  patience  whilst  I  am  well,  and  give  me 
the  use  of  it  when  I  am  sick,"  for  nothing  sufficed 
to  draw  forth  a  murmur  from  him,  and  his  sweet 
placidity  was  never  clouded  save  by  an  occasional 
nt  of  mute  uncomplaining  sadness  which  often 
passed  unobserved,  or  was  attributed  to  physical 
weakness.  He  was  able  now  to  enjoy  the  society 
of  his  grandmother  and  Jeannie,  and  though  Alfred 
with  his  heavy  tread  and  rather  loud  voice  was 
not  Quite  so  welcome  a  visitor,  Lambert  never  re- 
fusea  to  see  him,  and  the  brothers-in-law  were 
very  good  friends,  utterly  unlike  as  they  were  to 
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each  other.  As  for  poor  little  Edgar,  he  had  found 
his  place  by  Bertie*  s  side  again,  and  was  almost 
happy,  he  would  have  been  quite,  if  the  sight  of 
the  bandaged  hand  had  not  constantly  recalled  to 
him  his  share  in  the  accident.  Lambert  seemed 
to  look  forward  with  so  much  pleasure  to  Mr. 
G-rantham*s  arrival  on  New  Year's  Eve,  that  his 
mother  became  perfectly  reconciled  to  the  idea  of 
receiving  this  to  her  personally  unwelcome  guest, 
and  made  her  preparations  for  him  with  so  good  a 
grace,  that  there  was  nothing  to  damp  Gyneth's 
gratification  at  the  thought  of  "  a  whole  long  day 
with  Cousin  Lewis."  And  to  her  that  "  long  day 
was  very  long,  but  it  was  not  passed  with  Cousin 
Lewis. 

She  and  her  sisters  went  to  the  rector's  school- 
feast  which  took  place  on  the  afternoon  of  the 
Linocents'  Bay,  and  much  did  they  admire  the 

food  management  with  which  Augusta  Weather- 
ead  supplied  the  wants  of  tlie  small  hosts  of 
school  children,  and  provided  for  the  comfort  of 
the  lookers-on,  though  there  was  something  rather 
ludicrous  in  the  additional  air  of  importance  which 
she  assumed  for  the  occasion,  and  in  her  evident 
disdain  of  aU  the  advice  and  assistance  which  some 
of  the  guests  good-naturedly  proffered  her. 

The  short  dry  cough  on  which  Mrs.  Deshon  had 
remarked,  was  ofton  heard  as  she  moved  to  and 
fro,  and  awakened  G-yneth's  anxiety,  though  she 
made  light  of  it  herself,  saying  carelessly, ''  I  caught 
a  cold  a  week  ago,  and  have  not  had  time  to  nurse 
it,  that  is  all ;  papa  wanted  to  send  for  a  doctor 
yesterday,  but  I  wouldn't  let  him.  I  know  he 
would  have  told  me  to  stay  at  home  and  nurse  my- 
self, and  then  papa  would  have  had  all  the  trouble 
of  the  feast  on  his  shoulders.  I  consider  it  weak- 
minded  to  lay  up  for  a  cold,  they  pass  off  somehow 
if  one  pays  no  attention  to  them. 
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But  in  this  case  the  cold  was  disobliging,  and 
did  not  pass  off.  On  the  last  day  of  the  old  year 
when  G^yneth  and  Lawrence  were  taking  an  after- 
noon walk  accompanied  by  Alex  Boyd,  they  met 
Mr.  Weatherhead,  who  stopped  them,  and  asked 
Alex  if  he  thought  his  sister  were  at  home.  "  I 
wanted  to  ask  her  if  she  could  spare  time  to  come 
round  by  our  house  as  she  goes  to  church  this 
evening,  and  pay  Gussie  a  visit ;  perhaps  you  could 
take  the  message  for  me,  for  1  shall  be  glad  to 
return  to  my  poor  little  girl,  I'm  afraid  she  is  quite 
ill,  though  she  won't  admit  it." 

"  Has  she  consented  to  be  doctored  yet  P"  said 
Alex.  "  Mary  thought  her  looking  ill  on  Wednes- 
day, and  tried  to  persuade  her  to  take  to  bed  and 
unlimited  barley-water." 

"  There  was  a  kind  of  tisane  I  used  to  have  ad- 
ministered to  me  when  I  was  in  France  that  was 

capital  for  a  cold "  began  Lawrence,  but  Mr. 

Weatherhead  interrupted, 

"  Yes,  those  sort  of  things  often  cure  a  cold  if 
they  are  taken  in  time,  but  I'm  afraid  such  a  sim- 
ple remedy  would  scarcelv  avail  now,  even  if 
Augusta  would  try  it.  Perhaps  I'm  over  anxious, 
but  at  all  events  I  shall  be  glad  to  have  Mary's 
advice  about  her ;  you  won't  forget  my  message, 
Alex  ?" 

"  No,  sir ;  I'm  going  home  now,  and  will  deliver 
it  at  once.  Tell  G-ussie  if  she  doesn't  take  to  bed 
forthwith,  she  must  be  prepared  to  receive  an  aw- 
ful rowing  from  Mary,  who  is  a  perfect  dragon 
when  her  prescriptions  are  slighted." 

The  rector  smiled,  and  wishing  the  young  people 
good-bye,  turned  homewards. 

'^  A  person  had  need  to  be  a  dragon,  and  show 
their  teeth  a  little,  to  make  Augusta  mind,"  said 
Alex  turning  to  Gyneth,  "  I  never  saw  any  one  so 
determined  as  she  is ;  she  gave  the  children's  nurse 

D  n 
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a  holiday  this  week,  agaiiifit  her  father's  advice,  and 
there  she  is  now,  too  ill  to  know  what  to  do  with 
herself,  and  with  the  torment  of  all  those  little 
ones  on  her  hands  from  morning  till  night.  She'U 
never  be  content  till  she's  worried  herself  to 
shreds." 

"  But  how  very  self-denying  she  must  be,"  said 
GTyneth,  almost  admiringly. 

"  She  forgets  to  deny  her  self-will,"  returned 
Alexander,  with  the  broad  good-natured  smile 
which  seemed  to  take  off  the  edge  of  his  sharp 
speeches.  "Miss  Deshon,  I  see  you  think  me 
horridly  uncharitable,  but  G-ussie  is  a  particular 
friend  of  mine,  and  so  I  take  the  liberty  of  abus- 
ing her.  "We  knew  the  Weatherheads  long  before 
they  came  here,  and  on  the  strength  of  this  old 
acquaintance  I  am  impertinent  enough  to  speak 
my  mind  both  to  and  of  the  lofty  Augusta,  who 
awes  ordinary  mortals  into  mute  respect.  We  are 
at  daggers  drawn  now,  because  she  wouldn't  let 
me  take  the  children  a  walk  yesterday  when  I 
wanted  to ;  I  told  her  it  was  selfish  of  her  to  keep 
them  mewed  up  in  a  hot  room  with  her  when  there 
was  some  one  willing  to  take  them  out ;  but  she 
said  when  I  took  them  out  I  let  them  romp  and 
behave  ill,  and  she  'didn't  choose  that  people 
should  see  the  rector' 9  children  setting  an  example 
of  rude  behaviour ;'  poor  little  brats !  as  if  they 
weren't  twice  as  pleasant  and  natural  when  de- 
livered from  her  superintendence." 

"  And  surely  it  would  be  a  relief  to  her  to  be 
quiet  for  a  littie  while ;  I  wonder  if  she  would 
trust  the  children  to  me  ?"  said  Qyneth,  "  I  am 
not  at  aU  tired,  are  you,  Lawrie  ?  there  would  be 
plenty  of  time  to  take  them  a  walk  on  the  beach, 
for  it  is  quite  early  still.  Do  let  us  run  after  Mr. 
Weatherhead  and  ask  him  if  we  may,  he  is  still  in 
sight,for  he  has  been  stopped  by  some  poor  person." 
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"  I  shall  think  you  very  clever  if  you  manage  it, 
Miss  Deshon,"  laughed  Alexander;  "I  suspect 
poor  G-ussie  will  consider  you  much  too  indidgent 
to  be  trusted  with  those  riotous  little  mortals 
however,  Mr.  Weatherhead  may  back  you  up,  and 
it  will  be  a  real  kindness  on  your  part." 

They  separated ;  Alex  Boyd  going  home,  while 
G-yneth  and  Lavnrence  turned  in  pursuit  of  the 
rector  who  was  a  good  way  ahead.  He  strode 
along  so  rapidly  that  Lawrie  soon  declared  the 
chase  hopeless,  but  G-yneth  with  a  playful  "  Lazy 
Lawrence !"  changed  her  quick  walk  into  almost  a 
run,  and  being  on  the  common,  with  no  one  near, 
flew  along  regardless  of  appearances,  and  arrived 
breathless  and  panting  at  Mr.  Weatherhead's  side. 
He  was  somewhat  startled  by  the  apparition  of 
this  eager  smiling  face,  with  its  unwonted  glow  of 
colour,  and  hardly  recognised  it  as  the  same  coun- 
tenance which  he  had  seen  looking  so  pale  and 
still  a  few  minutes  before. 

"I  beg  your  pardon,"  faltered  Gyneth,  as  soon 
as  she  had  breath  to  speak,  "  I  am  a&aid  I  have 
startled  you,  but  I  wanted  to  ask  you  if  you  would 
let  your  children  take  a  walk  with  me  presently,  I 
should  like  it  so  very  much,  if  you  would  not 
mind." 

The  Bector  demurred  a  little,  saying,  the  chil- 
dren would  perhaps  be  troublesome,  but  as  despite 
his  objections  he  seemed  rather  pleased,  Gyneth 
ventured  to  press  her  request,  and  very  soon  ob- 
tained his  assent. 

"  It  is  unfortunate  that  my  poor  Gussie  should 
be  iU  d.uring  the  Christmas  hoUdays  and  whHe  our 
nurse  is  away  too,"  he  observed,  as  they  walked 
on  together ;  "  the  care  of  so  many  little  ones  is 
no  joke,  and  I  am  not  able  to  relieve  her  much,  as 
my  duties  keep  me  away  from  home  great  part  of 
the  day."    No  joke,  indeed,  it  seemed,  when  they 
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entered  the  overlteated  Bitting-room,  where  sat 
Augusta  cbillj  and  miserable,  wrapped  in  a  great 
shawl,  and  complaiDing  of  the  cola,  (though  the 
hand  she  extended  to  Gyneth  felt  hot  and  dry,) 
while  Horace  and  EUie  were  grumbling  at  the 
heat,  and  standing  near  the  window  were  dram- 
ming on  the  panes  and  wishing  themselves  out  in 
the  snow;  and  the  younger  children  were  gathered 
in  a  heap  by  the  side  of  Qeoffi'ey's  couch,  squab- 
bling for  some  spoonfuls  of  jelly  which  he  was 
doling  out  to  them  from  a  plate  in  his  lap. 

"  You  haven't  given  me  any,  Geoff *y,*'  cried  one 
little  voice,  reproachfully,  as  Gyneth  entered,  and 
a  little  hand  was  put  out  to  guide  the  spoon  to 
the  speaker's  mouth,  while  another  voice  inter- 
posed with  "  It's  your  own  &kvlt,  Mary,  you  should 
nave  gone  nearer  if  you  wanted  some,  you  know 
poor  Geoffi-ey  can't  see." 

"  Hush,  hush,"  said  Mr.  Weatherhead,  with  a 
look  of  pain,  not  liking  that  his  poor  little  son 
should  be  reminded  of  his  sightlessness.  "You 
may  well  say  '  hush,'  papa,"  said  Augusta,  sharply, 
"  you  can't  think  what  a  noise  and  quarrelling  the 
enildren  do  keep  up,  and  Horace  is  as  bad  as  any 
of  them,  though  he  is  old  enough  to  know  better  5 
he  has  wetted  through  his  tunic  playing  with  the 
snow  in  the  garden,  and  now  he  is  not  content  to 
stay  in-doors." 

"  I  would  be  content  if  Gussie  wouldn't  plague 
so,"  urged  Horace,  but  this  line  of  self-defence 
was  not  likely  to  avail  much  with  his  father,  and 
Gyneth  was  not  surprised  when  Horace  was  re« 
primanded,  and  told  that  he  must  forfeit  his 
holidays  if  he  could  not  employ  them  rationally^ 
and  without  giving  annoyance  to  his  sister.  "  And 
now,"  continued  Mr.  Weatherhead, "  Miss  Deshon 
is  kind  enough  to  wish  to  take  some  of  you  for  a 
waLk,B0  those  who  are  to  go  must  get  ready  at  once.*' 
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Augusta  began  a  remonstranoe  which  was  eut 
short  b  J  G-yneth*B  saying  with  her  most  persuasive 
smile,  "  Please  don't  disappoint  me,  Mr.  Weather^ 
head  has  promised,  and  do  let  me  have  aU  who  are 
strong  enough  for  a  walk,  I  shall  enjoy  it  so  much 
more  if  I  majr,  and  my  brother  is  waitir,*  outride 
for  me,  and  wiU  help  me  to  take  care  of  tiiem." 

^'Yes,  yes,  you  shall  have  them  aU,  the  whole 
set  of  Uttie  plagues,"  said  the  Bector,  smiling,  and 
kissing  his  youngest  little  girl ;  *^  run  away,  chil- 
dren, and  get  ready,  and  mind  you  are  very  good, 
and  giye  Miss  Deshon  no  trouble,  or  I  shall  have 
to  be  very  angry." 

"  Papa,  it  is  quite  a  shame,"  said  Augusta,  but 
she  was  feeling  too  ill  to  have  much  strengUi  for 
opposition,  and  Oyneth  at  length  carried  off  the 
whole  six  in  triumph,  and  had  the  satisfaction  of 
hearing  Mr.  Weatherhead  say  as  she  was  leaving 
the  roopi,  "  Now  we  three  will  be  very  cosy  toge- 
ther, will  we  not  ?  I  will  draw  Q-eofirey's  couch 
nearer,  and  then  I  can  go  on  reading  to  you  both 
that  book  you  were  interested  in  last  night,  and 
meantime  you  must  lean  back,  G-ussie,  and  take  a 
real  rest."  Fortunately  she  did  not  know  that 
poor  Augusta's  reply  was,  "  Best  1  oh,  no,  indeed, 
papa,  thank  you ;  NeUy  has  torn  her  best  frock  all 
across  the  front,  and  I  must  try  to  m^id  it  in 
some  way,  for  her  to  wear  at  church  to-morrow." 

G-yneth  found  her  charge  an  easy  one,  for  the 
children  were  all  very  good,  and  exceedingly  happy, 
except  that  at  first  Horace  seined  a  little  de- 

Eressed  by  the  reproof  he  had  received  from  his 
bther,  of  whom  he  was  passionately  fond.  "  I  did 
not  mean  to  be  tiresome  to  G-ussie,  you  know,"  he 
confided  to  Gyneth  as  he  trotted  along  beside  her 
while  the  others  ran  on  in  front,  *'  but  she  would 
not  let  me  do  a  single  thing,  and  at  last  because  I 
jangled  the  fire-irons  she  burst  out  crying,  and 
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then  I  called  her  *  a  silly,'  and  she  was  so  angry, 
but  it  really  was  silly,  now  wasn't  it  ?  to  cary 
about  such  a  little  thing  as  that." 

"  It  would  have  been  if  she  had  been  well,  but 
Pm  afiraid  she  is  feeling  yery  ill  and  uncomfortable, 
and  when  one  is  ill  a  very  little  thing  upsets  one,*' 
answered  Gyneth,  feeling  a  sincere  pity  for  the 
aching  head  and  excited  nerves  which  must  have 
made  the  '  jangling'  of  the  fire-irons  so  intolerable 
as  to  draw  childish  tears  from  the  womanly  Au- 
gusta. After  a  time  Horace  quite  recovered  his 
spirits  and  was  the  merriest  of  all,  and  thougli 
Lawrence  declined  to  do  more  than  sauntar  along 
at  as  lazy  a  pace  as  the  cold  season  would  permit, 
G^yneth  entered  into  the  humour  of  her  little  com- 
panions, and  was  being  initiated  by  Horace  into 
the  art  of  making  snowballs,  when  raising  her 
head  she  saw,  approaching  towards  her,  Mr.  Arm- 
strong, accompanied  by  an  old  gentleman  and  a 
young  lady. 

^  How  fortunate  I  am  to  have  met  you,"  said  the 
young  officer,  radiantly,  as  she  lookea  up ;  ''let  me 
introduce  my  father  to  you,  and  my  sister  Angela^ 
of  whom,  I  think,  you  have  heard  me  speak." 

''  If  Miss  Deshon  has  not  heard  of  us,  we  have 
heard  of  her,"  said  the  elder  Mr.  Armstrong,  widi 
a  courteous  bow ;  and  something  in  his  manner, 
and  in  the  eager,  curious,  interested  ghmces  of 
Angela's  beautiful  blue  eyes,  made  Gynei^  feel 
involuntarily  that  she  was  being  submitted  to  in- 
spection, and  that  they  were  trying  to  discoyer 
whether  she  was  worthy  of  being  the  object  of 
'Frank's'  admiration.  Of  course  she  felt  some- 
what awkward,  and  imagined  herself  looking  so 
likewise,  though  in  truth  Mr.  Armstrong  senior  was 
mentally  pronouncing  her  'a  sensible,  amiable- 
looking  girl,'  and  Angela,  whose  style  of  beauty 
was  rather  rustic,  was  secretly  admiring  her  »- 
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fined  appearance,  the  clear  transparent  pallor  of 
her  complexion,  and  the  smallneBS  of  her  hands, 
which  last  point  she  had  taken  care  especially  to 
note,  having  been  told  by  her  governess  that  small 
hands  were  *  aristocratic' 

The  younger  Mr.  Armstrong  did  not  feel  the 
sHghtest  doubt  that  the  lady  of  his  love  would  be 
approved  by  his  father  and  sister ;  but  he  was  a 
little  uineasy  as  to  the  impression  which  they 
might  make  on  Gyneth.  He  looked  &om  one  to 
the  other,  so  proud  of  aU  three,  so  anxious  that 
they  should  be  friends,  and  yet  so  fearful  that  G^y- 
netb  was  thinking  hiik  troubleaome,  and  wishing 
him  and  his  relatives  a  thousand  miles  off,  that  his 
£ra.nk  face  was  the  oddest  mixture  of  delight  and 
embarrassment.  JN'ot  before  the  Queen  herself 
would  he  have  blushed  to  own  the  respectable  old 
button-maker  as  his  father,  nor  indeed  was  there 
anything  to  be  ashamed  of  in  the  quiet  intelligent- 
looking  old  man,  who,  though  certainlv  not  aris> 
tocratic  or  peculiarly  refined,  was  neither  vulgar 
nor  pretentious,  and  had  far  too  much  good  sense 
and  right  feeling  to  make  an  ostentatious  display 
of  his  finreat  we^dth  and  the  influence  it  had  gamed 
for  hi^  in  society.  The  pretty  Angela  wisher 
brother's  especial  pride  and  pet ;  and  he  announced 
with  great  glee  that  she  had  come  on  a  visit  to 
Mrs.  Parry,  who  had  been  kind  enough  to  invite 
her  to  stay  some  weeks ;  but  he  glanced  doubt- 
fully at  Qyneth,  to  see  whether  she  received  the 
news  with  any  pleasure,  and  was  perhaps  some- 
what disappointed  by  her  reply. 

"  That  will  be  very  pleasant  for  you  both,"  she 
said,  and  it  did  not  seem  to  occur  to  her  that  she 
could  have  any  personal  interest  in  the  matter. 

"Are  these  ail  your  brothers  and  sisters?"  in- 
quired Miss  Armstrong,  regarding  the  numerous 
«maU  Weatherheads,  with  some  surprise. 
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*^  No ;  this  18  my  brother,"  said  Qyike&if  lodkmg 
towards  Lawraice,  who  hod  just  come  up  to  them ; 
''  but  these  are  the  children  of  our  Sector." 

"  Miss  Weatherhead  is  ill,  isn't  she  ?  The  Sec- 
tor was  not  at  the  night  school  yesterday,  and 
Mr.  Mayhew  told  me  that  he  did  not  like  to  leave 
his  daughter,"  said  Mr.  Armstrong,  junior ;  *^  is  she 
at  all  better  to-day,  Horace?" 

"  Oh,  no,  she's  very  poorly,  and  papa'll  be  obliged 
to  leave  her  to-night,  for  he's  going  to  have  aa 
evening  service  'cause  it's  New  Tear's  Eve,  you 
know.  Horrid  stale  New  Year's  Eve  we  shall 
have !  no  fun  at  -all ;  unless  you'll  stay  and  have 
tea  with  us,  Miss  Deshon ;  oh,  do  1"  and  he  looked 
up  coaxingly  at  O^yneth. 

^^  I  haven't  been  asked,"  she  answered  smilii^y. 

*'  Oh,  but  I  know  papa  and  Gussie  would  like 
you  to  have  tea  with  us,"  chimed  in  little  Ellen, 
'^  and  we're  going  to  have  a  cake  and  some  buns ; 
Gussie  promised  we  should." 

*'  I  shall  ask  papa  to  ask  you,"  continued  Horace, 
to  the  amusement  of  the  Armstrongs ;  but  Gyne& 
interposed  with  ^*  No  no,  thank  you,  dear  Horace; 
please  don't  do  that,  I  couldn't  stay  if  I  were 
asked." 

**  Why  not?"  clamoured  the  children;  and  to 
silence  them  she  answered  hastily  with  the  first 
excuse  that  came  into  her  head.  *'  We  are  expeo^ 
ing  my  cousin,  Mr.  Ghrantham,  and  you  would  not 
have  me  be  so  rude  as  to  run  away  fix)m  him« 
would  you?"  though  she  grew  hot  as  fire  the  next 
minute  at  seeing  Frank  Armstrong's  eyes  fixed  on 
her  with  a  sad  inquiring  gase,  as  if  some  pain* 
fill  oonficiousness  had  been  re-awakened  by  her 
words. 

She  made  haste  to  say  good-bye,  and  continue 
her  walk,  and  when  a  sufficient  distance  had  been 
accomplished  she  conveyed  her  little  fiock  safialy 
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home,  going  in  for  a  minute  with  them  that  she 
might  report  how  veiy  good  they  had  been. 

She  found  Augusta  in  the  hall  getting  to  rights 
the  contents  of  a  cupboard  which  was  the  ordinary 
receptacle  of  the  cnildren's  toys,  and  now  being 
open,  presented  to  view  an  endless  confusion  of 
cracked  drums,  headless  horses,  and  broken  dolls. 

'*I  have  been  putting;  away  some  of  the  chil- 
dren's messes,''  she  said,  "  they  leave  their  play- 
things here,  there,  and  eyeiywhere,  and  papa  does 
so  dislike  to  see  the  house  all  littered  over  on 
Sunday;  when  I  tell  them  to  put  their  things 
away  themselves,  they  just  throw  them  in  here, 
and  make  this  cupboard  the  untidy  place  you  see 
it  now.  So  I  am  often  obliged  to  do  all  the  put- 
ting away,  myself." 

"  But  mdeed  you  are  not  fit  for  it  to-day,"  said 
Gyneth,  "  do  let  Horace  and  EUie  try  their  powers 
of  being  tidy  for  once ;  it  grieves  me  so  to  see  you 
standing  about  while  you  look  so  ill." 

"  It  is  only  a  cold ;  I  don't  know  why  every- 
body should  try  to  make  me  out  so  ill,"  said 
Augusta  fretfully ;  "  Dr.  Crowhurst  has  sent  for 
papa  to  see  a  poor  woman  who  is  dying;  and 
papa  declares  he  shall  bring  him  home  with  him, 
and  if  there's  anyone  I  hate  it  is  that  man.  Aunt 
Clarissa  says  she's  sure  he  is  not  a  gentleman, 
and  because  when  he  first  knew  me  1  was  only 
a  child,  he  chooses  to  treat  me  as  a  child  still, 
caUs  me  by  my  Christian  name,  and  all  that  sort 
of  thing." 

'*  But  perhaps  his  medicines  may  do  you  good, 
though  he  himself  is  not  pleasant,"  said  G^yneth, 
scarcely  able  to  suppress  a  smile. 

^*  I  don't  believe  it.  It  would  do  me  much  more 
good  to  be  let  alone.  I  wanted  papa  to  let  me  go 
to  church  tlus  evening ;  it  woula  rest  me  far  more 
than  staying  at  home  and  being  worried  by  the 
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children,  but  he  won't  hear  of  it.  I  was  to  have 
played  the  organ,  and  I  have  been  practising  a 
piece  on  purpose ;  (I  have  always  played  at  the 
week-day  services  lately;  if  I  oidn't  we  should 
have  no  music,  for  the  organist  says  he  can't  attend 
except  on  Sundays :)  and  now  papa  has  asked 
Miss  Boyd  to  play  it  instead.  So  tiresome,  after 
all  my  trouble  in  learning  it ;"  and  the  poor  little 
girl  being  completely  overdone,  burst  into  a  fresh. 
fit  of  that  helpless  hysterical  crying  which  had 
awakened  Horace's  contempt. 

Then  Q-yneth  forgot  everything  but  that  she 
was  a  poor,  suffering,  overtasked  child,  and  putting 
her  arms  round  her,  kissed  her  with  a  warm  pro- 
tecting  love  and  tenderness  which  hitherto  she 
had  not  supposed  herself  capable  of  feeling  towards 
this  ceremonious  and  stately  little  personage,  and 
persuaded  her  to  return  into  the  drawing-room 
and  lie  down  on  the  sofa. 

"  I  can't  think  why  I  should  be  so  stupid,'* 
faltered  Augusta,  struggling  with  her  tears,  "I 
suppose  I  really  am  iU,  for  I  never  cry  when  I  am 
wdU. ;  I  have  such  a  painful  feeling  here,"  and  she 
put  her  hand  to  her  chest,  "  as  if  there  were  a 
great  weight  there  suffocating  me.  •  But  don't  tell 
papa!"  and  she  sprang  to  her  feet  again.  ^'I 
can't  bear  him  to  be  anxious  about  me ;  and  then 
he  would  want  me  to  stay  in  bed  to-morrow,  and 
I  know  if  I  do,  no  one  wiU  attend  to  his  comfort, 
and  the  servants  won^t  be  able  to  get  to  church, 
and  the  children  wiU  be  running  riot;  I  must 
keep  up." 

All  the  obstinate  force  of  her  nature  was  set 
upon  this  point,  and  there  was  something  weU. 
nigh  pathetic  in  this  stem  self-devotion  to  what 
she  imagined  her  duty,  though  at  the  same  time 
it  was  very  painful  to  see  how  her  wiU  rose  in  un- 
conscious rebellion  against  the  Highest  will,  how 
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slie  would  not  be  ill,  would  not  own  herself  con- 
quered. 

She  dried  her  eyes,  smoothed  down  her  hair  at 
the  glass,  and  resumed  her  task  of  mending  what 
deemed  an  interminable  rent  in  Ellen's  merino 
frock.  Only  as  Q-yneth  rose  to  go  she  put  out 
her  hand  with  an  intreating  gesture,  saying,  "  Oh, 
do  stay  till  papa  comes  in,  I  don't  feel  quite  so  ill 
when  some  one  talks  to  me,  as  when  I  am  left 
alone  with  the  children,  and  here  th^  aU  come ! 
Have  you  washed  your  hands,  ready  tor  tea,  chil- 
dren ?  Horace,  go  and  help  GteoSrej  down  stairs, 
he  doesn't  like  Sarah  to  do  it,  she  hurries  him  so. 
Now,  Miss  Deshon,  do  stay,  and  teU  me  about 
your  eldest  brother." 

.  "  I  should  like  to  stay,  but  Lawrence  is  waiting 
outside  for  me,  and  I'm  afraid  he  will  be  vexed  at 
my  keeping  him  so  long,  besides  it  is  getting  late. 
But  I  believe  some  of  my  home-people  are  coming 
to  church  this  evening,  and  if  you  like  I  will  come 
to  you  then,  and  stay  with  you  while  they  are  at 
church,  and  they  can  call  for  me  on  their  way 
home.  Perhaps  you  could  make  me  of  some  little 
use,  I  shoi£d  be  so  glad." 

"  Oh,  but  I  shoiudn't  like  you  to  miss  church 
for  me,  and  papa  might  not  be  pleased  at  my 
letting  you  do  so ;  can't  you  stay  now  and  have 
tea  with  us  ?  and  then  your  Mends  can  call  for 
you  on  their  way  to  church.  Oh,  but  I  forgot, 
you  haven't  dined !" 

"  That  is  nothing,  I  have  had  all  that  I  want, 
but  I — I,"  and  shehesitated  as  the  thought  passed 
through  her  mind,  "  K  I  stay  now  I  shall  not  be 
at  home  to  welcome  Lewis  when  he  arrives."  It 
was  but  a  moment,  however,  that  indecision  kept 
her  silent,  then  with  the  mental  reflection  "no 
matter,  I  can  easily  give  up  this  little  pleasure, 
and  Lawrence  can  explain,  so  that  he  may  not 
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think  my  absence  unfriendly ;  mamma  will  not 
mind,  she  would  not  like  me  to  miss  our  ordinary 
guests,  but  sbe  will  not  mind  my  missing  Lewis  s^* 
she  answered,  "  Very  well  then,  I  will  stay  if  you 
wiU  have  me,  and  are  sure  I  shall  not  be  in  th^ 
way.  I  will  just  give  my  brother  a  message  to 
mamma,  and  then  I  will  take  off  my  bonnet  and 
settle  down  comfortably." 

And  so  she  did  settle  down,  with  little  Alice  on 
her  knee,  and  the  rest  of  the  children  gathered 
round  to  listen  to  a  story  which  she  took  care  to 
make  interesting  enough  to  keep  them  quiet,  and 
beguile  poor  Augusta  into  a  temporary  cessation 
from  cares ;  but  it  may  be  doubted  whether  she 
were  comfortable,  for  the  heat  of  the  room  op- 
pressed her,  and  it  was  difficult  to  keep  her  mind 
nxed  on  the  story,  while  haunted  by  a  remem- 
brance of  poor  Mr.  Armstrong's  sad  face,  and  by 
fears  that  Lewis — if  he  thought  of  her  at  all, — 
would  think  her  unkind  for  having  absented  her- 
self that  particular  eyening. 


CHAPTEE  XXIX. 


"  Prythee,  dear  firiend,  use  not  so  entire  an  abstinence ; 
open  thine  ears  at  least  to  sweet  sounds,  an  thou  wilt  not 
open  thj  mouth  to  such  sweets  as  do  please  the  palate." 

Anon. 

IHE  new  year  dawned  upon  Gyneth 
under  somewhat  unexpected  circum- 
stances. When  the  joy-bells  rang  out 
their  chime  she  was  seated  in  a  bed- 
room at  the  Eectory^  keeping  watch  over  the  rest- 
less slumbers  of  poor  Augusta,  and  not  as  yet  in- 
tending or  caring  to  seek  rest  for  herself. 

Augusta  was  yery  ill;  the  neglected  cold  had 
settled  into  serious  inflammation  on  the  chest,  and 
her  feverish  excitability  had  increased  till  she  had 
become  light-headed,  and  had  begun  to  talk  such 
indescribable  nonsense  as  half-amused,  half-fright- 
ened, the  children,  and  made  Gyneth  and  Mr. 
Weatherhead  uneasy.  Dr.  Crowhurst  arrived  dur- 
ing tea-time,  and  ordered  her  instantly  to  bed,  and 
Miss  Boyd,  who  fortunately  came  in  at  that  moment, 
beguiled  poor  Gussie  into  obedience,  and  sub- 
mission to  the  various  remedies  prescribed  by  the 
doctor.  Time  was  needed  to  apply  these,  so  Miss 
Boyd  arranged  with  Mr.  Weatherhead  that  she 
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should  remain  at  the  Rectory  for  an  hour  or  two 
instead  of  going  on  to  church,  and  turning  to  Q-y- 
neth  with  a  sweet  smile  said,  **  I  think  Miss  Deshon 
wiU  take  my  place  at  the  organ,  will  she  not  ?" 

The  rector  caught  at  the  notion,  and  &yneth 
being  obliged  to  admit  that  she  had  sometimes 
played  the  Cathedral-organ  under  her  master's 
superintendence,  though  never  during  service, 
found  herself  at  once  appointed  organist  for  the 
nonce,  and  had  the  music  which  had  been  chosen 
for  that  evening  put  into  her  hands  that  she  might 
see  whether  she  could  play  it^ 

So  when  Mr.  Gf^rantham  came  to  church  at  seven 
o'clock  with  Colonel  Deshon  and  little  Fanny,  he 
did  not  see  Gyneth  in  the  pew  as  he  had  been  told 
he  should,  but  from  the  organ  came  a  low  sweet 
reverent  strain,  somewhat  tremulous  in  its  first 
notes,  then  swelling  into  richer  harmony,  which 
he  recognised,  as  having  heard  it  played,  and  by 
those  same  fingers  too,  one  Saturday  afternoon  at 
the  cathedral,  when  only  the  music-master  and 
himself  were  present.  Fanny  fidgeted  about,  and 
peered  over  into  the  rectory-pew  in  search  of  her 
sister,  until  admonished  by  her  father  to  sit  still, 
and  then  as  a  help  to  allay  the  restlessness  Mr. 
G-rantham  whispered,  "  She  is  at  the  organ,  hark  !" 
not  foreseeing  perhaps  that  Fan  would  announce 
on  her  return  home,  "Do  you  know,  mamma, 
Cousin  Lewis  found  out  directly  that  it  was  Q-y- 
neth  who  was  playing  the  organ ;  wasn't  it  extra- 
ordinary ?  for  he  couldn't  see  her,  or  anything,  he 
guessed  by  the  sound ;"  an  announcement  which 
procured  for  him  a  mischievous  glance  from  Mrs. 
Deshon's  eyes,  none  the  less  disagreeable  to  him 
because  he  bore  it  with  proud  unconcern. 

**  I  wonder  Q-yneth  consented  to  play,  I  should 
have  thought  she  would  have  been  much  too 
frightened,"  said  the  mamma ;  **  she  always  looks 
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BO  shj  and  piteous  when  she  is  asked  to  play  at 
parties." 

"  But  surely  tliat  is  quite  a  different  tiling,"  re- 
plied Mr.  Grantham,  coldly ;  the  remark  being 
apparently  addressed  to  him ;  "  in  playing  in  com- 
pany there  is  a  kind  of  display,  and  attention  is 
of  course  drawn  to  the  musician,  which  is  embar- 
rassing to  a  shy  person ;  but  in  playing  in  church 
I  should  think  self  must  be  forgotten  altogether, 
and  the  audience  forgotten  too." 

Clearly  he  chose  only  to  speak  of  the  matter  in 
the  abstract ;  Colonel  Deshon  answered  his  wife's 
remark  more  definitely  when  he  said,  *^  I  think 
G-yneth  played  because  she  was  told  to  ;  the  first 
thing  she  said  to  me  when  she  came  out  of  church 
was,  *  You  didn't  mind  my  playing,  did  you,  papa  ? 
Mr.  "Weatherhead  wished  it,  so  1  couldn't  refuse 
to  try.'  I  thought  I  never  heard  the  chants  sound 
more  beautiful,  did  you,  Grantham?  Gyneth 
managed  to  sustain  the  voices  with  her  notes  so 
well,  instead  of  overpowering  them  as  the  organist 
here  does;  and  how  well  she  played  that  piece 
after  the  service." 

"  It  struck  me  that  she  was  a  little  out  of  prac- 
tice," said  Lewis,  drily. 

Colonel  Deshon  looked  as  if  he  rather  resented 
the  criticism ;  Mrs.  Deshon  smiled,  and  was  more 
gracious  than  ever. 

But  Mr.  Grantham  had  something  further  to 
say  on  the  head  of  Gyneth's  want  of  practice,  only 
it  was  said  not  to  the  father  and  mother,  but  to 
Lambert. 

Gyneth  did  not  come  home  that  night,  for  she 
persuaded  her  father  to  let  her  call  at  the  rectory, 
as  she  had  promised,  on  their  homeward  way,  and 
inquire  how  Augusta  was  then,  and  she  found 
Miss  Boyd  in  great  distress  at  not  being  able  to 
stay,  as  Augusta  required  constant  attendance, 
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and  could  not  endure  the  noisy  activity  of  the 
servant  who  bustled  in  and  out  of  the  room,  hav» 
ing  almost  more  work  to  do  than  she  could  pro- 
perly get  through. 

"  I  would  stay  willingly,  if  it  were  not  for  my 
father,"  said  Miss  Boyd  to  G-yneth,  **  you  know- 
he  is  a  great  invalid,  so  paralysed  that  he  can  do 
scarcely  anything  for  himself,  therefore  I  can  never 
be  long  away  from  him." 

"  But  how  do  you  manage  about  your  schools  ?" 
Gyneth  asked  in  surprise. 

*•  Oh,  I  have  help ;  I  cannot  be  so  systematio 
with  the  children  as  would  be  right  under  other 
circumstances,  for  my  time  is  so  broken,  but  we 
manage  as  we  can,  and  when  Alex  is  at  home  he 
takes  part  of  the  nursing,  he  is  so  very  good  and 
thoughtful.     Nevertheless  I  must  go  home  now  to 

ve{)apa  his  supper,"  and  she  looked  at  her  watch. 
**  I  wish  I  could  have  seen  this  poor  child  better 
provided ;  the  only  good  nurses  I  know  of  in  the 
town  are  engaged  just  at  present." 

"  I  am  not  a  good  nurse,  but  if  you  think  I  could 
be  of  any  use  to  Augusta,  I  would  willingly  stay," 
said  Qyneth.  "  I  will  ask  papa  if  I  may,  he  is 
waiting  at  the  gate  for  me — only  will  Mr.  Wea- 
therhead  like  it  P  it  seems  so  presuming  of  me  to 
invite  myself." 

Miss  Boyd  laughed.  "  It  is  a  kind  of  presump- 
tion which  I  wish  were  more  common ;  Mr.  Wea- 
therhead  will  thank  you  very  much  I  am  sure.  I 
did  not  like  to  ask  you  to  stay  because  I  did  not 
know  whether  you  could  be  spared  from  home." 

"Oh,  very  easily,"  said  G-yneth,  rather  sadly, 
*'  but  I  cannot  be  quite  sure  of  papa's  consent  tOl 
I  have  asked  him." 

And  she  went  down  to  the  gate  to  speak  to  him. 
He  was  a  good  deal  astonished  at  the  proposal, 
afraid  that  she  would  knock  herself  up,  and  in- 
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clined  to  think  tliat  a  hired  nurse  would  do  as  well, 
but  when  she  told  him  what  Miss  Boyd  had  said, 
he  began  to  withdraw  his  objections. 

"  I  don't  know  what  mamma  will  say,  but  I  don't 
like  to  prevent  your  being  of  use  to  Imss  Weather- 
head,"  ne  said  at  last ;  "  only  are  you  sure  Mr. 
Weatherhead  will  like  you  to  stay?  you  are  almost 
a  stranger  to  him." 

"  Tes,  and  perhaps  he  would  rather  be  without 
me,  but  Miss^oyd  will  ask  him,  only  there  was 
no  use  in  proposing  it  till  I  knew  whether  you 
would  let  me  stay,  papa.  May  I  say  that  you 
consent  ?  Then  Miss  Boyd  will  go  and  see  if  Mr. 
Weatherhead  would  like  it,  he  will  not  mind  tell- 
ing her  if  he  doesn't  want  me." 

Accordingly  Miss  Boyd  went  to  speak  to  the 
rector,  who  had  come  home  very  quickly,  and  was 
in  his  daughter's  room ;  and  certainly  he  too  was 
rather  astonished  at  the  notion  of  accepting  Gy- 
neth's  services  as  a  nurse.  "  Did  she  offer  it  her- 
self? Does  she  really  care  for  my  poor  little 
girl?"  he  said  rather  incredulously;  and,  fortu- 
nately. Miss  Boyd  was  able  to  answer  both  ques- 
tions in  the  affirmative,  adding,  "  I  don't  think 
Gussie  could  have  a  gentler  or  kinder  nurse  than 
Miss  Deshon  will  be :  she  is  very  young  certainly ; 
but  Dr.  Eandolph  was  speaking  of  her  the  other 
day,  and  saying  how  sensibly  she  had  behaved  dur- 
ing her  brother's  illness." 

"  But  we  must  think  of  Miss  Deshon  herself ! 
there  will  be  no  one  to  make  arrangements  for  her, 
and  see  that  she  is  comfortable ;  it  will  never  do 
to  let  her  knock  herself  up;  she  does  not  look 
very  strong,"  objected  Mr.  Weatherhead. 

"  No,  but  if  you  wiU  give  me  leave,  I  think  I 
can  provide  a  little  for  her  comfort  before  I  go. 
Will  you  tell  me  what  I  am  to  say  to  her,  for 
Colonel  Deshon  is  waiting?" 

£  E 
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"  GuBsie  likes  her  very  much,"  said  poor  Mr, 
Weatherhead,  and  in  that  thought  he  yielded.  When. 
Gryneth  went  down  to  the  gate  again  it  was  to 
announce  that  Mr.  Weatherhead  would  like  her  to 
stay,  and  to  beg  that  a  few  necessary  things  might 
be  sent  her  from  home. 

"  And  when  will  you  come  back  ?  to-morrow,  I 
hope  ?"  said  her  father,  as  he  bade  her  good-night. 

"  If  I  am  not  wanted  here ;  but  if  I  am,  may  I 
not  stay  till  Monday,  papa?  Mr.  Weatherhead 
said  at  tea  time,  that  if  Augusta  continued  ill  he 
would  ask  his  sister  who  lives  in  London  to  come 
to  him  on  Monday ;  but  he  will  have  to  be  out  so 
much  to-morrow,  and  there  will  be  all  the  little 
ones  to  take  care  of;  the  nurse  is  away." 

"  So  you  are  going  to  be  a  nurse  in  two  senses. 
Well,  take  care  of  yourself,  I  shall  caU.  here  on 
my  way  to  church  to-morrow  ;  and  whether  I  let 
you  stay  till  Monday,  or  not,  must  depend  on  how 
you  are  looking.  Lewis  must  forgive  you  this 
rather  shabby  behaviour  towards  him,  since  there 
are  more  urgent  claims  on  you.  Mustn't  he,  my 
little  girl?" 

She  turned  apologetically  towards  the  silent  Mr. 
Glrantham.  "  1  ou  will  not  think  me  rude.  Cousin 
Lewis?" 

He  murmured  some  polite  assurance  to  the  con- 
trary, and  she  turned  away  chilled,  and  feeling  as 
if  he  did  not  care  whether  she  stayed  or  not ;  but 
when  Colonel  Deshon  and  Fanny  had  passed  on, 
he  lingered,  and  seeing  her  embarrassed  oy  the  in- 
tricate fastening  of  the  gate,  came  to  her  assistance. 

"  Good-night,  little  *  Soeur  de  Charity,'  "  he  said 
with  a  smile,  which  she  felt  rather  than  saw, 
as  having  fastened  the  gate  he  put  his  hand 
through  its  bars.  Then,  as  her  little  cold  hand 
stole  mto  his,  he  added  in  a  low  voice,  beneath 
which  some  very  deep  feeling  seemed  repressed: 
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"  God  bless  you : 

*  The  moon*8  aye  her  ain  sweet  sel* 
Though  she  doesna  shine  for  me.'  " 

The  warm  kind  tone,  the  earnest  benediction 
did  her  good  and  cheered  her;  but  as  for  that 
aUusion  to  the  moon  she  could  not  imagine  what 
he  meant  by  it. 

Miss  Boyd,  before  she  went  away,  arranged  in 
concert  with  "  Sarah,"  some  provision  for  Gryneth's 
comfort,  by  which  means  G-yneth  was  able  to  pro- 
cure some  sleep  during  the  night,  though  she  did 
not  feel  justified  in  lying  down  for  very  long,  as 
Augusta  was  restless,  and  often  called  for  some- 
thing to  drink,  or  begged  to  have  her  pillows  turned 
to  the  cool  side.  &yneth  found  that  poor  little 
Gheo&ey  slept  in  his  father's  room,  ana  she  was 
roused  to  a  feeling  of  admiring  pity  when  Sarah 
told  her,  that  "  Master  was  so  patient  with  him,  it 
was  quite  a  wonder,  she'd  heard  Master  Geoffirey 
say  as  his  Fa  would  get  up  twenly  times  in  a  night 
to  bring  him  anything  he  wanted ;  and  sometimes, 
when  he  was  restless,  would  light  a  candle  and  read 
to  him  till  he  fell  asleep." 

This  by  night,  and  then  hard  work  in  the  parish 
by  day,  no  wonder  the  rector  looked  so  old  and 
care-worn ;  the  marvel  was,  how  he  could  keep  his 
energies  so  fresh,  and  be  so  ready  to  undertake 
new  labours,  as  in  the  case  of  the  evening  school 
for  instance. 

Gyneth  felt  it  quite  a  pleasure  to  be  of  the 
smallest  service  to  nim,  though  she  carefully  con- 
cealed from  him  as  much  as  she  could  of  her  efforts 
in  his  children's  behalf,  and  never  allowed  him  to 
guess  that  2fter  he  had  retired  to  his  room  that 
Saturday  night,  she  finished  the  mending  of  Nelly's 
frock ;  and  that  it  was  she  who,  with  some  help 
from  Nelly,  dressed  the  little  ones  on  the  Sunday 
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morning,  and  enabled  Kitty  to  appear  with  elabo- 
rate plaits  as  usual,  and  Alice  witn  the  clustering 
curls  that  the  father  was  so  fond  of.  He  was  very- 
kind  and  courteous  to  her  when  she  appeared  at 
the  breakfa«t-table,  and  seemed  very  glad  when 
Colonel  Deshon  gave  permission  for  her  to  remain 
to  the  next  day ;  but  ne  still  thought  her  cold,  and 
rather  wondered  to  see  how  the  children  clung 
round  her,  and  how  Miss  Boyd's  sweet  eyes  shone 
on  her  with  something  that  was  nearer  love  than 
liking,  as  they  concerted  together  little  plans  for 
the  benefit  of  the  invalid. 

His  wonder  would  have  ceased  if  he  could  have 
seen  all  that  took  place  when  he  was  absent, — the 
true  love  and  patience  with  which  GTyneth  waited 
on  his  poor  little  daughter,  the  winsomeness  with 
which  she  beguiled  the  younger  children  into  quiet, 
the  humility  with  which  she  tried  to  correct  the 
occasional  mistakes  her  want  of  experience  made 
her  commit.  Augusta  rebelled  against  the  reme- 
dies prescribed  by  the  doctor,  whenever  they  were 
in  any  way  painful,  and  was  so  far  from  being  like 
Lambert  "  a  patient"  in  the  true  sense  of  the  word, 
that  Q-yneth's  remembrance  of  what  had  soothed 
and  comforted  him  was  of  but  little  use  in  this 
case.  Now  and  then  the  feverish  tossings  sub- 
sided for  a  while,  and  G-ussie  entered  into  conver- 
sation, or  asked  Q-yneth  to  read  to  her,  but  she  did 
not  seem  to  care  for  any  of  the  reading  appropriate 
to  the  day,  complained  that  trying  to  think  made 
her  head  ache,  and  said  almost  crossly,  that  "  she 
wished  Gyneth  would  think  of  something  new  to 
repeat  to  her,  and  if  it  must  be  something  '  serious,' 
she  would  rather  it  should  be  a  hymn  than  any- 
thing else." 

G-yneth  was  startled  at  finding  that  serious 
thoughts  could  be  burdensome  to  one  so  religiously 
educated,  but  set  it  down  to  the  nature  of  Au- 
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gii8ta*s  illness,  for  tliough  the  delirium  of  tlie  pre- 
vious night  had  passed  awa^,  a  good  deal  of  fever 
remained,  and  the  poor  child  was  evidently  still 
somewhat  conj^sed  in  mind.  Fortunately  the 
"something  fresh"  was  not  difficult  to  find,  for 
Gyneth's  memory  was  stored  with  hymns,  many 
of  which  were  quite  unknown  to  G-ussie,  and  at 
length  the  hot  restless  face  softened  into  pleased 
attention  as  she  began  to  repeat  those  quaint  but 
beautiful  lines  from  "  The  Hymnal  Noted,"  which 
describe  "  the  Shepherd  true"  recalling  to  Himself 
His  wandering  sheep.  Her  voice  unconsciously 
deepened  in  earnestness  in  the  verse: 

"  I  thought  His  love  would  weaken 
Ab  more  and  more  He  knew  me, 
But  it  bumeth  like  a  beacon, 

And  its  light  and  heat  go  through  me. 
And  I  ever  hear  Him  say 
As  He  goes  along  His  way, 
*  O  silly  souls,  come  near  Me, 
My  sheep  should  never  fear  Me, 
I  am  the  Shepherd  true.'  " 

And  as  she  ended  it  Au^sta  raised  herself  on  her 
elbow  to  look  at  her,  and  exclaimed,  **  How  touch- 
in^  you  said  that !  as  if  it  were  so  real  to  you." 

The  luminous  eyes  drooped  beneath  this  curious 
gaze,  and  a  carnation  glow  stole  into  G^neth's 
cheeks,  but  she  answered  softly,  "  I  hope  it  is  real 
to  me ;  the  one  great  Love  that  we  can  never  tire 
out,  seems  to  be  what  we  can  rest  upon,  even  when 
we  are  most  weary  with  ourselves  and  all  else." 
"Words  which  doubtless  to  herself  appeared  very 
poor  and  inadequate,  but  which  lulled  Aurasta 
^to  moi«  tranq^  revenait  mosiiigs  than  shiliad 
known  for  many  a  day. 

Horace  was  so  good  all  that  Sunday  that  Oy- 
neth  could  scarcely  believe  he  was  reaUy  so  trou- 
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blesome  as  Augusta  had  been  fond  of  representing 
him,  but  she  partly  changed  her  mind  the  next 
morning  when  he,  and  l^tty,  and  little  G^rge 
romped  themselves  into  outrageous  spirits  in  the 
garden,  and  would  not  try  to  be  quiet  when  a  fall 
of  snow  brought  them  into  the  house.  The  inflam- 
mation had  lessened,  and  Augusta  was  no  longer 
feverish,  but  very  weak  and  suffering,  dreading  the 
least  noise,  mucn  disposed  to  find  fault  with  all 
that  was  done  for  her,  not  liking  to  have  Ghyneth 
out  of  her  sight,  and  yet  complaining  that  there 
was  no  one  to  look  after  the  children,  and  fretting 
at  her  own  incapability.  Under  such  circum- 
stances, it  was  not  a  uttle  trying  when  Horace 
and  Nelly  began  to  sing  negro  melodies  at  the  top 
of  their  voice,  and  answered  Ghyneth*s  remon- 
strances  by  a  vehement  repetition  of  the  chorus  of 
one  of  the  songs,  "  Jem,  crack  on,  I  don't  care !" 

"  Oh,  those  horrid  negro  songs !"  said  Augusta, 
in  a  weak  fretful  voice,  "  Horace  knows  I  can't  bear 
them,  they're  so  vulgar — why  didn't  you  make 
him  stop,  Gyneth  ?" 

''I  could  scarcely  make  him  hear  me,  he  was 
singing  so  loud,  but  I  wiU  try  again  when  they 
have  finished  that  sons,  and  your  papa  will  soon 
be  in,  I  think,  he  said  ne  should  not  be  out  long." 

But  Mr.  Weatherhead's  return  was  unexpect- 
edly delayed,  and  G-yneth  passed  that  morning 
some  of  the  most  uncomfortable  hours  that  she 
had  ever  spent,  and  was  looking  quite  fagged  and 
weary  when  "Misa  Boyd  came  in  between  twelve 
and  one  o'clock  to  see  if  she  could  do  anything  to 
help.  The  children  had  been  indescribably  noisy 
and  tumultuous,  Horace  the  worst  of  any  of  them, 
and  it  was  a  great  relief  to  Gyneth  when  Miss 
Boyd  proposed  to  take  him  home  with  her  and 
give  him  into  her  brother's  charge  for  the  rest  of 
the  day.     Gyneth's  "  thank  you,"  was  so  full  of 
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gratitude  that  it  made  Miss  Boyd  say,  ''I  am 
an*aid  he  has  been  a  great  worry  to  you,"  and  then 
as  Gyneth  answered,  "  I  ought  to  have  done  more 
to  prevent  it:  I  have  managed  very  badly,"  some- 
thing in  the  humble  tone  touched  her  so  much, 
that  with  a  murmured  "Poor  child!"  she  leant 
forward  and  kissed  her. 

G-yneth's  face  quite  beamed  with  delight ;  she 
had  thought  Miss  Boyd  very  kind,  but  had  never 
dared  to  expect  from  her  such  warm  tenderness 
as  this. 

"Will  you  come  and  see  me  some  day?"  Mary 
went  on  in  her  soft  pleasant  tones.  "I  have  so 
little  time  for  visiting,  that  I  never  attempt  to  call 
on  fresh  people,  only  try  to  keep  up  my  few  old 
acquaintances,  but  if  you  will  dispense  with  for- 
malities, and  will  come  in,  any  time  you  are  passing 
by  the  door,  I  shall  be  so  glad,  and  you  can  see  my 
little,  or  rather  my  biff  scholars,  such  great  giris 
some  of  them  are !" 

"  Oh,  I  have  so  wanted  to  see  them ;  my  brother 
told  me  about  them ;  Mr.  "Weatherhead  took  him 
to  see  both  your  schools  one  day." 

"Both  the  industrial  schools,  I  suppose  you 
mean,"  said  Miss  Boyd  quickly ;  "  I  do  not  meddle 
with  the  boys*  school,  it  is  Mr.  "Weatherhead's 
affair,  and  he  has  got  a  capital  master  there,  so 
that  it  is  much  more  of  a  model  school  than 
mine  is." 

Gyneth  was  puzzled,  but  afterwards  she  came 
to  understand  that  the  boys'  school  was  supported 
by  Miss  Boyd's  means, — ^with  a  prospect  of  its 
being  made  partially  self-supportmg  in  time, — 
but  that  she  left  the  management  of  it  entirely  to 
the  rector  and  shrank  from  claiming  it  as  her 
school,  or  allowing  her  share  in  the  undertaking 
to  be  known ;  while  the  girls'  school  being  under 
her  own  roof  was  manifestly  hers,  and  though 
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never  boasted  of  was  understood  to  be  ber  own 
life-work. 

"No  more  could  be  said  at  tbat  time,  for  tbere 
were  Augusta  and  the  children  to  be  thought  o^ 
but  Q-yneth  was  not  likely  to  forget  or  neglect 
her  new  Mend's  invitation;  it  opened  a  fresh 
source  of  pleasure  and  interest  to  ner,  which  she 
was  heartily  glad  to  avail  herself  of. 

Meantime  Lewis  had  been  labouring  to  procure 
pleasure  for  her  in  another  direction ;  and  proba^ 
bly  no  other  motive  would  have  given  him  resolu- 
tion to  remonstrate  with  his  favourite  "  Bertie," 
more  especially  when  they  had  been  enjoying  a 
delightfully  amicable  chat  in  the  twilight  of  the 
Sunday  afternoon,  which  it  seemed  cruel  to  inter- 
rupt by  such  a  disagreeable  thing  as  fault-finding. 

He  dashed  right  into  the  subject  thus : — "  Ber- 
tie, I  want  to  know  why  you  have  let  Gyneth 
forget  all  her  good  music  ?" 

"  Has  she  forgotten  it  P"  said  Lambert.  "  I 
thought  she  meant  to  keep  up  the  practice  of  her 
old  pieces  a  little,  but  the  truth  is,  none  of  our 
home-people  care  much  for  that  style  of  music."    . 

"  Except  you,  and  you  do,  you  know  you  do. 
Tou  can't  impose  upon  me,  my  boy.  I  know  you 
like  music,  and  I  know  what  sort  you  like  too." 

Lambert  smiled  and  blushed,  but  in  the  dim 
light  neither  smile  nor  blush  were  visible,  and  Mr. 
Grantham  was  disappointed  by  his  silence,  and 
began  to  wax  somewhat  indignant. 

"It's  very  right  to  be  self-denying,  I'm  not 
Baying  anytUg  against  that;  but  it  is  too  bad 
when  people  can't  mortify  themselves  without 
mortifying  somebody  else !  I  confess  I  can't  see 
why  it  should  be  a  sin  for  you  to  indulge  your 
natural  taste  for  music,  I  believe  it  would  do  you 
a  great  deal  more  good  than  harm ;  but,  setting  that 
aside,  you  should  have  considered,  before,  for  the 
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sake  of  some  possible  benefit  to  yourself,  you  let 
GFyneth  deprive  herself  of  one  of  her  greatest 
pleasures  by  making  it  appear  as  if  she  would 
be  selfish  in  keeping  it  up." 

As  a  child,  Jjambert,  like  most  timid  people, 
had  been  prone  to  make  excuses ;  and  to  break 
himself  of  this  habit,  which  he  had  found  likely  to 
lead  him  to  deviations  from  strict  truth,  he  had 
determined  never  to  attempt  self-defence ;  to  this 
rule  he  had  adhered  ever  since,  spite  of  its  having 
at  times  brought  on  him  much  unmerited  blame, 
and  accordingly  his  only  reply  to  his  cousin*  s 
tirade  was  a  quiet,  "  I  daresay  i  have  been  wrong." 

Mr.  G-rantham  laughed  his  own  good-humoured 
laugh.  "  You  provoking  feUow !  You  are  so  mild 
and  meek  that  it  makes  it  impossible  for  any  one 
to  scold  you  properly ;  but  seriously,  Bertie,  I 
want  you  to  consider  that  without  doing  anything 
wrong,  or  committing  any  great  enormity  m  the 
way  of  self-indulgence,  you  might  take  a  little  more 
interest  in  Gyneth's  pursuits,  and  help  to  make 
her  life  happier  than  it  is.  Have  you  ever  seen 
any  of  her  poetry  and  scribbles  of  all  sorts  ?'' 

"  No,  never ;  nor  can  I  remember  that  she  ever 
offered  to  show  me  any,  or  spoke  to  me  of  her 
vmting." 

"  And  of  course  you  never  gave  her  an  opening 
to  do  so  ?  You  used  to  be  very  fond  of  poetry. 
I  have  certain  most  agreeable  reminiscences  con- 
nected with  your  reading  Scott's  and  Wordsworth's 
poems  for  the  first  time  one  Christmas  when  you 
were  staying  with  granny.  Is  that  taste  mortified 
too  ?" 

"  I  don't  know  that  I  am  obliged  to  answer  that 
question,"  said  poor  Lambert,  growing  proud  in 
the  struggle  to  maintain  his  reserve. 

"  N"o,  you  are  right,  my  boy ;  and  I  was  im- 
pertinent to  ask  it,"  responded  Lewis,  in  his  most 
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firiendljr  tone,  "  but  to  drop  perBonalitieB ;  don't 
you  think  in  the  abstract  that  it  is  better  to  make 
reverent  use  of  such  of  our  natural  tastes  as  are 
pure,  than  to  repress  them  all  indiscriminately? 
and  in  G^yneth  there  is  something  more  than  mere 
taste,  something  that  is  almost  genius,  and  I  think 
it  is  a  pity  that  this  should  be  allowed  to  languish 
for  want  of  a  little  encouragement.  For  if  one 
holds,  as  I  do,  that  eenius  is  a  gift  from  GtOD,  one 
must  admit  that  it  is  meant  to  be  used,  not '  laid 
up  in  a  napkin.' " 

"  Yes,"  said  Lambert,  "  and  sometimes  Gyneth 
has  given  me  the  impression  of  a  person  who  has 
genius  rather  than  common  talent.  I  felt  it  once 
or  twice  in  her  playing,  when  she  played  some  of 
her  good  music  to  Lady  Eynesford,  and  since  then 
I  have  seen  it  in  her  face,  as  it  were,  when  she  has 
been  talking,  I  don't  think  it  makes  itself  felt  in 
her  words,*^ 

"  No,  her  shyness  hinders  her  power  of  expres- 
sion, she  writes  better  than  she  speaks.  But  I 
am  delighted  to  see  that  you  enter  into  my  mean- 
ing, Bertie,  and  now  I  shall  hope  a  great  deal  for 
Gyneth  from  your  encouragement.  By  encourage- 
ment, I  don't  mean  praise,  she  doesn't  want  that, 
and  if  she  did  it  would  be  bad  for  her ;  I  mean  so 
much  interest  shown  as  shall  make  her  see  that 
she  can  give  pleasure  by  her  talents,  and  is  not 
selfish  in  cultivating  them.  Oh,  I  know  the  sort 
of  life,  the  sort  of  training  that  would  develope 
her  powers,  and  make  her  all  that  she  could  be, 
all  tnat  she  aught  to  be !  If  I  were  but  free — ! 
but  never  mind,  I  am  an  old  idiot !  she  will  get 
better  help  than  mine  if  it  is  needed." 

Lambert  could  not  plainly  see  how  the  fine  face 
was  stirred  by  deep  passionate  emotion,  half-fierce 
and  half-tender,  but  the  strange  thrill  in  the  voice 
struck  him,  and  he  did  not  feel  as  if  any  common 
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answer  would  suffice.  So  he  was  silent,  and  Mr. 
Grantham  sat  for  a  few  moments  with  his  face 
buried  in  his  hands,  then  raised  it,  and  said  in  a 
bright  natural  tone,  "  You  are  not  offended  at  my 
rowing  you  so  unceremoniously  ?  and  you  wiU  do 
what  you  can  for  G-yneth  ?  she  sets  more  value  on 
your  opinion  than  perhaps  you  are  aware  of,  and 
ner  views  and  sympathies  are  on  many  points  so 
much  the  same  as  your  own  that  you  and  she 
ought  to  be  a  great  deal  to  each  other.  By  the 
by,  I  have  often  wondered,  Bertie,  where  you  got 
some  of  your  views  from,  they  are  in  a  measure 
different  from  those  of  your  home  circle,  and  your 
friends  in  the  regiment?' 

"  I  have  got  them  from  books  chiefly,"  said  Lam- 
bert, speaking  rather  reluctantly,  "  more  especially 
from  some  that  grandmamma  and  you  have  sent 
me  at  different  times." 

"  And  what  first  made  you  think  that  you  ought 
to  deny  yourself  the  gratification  even  of  your 
purest  tastes  ?  not  any  book  that  I  sent  you  I'm 
sure,"  then  as  Lambert  hesitated,  Mr.  Grantham 
added,  "  don't  answer  me  if  you  don't  like,  but  I 
am  not  asking  from  mere  idle  curiosity  or  with 
any  wish  to  ridicule  your  convictions." 

"  Some  of  the  books  you  sent  me  spoke  of  self- 
denial,"  said  Lambert  with  effort,  "  of  disciplining 
oneself,  keeping  oneself  under,  observing  the  fasts 
which  the  Church  has  appointed." 

"  Yes,  I  know,  but  they  didn't  say  it  was  a  sin 
to  read  good  poetry  and  stories,  and  listen  to  good 
music,  when  one  could  do  so  without  sacrificing 
any  duty ;  they  advised  a  check  being  kept  upon 
one's  lower  tastes,  the  disposition  to  over-indul- 
gence in  food,  and  rest,  and  so  on." 

"  Yes,  but — ,  I  tried  that  so  far  as  I  could,  but 
it  didn't  seem  enough ;  I'm  afraid  I  found  fasting 
quite  pleasant,  for  I  never  had  any  appetite  in 
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those  days,  and  it  was  a  great  deal  easier  to  go 
without  food,  than  to  take  it  when  feeling  disin- 
clined ;  and  I  wanted  to  find  something  that  would 
be  a  real  sacrifice." 

"  I  see !  you  are  one  of  those  happy  people  who 
are  naturally  sublimely  indifferent  to  a  good  din- 
ner, and  of  course  the  never  being  hungiy  made 
fasting  easy  work.  And  so  you  took  to  denying 
yourself  in  music  and  light  literature;  but  why 
didn't  you  keep  to  certain  days  P" 

"  I — I  didn't  see  why  there  should  be  any  limits, 
when  only  myself  suffered,"  faltered  Lambert, 
almost  inaudibly. 

"Die?  only  yourself  suffer?  and  besides,  since 
our  merciful  Fatheb  has  provided  some  pure  en- 
joyments for  us  even  in  this  world,  is  it  not  almost 
ungrateful  to  refuse  altogether  to  partake  of  them  ? 
One  must  limit  oneself  in  the  use  of  them,  to  pre- 
vent oneself  being  wrapped  up  in  them,  or  by 
way  of  punishing  ourselves  for  having  been  too 
self-pleasing  in  tunes  past,  but  that  is  a  different 
thing  from  the  total  abstinence  principle." 

"  xes,  I  have  been  wrong,  I  suppose,"  said  Lam- 
bert, in  a  low  sad  tone  that  seemed  to  imply  "  I 
always  am." — "I  must  have  been,  since  it  has 
made  me  selfish,  and  unmindful  of  Qyneth's  plea- 
sure." 

"  Write  me  down  a  wretch,"  said  Lewis  impetu- 
ously, "  for  I  see  I  have  been  making  you  saa  and 
self-reproachful,  you,  who  are  always  so  hard  upon 
yourself.  My  dear  fellow — believe  me,  *  everlast- 
ing droopings '  are  not  good  for  you  or  anybody ; 
I  shaU  be  very  sorry  if  I  have  made  you  sadder,  in- 
stead of  having  persuaded  you  to  allow  yourself  a 
little  more  enjoyment  in  life." 

Lambert  made  no  answer,  but  when  some  one 
presently  entered  with  a  light,  and  Lewis  turned, 
a^  if  curious  to  see  what  expression  his  words  had 
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called  up,  the  fair  stem  young  face  softened  into  a 
smile,  and  the  thin  left  hand  was  held  out  cor- 
dially. So  when  Gyneth  came  home  on  Monday 
afternoon,  (Mrs.  Barrington — "  Aunt  Clarissa  " — 
having  arrived  at  the  Rectory)  rather  tired,  and 
wanting  to  be  refreshed  and  amused,  Lambert  took 
such  especial  care  of  her  as  would  have  delighted 
the  heart  of  Mr.  Grantham,  saw  her  provided  with 
an  easy  chair,  a  footstool,  and  all  other  available 
luxuries,  and — oh  wonder  of  wonders! — invited 
Jeannie  to  read  aloud  to  them  some  poems  from  a 
new  book  which  Lewis  had  brought  down  with 
him.  He  never  had  been  so  attentively  kind  to 
Gyneth  before,  as  he  was  now,  never  had  seemed 
to  sympathize  so  much  in  her  tastes  as  he  did  from 
this  time  forward ;  she  felt  the  change,  and  won- 
dered at  it  a  little,  not  knowing  from  whence  it 
proceeded.  Altogether  her  life  seemed  brighten- 
ing ;  Bertie  was  recovering,  poor  Augusta  was  bet- 
ter, she  had  made  friends  with  Miss  Boyd,  and  her 
old  friend  Bose  had  once  more  become  a  good  cor- 
respondent, her  grandmamma  was  still  with  her, 
Lawrence  was  going  on  well,  there  was  nothing 
wanting  except— no  matter  what ;  but  she  won- 
dered whether  a  real  "soBur  de  charity "  would 
have  felt  what  she  felt  when  that  hand  clasped 
hers  through  the  gate,  and  she  had  to  let  it  go  and 
turn  at  once  to  her  work. 


CHAPTEE  XTY 

"  It  poor  BOul,  thou  hast  no  t«are, 
Would  thou  hodet  no  fault  or  fears  t 
Who  htith  tliese,  thoae  ill  forbeoni." 

'  TTA  VK  Hucceeded !  yes, indeed,  I hftre, 
maiB  voil^  done !  Here  ia  the  list ; 
you  will  see  my  name  about  half  way 
up." 

"  Oh,  I  am  BO  glad !"  this  was  the  general  choms; 
and  the  Seehon  family  rose  up  almoat  Himultane- 
ooBly  &om  the  dinner-table,  at  which  they  had  been 
seated,  to  crowd  round  Lawrence,  who  waa  stand- 
ing in  the  doorway,  looking  very  much  elat«d,  and 
hfrndeomer  than  ev^. 

Colonel  Deshon  waa  the  last  to  speak.  "  Ton 
have  done  very  well,"  he  said  with  grave  approval, 
aa  his  son  pressed  forward  to  receive  his  greet- 
ing ;  "  I  had  scarcely  expected  so  hi^h  a  place  for 
you,  as  from  your  account  the  ezammation  seerns 
to  have  been  very  difficult,  and  most  of  the  can- 
didates older  than  yourself" 

"  Tee,  I  waa  one  of  the  youngest,  and  the  com- 
petition waa  so  great ;  there  have  been  many  re- 
jected who  had  far  more  than  the  minimum  a£ 
marks,  and  I  was  not  sure  but  it  might  have  been 
my  case.    I  knew  I  had  done  pretty  well,  but  I 
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did  not  know  how  many  might  have  done  better. 
Thank  you  for  letting  me  remain  in  London  till 
the  result  was  made  public.  I  did  not  want  to 
come  home  while  1  was  in  uncertainty.*' 

"  Very  natural,"  said  Colonel  Deshon,  still  in 
the  same  grave  tone;  **now  sit  down  and  have 
some  dinner.     How  is  your  cousin  ?" 

*'  Oh,  as  well  as  usual ;  I  have  a  note  for  you 
from  him  in  my  pocket.  He  has  been  exceedingly 
kind,  and  since  the  examination  has  been  over  we 
have  been  so  gay ;  out  every  evening." 

"  You  dissipated  boy !"  said  his  mother,  laugh- 
iiig ;  "  JOVL  win  become  as  fond  of  gaiety  as  Lewis 
Grantham  himself.*' 

"  Is  he  fond  of  it  ?"  questioned  Lawrence ;  "  he 
did  not  seem  to  care  much  about  anything  except 
some  music  we  heard  at  a  concert  on  Thursday ; 
and  yes,  I  forgot,  he  liked  a  party  we  were  at  on 
Tuesday,  because  we  met  Miss  Bumaby  there,  she 
is  spending  a  week  with  some  friends  in  town ;  she 
sent  a  whole  ocean  of  loves  to  you,  Gyneth." 

"Li  Ghrantham  smitten  in  that  quarter?"  in- 
quired Alfred,  for  which  his  wife  fiwwned  at  him ; 
but  Mrs.  Deshon  answered  readily,  "  It  looks  like 
it,  and  I  suppose  we  may  prepare  ourselves  for 
some  further  news  on  the  subject  shortly." 

''Excuse  me,  but  I  think  you  are  mistaken, 
mother,"  said  a  gentle,  respectful  voice;  it  was 
Lambert's. 

"  May  be  so,  dear  Bertie,"  she  answered,  smiling, 
"  you  are  a  better  authority  than  I  as  to  Lewis's 
intentions ;  but  I  pity  that  poor  little  Miss  Bur- 
naby  rather.  Gyneth,  my  love,  let  me  send  you 
some  more  pudding." 

Gyneth's  "  No,  thank  you,"  was  low  and  tremu- 
lous, her  heart  swelled  indignantly  at  these  care- 
lessly uttered  insinuations ;  but  she  tried  hard  not 
to  show  or  even  feel  any  annoyance  with  the 
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speaker.  ^'  Mamma  does  not  know  Lewifi  as  I  do," 
sne  said  to  herself,  and  accepted  this  as  an  excuse 
for  the  words  which*  she  yet  found  so  difficult  to 
bear. 

Lewis  had  been  so  kind  in  making  Lawrence 
his  guest  during  the  examination,  and  the  days 
succeeding  it,  and  had  taken  such  pains  in  enter- 
taining him,  that  it  seemed  almost  ungrateful  of 
Mrs.  Deshon  to  speak  of  him  thus  slightingly; 
and  perhaps  her  husband  felt  this,  for  he  inter- 
posed with,  "I  should  think  Miss  Bumaby  is 
quite  safe  with  Grantham ;  he  has  far  too  much 
kindness  of  heart,  as  well  as  delicacy  of  feeling,  to 
trifle  with  any  girl's  affections.  What  a  kind  fel- 
low he  is !  read  his  note,"  and  he  passed  it  on  to 
her ;  "  that  is  to  say,  if  you  can  endure  the  odour 
of  stale  smoke." 

"  I  never  knew  one  of  Lewis's  letters  to  smell  of 
smoke  before,"  said  Jeannie,  with  whom  Mr, 
G-rantham  was  rather  a  favourite. 

"  Nor  do  I  imagine  it  to  be  his  fault  that  this 
does,"  answered  the  Colonel,  with  a  keen  glance 
at  his  son. 

Lawrence  reddened,  and  looked  injured,  and  his 
mother  hastened  to  turn  the  conversation  on  his 
success,  and  to  tell  him  such  little  matters  of  in- 
terest as  had  occurred  at  Harbourmouth  during 
his  absence  from  home. 

**  Let  me  see,  you  went  to  London  on  the  2nd ; 
then  poor  little  Miss  "Weatherhead  was  still  ill, 
wasn't  she  ?  She  is  nearly  well  again  now,  and 
came  here  this  afternoon  with  her  aunt  to  thank 
Gyneth  for  having  nursed  her.  Such  an  absurd 
being  the  aunt  was  !  all  airs  and  graces,  but  kind- 
hearted  though  through  it  all,  shouldn't  you  think 
so,  Gyneth  ?" 

"Yes,  and  I  know  she  has  been  very  kind, 
mamma.     Gussie  told  me  to-day  that  she  is  going 
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to  Bend  Horace  to  school,  and  has  aeked  to  haya 
Geoffirey  to  stay  with  her  again.  Her  husband  is 
rich,  and  she  has  no  children  of  her  own,  so  she  is 
able  to  do  a  good  deal  for  her  nieces  and  nephews." 

*'  I  should  think  it  would  be  a  great  deliverance 
to  your  friend  Gussie  to  have  the  charge  of  Horace, 
that  enfant  terrible !  taken  off  her  hands,"  said 
Lawrence. 

"  It  is  a  great  deal  better  for  the  boy,  too,  to  be 
at  school  than  hanging  about  at  home,"  said  Al- 
fred. '*  I  told  Mrs.  Boss  so,  when  she  was  bewaO- 
ing  herself  over  the  prospect  of  losing  her  *  little 
joUj  friend.'  I  met  her  to-day  witn  a  whole 
stream  of  children.  She  has  just  come  back  from 
Lynmere." 

"  She  came  into  the  library  this  afternoon  with 
Armstrong  and  his  sister,  and  beset  me  with  a  pe- 
tition  to  have  the  soldiers  taught  to  sing  in  uni- 
son when  they  are  marching,  as  the  Germans  do," 
observed  Colonjsl  Seshon,  smiling.  "  Anthony  was 
also  with  her,  rather  to  my  astonishment,  and 
seemed  much  in  favour  of  the  scheme." 

'^  I  am  surprised  to  hear  that,  but  really  Anthony 
seems  quite  to  have  taken  up  with  the  Boss  and 
Armstrong  faction,  and  to  have  abandoned  the  fast 
set,"  said  Mrs.  Deshon. 

"  A  very  good  thing  too,"  replied  her  husband, 
"  I  hope  he  is  beginning  to  see  what  bad  taste  he 
showed  in  giving  himself  airs  towards  a  brother 
officer,  he  was  really  tolerably  civil  to  Armstrong 
tihis  afternoon." 

*f  And  more  than  civil  to  the  pretty  sister,  I'm 
afraid,"  laughed  Mrs.  Deshon,  "I  must  send  for 
him  and  a<£ninister  a  scolding  on  that  subject. 
Whafc  would  his  mother  say  if  she  knew  he  was 
dangling  after  a  beautiful  little  bourgeoise  ?" 

"  I  can't  help  hoping  he  may  singe  his  wings  a 
little,"  said  Lambert,  with  a  miAchievoufl  inflection 


434  A   MAIDEN  OF  OTJE  OWBT  DAT. 

of  his  demure  voice,  "  it  would  be  sucli  delightful 
poetical  justice  if,  after  contemning  Armstrong  all 
this  while,  he  fell  hopelessly  in  love  with  Arm- 
strong's sister.  Jeannie  was  the  means  of  intro- 
ducing them  to  each  other,  so  she  will  have  to 
answer  for  the  consequences." 

'^  But  Miss  Armstrong  is  quite  a  child,  and  be^ 
sides  Anthony  asked  me  to  introduce  him,  so  I 
shan't  take  any  of  the  responsibility  on  myself, 
you  mischievous  boy,"  said  Jeannie,  leaning  back 
from  her  place  at  the  table  to  smile  at  her  brother, 
who  was  reclining  in  a  sort  of  invalid  chair  placed 
at  one  side  of  the  room,  with  a  little  round  table 
all  to  himself  fixed  in  f^ont  of  it,  an  arrangement 
which  had  at  first  made  him  feel,  as  he  laughingly 
confessed,  as  if  he  were  put  to  dine  apart  in  dis- 
ffrace,  but  which  was  really  very  comfortable  to 
Sim,  L  Bervin^  to  Bcreen  his  left-ht^ded  movementa 
from  observation. 

The  children  came  down  to  dessert,  and  Law- 
rence's health  was  drunk  by  great  and  smaU.  with 
all  due  honour,  but  his  father's  manner  made  him 
fear  that  something  unpleasant  was  impending, 
and  when  the  ladies  withdrew,  and  Edgar  was  bid- 
den to  go  with  them,  he  longed  to  find  some  excuse 
for  retiring  too.  The  conversation  went  on  much 
the  same,  however,  after  the  ladies  had  gone,  unta 
presently  Alfred  responded  to  Colonel  Deshon's 
pushing  the  decanter  to  him  by  a  "  No,  no  more^ 
thank  you,"  and  with  a  rather  significant  glance 
at  his  father-in-law  rose  and  quitted  the  room. 
Lambert  half  rose  too,  but  a  quiet "  I  would  rather 
you  stayed,  Bertie,"  from  the  Colonel,  made  him 
sink  back  in  his  chair  again.  Lawrence  was  not 
long  left  in  suspense  as  to  what  all  this  might  b^ 
token. 

"  I  am  sorry  to  spoil  your  pleasure  this  evening, 
my  boy,"  begau  Colonel  Deshon,  gently  and  gravely^ 
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**  but  I  am  afiraid  I  might  not  have  time  to  speak 
to  you  to-morrow,  as  I  am  going  off  early  witn  the 

commandant  of  artillery  to  visit fort,  and  I 

want  to  get  this  matter  off  my  mind.  I  was  told 
yesterday  that  during  the  autumn  you  were  in  the 
nabit  of  frequenting  the  billiard-room  at  the  bar- 
racks, and  that  you  lost  some  money  to  Humphrey 
Morehurst ;  is  this  true  ?" 

>  "  Yes,"  said  Lawrence  in  sore  dismay,  but  try- 
ing to  brave  it  out.  "  I  don't  see  any  harm  m 
billiards  more  than  in  any  other  game,  and  we 
never  betted  high  at  all." 

"  Then  if  you  saw  no  harm  in  what  you  were 
doing,  why  <ud  you  so  studiously  conceal  it  from 
me  ?"  said  Colonel  Deshon,  more  coldly  than  he 
had  spoken  before;  "and  may  I  ask  where  you 
got  the  money  to  bet  with  ?" 

"It  was  my  pocket-money,  and  some  that 
mamma  and  you  gave  me  at  different  times ;  you 
can't  suppose  that  I  should  bet  with  any  money 
but  my  own !" 

"  I  am  not  willing  to  suppose  so,  but  I  am  told 
that  you  left  a  debt  behind  you  in  G-ermany  and 
that  it  was  the  money  which  ought  to  have  been 
applied  to  payiog  that  which  you  diose  to  squander 
in  idle  bets.  '  Colonel  Deshon's  face  and  voice 
were  both  so  stem  now,  that  Lawrence  began  to 
quake,  and  Lambert  ventured  to  say,  "Mamma 
said  the  G-erman  debt  was  scarcely  Lawrence's 
fault."  "  I  shall  be  very  glad  to  think  so,"  was 
the  reply,  iq  a  tone  which  had  softened  wonderfully 
in  that  moment's  space ;  "  if  you  had  told  me  of 
this  debt,  and  explained  its  cause,  Lawrence,  I 
would  at  once  have  given  you  the  means  to  clear 
yourself  from  it.  How  was  it  that  you  never 
mentioned  it  ?" 

"  I — I  thought  you  would  be  so  displeased,  com- 
ing after  my  milure  in  the  examination  and  all," 
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said  Lawrence, ''  but  I  had  the  intention  to  tell 
jou  all  about  it  now,  and  also  about  my  betting 
with  Mor^urst  even  if  you  had  not  spoken  to  ma 
I  should  have  told  you  before,  but  mamma  did  not 
wish  me  to  worry  you  till  the  assault  of  arms  was 
over,  and  then  came  Lambert's  illness  which  made 
me  unwilling  to  trouble  you  with  my  affairs." 

"  Still  you  have  not  explained  why  you  concealed 
your  billiard  and  card  playing,  and  made  false  ex- 
cuses for  going  to  the  barracks." 

''When  the  rein  is  drawn  too  tight,  and  one 
cannot  break  it,  one  must  escape  from  it  the  best 
way  one  can,"  muttered  Lawrence,  with  indescrib- 
able bitterness. 

''  Even  if  that  way  be  mean  and  cowardly,  and 
underhand!"  exclaimed  Colonel  Deshon,  now 
thoroughly  angry,  "  I  would  rather  have  had  open 
rebellion  than  this ;  am  I  fated  to  find  all  my  sons 
cowards  ?" 

.  ''  This  is  the  first  time  that  I  have  been  called  a 
coward,  sir,"  said  Lawrence  indignantly. 

Lambert's  head  was  bowed  in  a  very  agony  of 
riiame. 

"  I  do  not  accuse  you  of  physical  cowardice,"  the 
G(donel  went  on  without  noticing  his  eldest  «on, 
''but  moral  cowardice  is  much  worse  and  more 
contemptible,  and  it  is  that  which  you  seem  to  me 
to  have  shown.  I  hope  that  you  may  be  more 
sorry  for  this  than  you  appear  to  be,  and  -tibat  you 
will  be  open  for  the  future.  I  can  pardon  boyish 
fi^ults  honestly  owned  to,  but  deceit  and  conceal- 
ment are  intolerable  to  me !" 

"  I  don't  think  I  deserve  to  be  accused  of  de- 
ceit," said  Lawrence,  sullenly,  "  and  as  to  llie  oon- 
eeabn^it,  it  was  mamma  herself  who  advised  its 
continuance.  I  don't  understand  why  she  ohose 
to  tell  you  about  all  this  during  my  libsenee,  and 
without  letting  me  know  her  intentionB." 
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''Don't  ffpeak  in  thai  way  of  joux  mother,  she 
has  been  only  too  kind  to  you,"  was  the  reply,  in 
a  Toice  ivJl  of  pain.  *^  It  was  not  her  wish  to  ac- 
accuse  you  now,  but  something  Major  Wilhs  told 
Alfred,  led  me  to  make  inquiries  of  her  this  after* 
noon  respecting  what  she  knew  of  your  doings, 
and  of  course  she  could  not  keep  back  &e 
truth." 

Lawrence  coupled  a  German  malediction  with 
Major  Willis's  name,  but  caught  up  his  words 
wiui  a  hastr  '*  I  beg  your  pardon,"  as  he  saw  the 
expression  ne  had  aroused  on  his  father's  face. 

'*We  will  quit  the  subject  for  to-night,"  said 
Colonel  Deshon  icily,  rising  from  his  chair  as  he 
spoke ;  "  I  hope  when  I  next  speak  of  it  I  may  find 
you  in  a  more  fitting  temper,  and  better  able  to 
control  your  words." 

He  went  away,  forgetting  for  once  to  offer  Lam* 
bert  the  support  of  his  arm  in  his  progress  from 
the  dining-room  to  the  drawing-room,  and  not  even 
notidng  at  the  moment — so  full  were  his  thoughts 
of  his  younger  son — ^that  instead  of  going  in  at  the 
drawiag-room  door  Lambert  turned  up  stairo. 
Kve  minutes  after,  Lawrence  came  rushing  up; 
he  was  still  very  excited  and  angry,  and  his  move* 
ments   were   impetuous  in  proportion;   but   he 

faused  just  in  time  to  avoid  running  against  Lam* 
ert,  who  was  standing  on  the  first  landing-place, 
leaning  back  agaiast  the  wall.  "  Was  habst  du  i 
Are  you  ill,  Bertie?"  -he  exclaimed,  startled  by  the 
white  face  and  exhausted  attitude. 

'^  Only  a  little  faint — ^I  was  stoppiog  a  minute 
to  rest,  said  Lambert^  taking  long  breaths  be- 
tween each  sentence.  ^Ttaa  is  the  first  time  I 
have  tried  going  up  stairs  alone ;  and  my  efforts  at 
iadependence  don't  seem  to  prosper." 

*^  X  ou  are  not  fit  to  make  them,"  said  Lawrence, 
giving  him  his  arm.     "  I  scarcely  expected  to  find 
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you  down-stairs  at  all.     Toii  don't  look  so  well  as 
you  did  when  I  left  you  three  weeks  ago." 

"  Tou  must  not  judge  by  to-night.  I  am  a  little 
over  tired;  and, — Lawrence,  I  don't  think  one 
ever  looks  so  well  when  one  is  feeline  grieved." 

"  Do  you  mean  that  I  have  grievea  you  ?  I  am 
sorry,  but  I  really  couldn't  stand  being  taken  to 
task  in  that  way.  To  hear  my  father  talk,  you 
would  think  I  had  committed  the  seven  deadly 
sins !" 

They  had  reached  Lambert's  room  by  this  time^ 
and  he  sank  down  on  the  sofa  without  making  any 
reply,  but  looking  so  sad  and  grave,  and  moreover 
so  iU,  that  his  brother  could  not  find  it  in  his  heart 
to  leave  him. 

"  If  you  had  been  in  my  place,  don't  you  think 
you  would  have  found  papa's  remarks  rather  hard 
to  bear?  coming  just  arber  one's  success  too,  and 
when  one  was  hoping  to  have  given  him  more  than 
usual  satisfaction  ?"  urged  Lawrence. 

"  Yes,  that  made  it  very  disappointing  for  you," 
said  Lambert,  with  real  sympathy  in  both  face  and 
voice. 

*'  And  you  allow  that  the  Hen*  Papa  has  not 
been  over  kind  to-night  ?" 

"  No,  indeed,  I  don't  allow  that,"  replied  Lam- 
bert, with  spirit. 

"  But  what  should  you  have  felt  if  you  had  been 
in  my  place?" 

"  I  believe  I  should  have  felt  that  he  was  almost 
too  kind  to  me."  It  was  uttered  so  simply  and 
truthfiiUy  that  Lawrence  could  not  but  believe  it. 
"Do  you  know  how  severe  you  are?"  he  said, 
biting  his  lips.  "  I  suppose  you  mean  to  imply 
that  no  treatment  could  be  bad  enough  for  suen  a 
miscreant  as  I  am?  I  might  have  guessed  as 
much,  knowing  your  highly  moral  and  proper 
views!" 
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''You  mistake  me,"  said  Lambert,  far  more 
humbly  and  timidly  than  most  elder  brothers 
would  have  spoken  in  such  a  case.  ''  I  did  not 
mean  to  imply  that  papa  was  too  kind  to  yoti. 
There  are  very  many  excuses  to  be  made  for  you, 
which  coidd  not  justly  have  been  made  for  me  if  I 
had  done  as  you  have  done,  and  I  think  papa  quite 
feels  this,  xou  might  have  had  his  forgiveness 
very  readily,  if — ^if  you  would  have  owned  that  it 
was  needed." 

Lawrence  gave  his  shoulders  an  impatient  shrug. 

''  To  what  depths  of  penitence  did  he  expect  me 
to  descend  ?  1  was  miserable  enough  about  that 
wretched  debt  some  time  ago,  but  one  can't  go  on 
being  miserable  for  ever;  and  as  to  the  biQiard 
and  card  playing,  I  don't  see  why  at  my  age  I 
should  not  be  free  to  choose  my  own  amusements." 

"  That  is  for  my  father  to  decide ;  but  you  don't 
really  mean  that  if  he  does  not  give  you  this  free- 
dom you  are  justified  in  taking  it  ?  You  wouldn't 
have  said  so  on  Christmas-Day,  I  know." 

"  Perhaps  not  1  I  was  a  fool  that  day,  ready  to 
put  myself  back  into  leading-strings  like  a  child." 

''Not  like  a  child  in  any  contemptible  sense, 
only  in  the  way  that  we  are  bidden  to  '  become  as 
little  children,  that  we  may  enter  into  the  King- 
dom of  Heaven,'  '*  answered  Lambert,  with  sudden 
earnestness;  "and  in  that  Kingdom  loyal  obe- 
dience and  scrupulous  honour,  are  counted  as 
noble  and  manly  things,  which  no  one  need  be 
ashamed  of!" 

Lawrence  did  not  at  once  answer ;  but  his  beau- 
tiful eyes  grew  dreamy  and  sweet  in  their  expres- 
sion. "  xou  remind  me  somehow  of  Schifler's 
'  Kampf  mit  demi  Drachen,'  in  which  obedience  is 
set  higher  than  the  courageous  dragon-slaying," 
he  said  presently. 

"  And  there  the  successfril  knight  comes  back 
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expecting  praise,  and  receives  only  reproof  for  dis-- 
obedience/  said  Lambert  with  a  smile.  "  Grneih 
translated  it  to  me  yesterday,  that  I  mi^t  be 
able  to  enjoy  it  with  her." 

"  I  know  which  piece  you  enjoyed  most,"  said 
Lawrence. 

"Which?" 

"  That  where  the  young  knight  bows  his  head 
under  the  reproof,  and  is  going  humbly  away. 
How  few  in  tne  first  flush  of  their  success  would 
have  behaved  like  that !  I  can  fancy  your  doing 
it  though,  Bertie." 

"  But  you  can't  fancy  my  killing  the  dragon  I" 
said  Lambert,  with  a  litde  laugh  at  his  own  ex* 
pense,  though  he  blushed  hotly  the  while.  "  It  is 
the  meekness  united  with  the  strons  couiageous 
tiliaracter,  which  make,  one  admirl  th«  T<nmg 
knight  so  much :  it  gives  me  almost  a  feeUng  of 
envy  to  hear  about  Imn." 

"  I  don't  see  that  you  have  any  cause  for  envy 
now,  when  you  are  nursing  an  honourable  wound, 
after  having  astonished  us  all  by  your  bravery," 
said  Lawrence,  half  in  jest,  half  in  earnest. 

"  Be  quiet !"  said  Lambert,  authoritatively,  and 
turning  nis  head  away. 

"  But  really,  Bertie,  I  wish  you  would  let  me 
tell  you  what  the  Herr  Papa  said  to  Al£red  about 
you— he — " 

"I  don't  want  to  hear  it,  thank  you,"  inter* 
riipted  Lambert,  in  a  constrained  tone.  "  No,  in*> 
deed,  I  am  in  earnest,  Lawrence.  I  heard  what 
my  father  said  to-night,  that  showed  me  what  his 
real  opinion  was." 

"  You  don't  mean—" 

"  Never  mind.  K  you  are  going  dovm  will  you 
tell  mamma  that  I  am  going  to  be  on  the  prudent 
side,  and  retire  early  to  bed  as  she  advised  me. 
And  will  you  please,  say  good-night  to  everybody 
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for  me,  and  apologiBe  for  mj  bad  manners  in  not 
doing  BO  myself/' 

"  Shall  I  send  Ellis  to  ^on  ?^  inquired  LaTnrence, 
longing  to  put  a  very  different  question,  but  effeo 
tuallj  kept  at  ,a  distance,  aa  GynetL  had  often 
been,  by  bis  brother's  manner. 

"Thank  you,  I  can  ring  when  I  want  him. 
GK>od-night,  Lawrie." 

The  last  words  were  uttered  wistAilly,  and  they 
made  Lawrence  turn  round  again,  and  say,  "  Don't 
think  the  miscreant  altogether  impenitent.  I  wiU 
endeavour  to  conduct  myself  decently  when  I  re- 
ceive the  second  part  of  the  Herr  Papa's  lecture ; 
but  I  should  like  to  know  exactly  how  much  re- 
venge I  owe  to  Major  Willis  and  Alfred." 

'^  None  at  all,  I  hope.  Major  Willis  said  some- 
thing cavually  to  Alfrad  of  his  being  glad  that  ^ou 
had  ceased  to  frequent  the  billiard  and  smokmg- 
rooms  at  the  barracks,  and  Alfred  expressed  some 
imrprise  to  papa  that  this  should  ever  have  been 
your  habit.  T\ia,t  led  papa  to  make  inquiries,  and 
mamma  of  course  told  what  she  knew." 

"Wasn't  he  rather  angry  at  her  having  coun- 
BeUed  concealment,  since  he  seems  to  have  such  a 
horror  of  that  ?" 

"  He  may  have  been  grieved,  but  if  so,  he  did 
not  suffer  it  to  appear,"  said  Lambert  in  a  tone 
that  implied,  "that  is  not  our  affair." 

Lawrence  bade  him  good-night  and  retreated, 
and  no  sooner  was  he  gone,  thsrn  Lambert  quitted 
his  reclining  position  on  the  luxurious  sofa  which 
had  been  provided  for  him  since  his  iUness :  there 
was  a  great  dumb  pain  at  his  heart  which  made 
the  attitude  of  prayer  the  only  one  possible  to  him 
at  that  moment. 

Meantime  the  party  in  the  drawing-room  had 
become  rather  concerned  at  the  prolonged  absence 
of  the  two  L'Sy  and  Gyneth  was  just  setting  off  on 
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a  voyage  of  discoveiy,  when  Lawrence  made  Us 
appearance  there.  Colonel  Deshon  was  playing 
chess  with  his  son-in-law,  while  his  wife  looked 
oyer  his  shoulder,  criticised  his  moves,  and  com- 
mented on  the  chances  of  his  success ;  there  seemed 
no  trace  of  any  cloud  of  displeasure  having  come 
between  those  two.  The  Colonel  looked  up  as  his 
son  entered,  and  inquired  for  Lambert,  and  when 
the  game  was  finished,  rose  up  to  go  to  him,  saying, 
he  must  persuade  him  to  have  some  tea.  Law- 
rence darted  out  into  the  h^ll  after  his  father. 

"  Papa,"  he  said,  with  sudden  resolution,  "  I  am 
sorry  to  have  displeased  you ;  but  now  I  want  not 
so  much  to  beg  pardon  for  myself,  as  to  ask  you  to 
say  something  to  Bertie,  that  will  counteract  the 
impression  of  what  you  said  just  now  about  aU 
your  sons  being  cowards.  I  was  sure  you  did  not 
mean  that  to  apply  to  him  now,  it  would  have 
been  too  bad !" 

"  It  would  indeed ;  I  ought  not  to  have  spoken 
so  thoughtlessly,  but  I  never  imagined — ^yet  what 
can  I  say  to  him !" 

Oh  the  hopeless  reserve  implied  still  more  in  the 
manner  than  in  the  matter  of  that  last  remark ! 
Lawrence  went  back  to  the  drawing-room,  and 
Colonel  Deshon  went  up  stairs,  and  offered  his  son 
some  tea,  and  condoled  with  him  on  being  tired, 
but  how  to  fulfil  Lawrence's  request  he  coiud  not 
imagine.  Nor  was  Lambert  likely  to  help  him 
while  he  persevered  in  such  quiet  polite  refusals, 
such  timid  assurances  that  he  wanted  nothing,  and 
that  a  night's  rest  would  do  him  aU  the  good  in 
the  world.  His  manner  was  the  same  as  it  had 
been  before  his  illness,  it  had  suddenljp'  lost  the 
measure  of  ease  and  frankness  which  it  had  ac- 
quired during  the  time  when  his  father  hung  round 
his  sick  bed,  nursing  and  waiting  on  him  with  al- 
most womanly  tenderness.    He  looked  so  utterly 
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wearied  out  too,  that  Colonel  Desbon  hesitated  to 
say  anything  which  might  bring  on  a  discussion, 
and  yet  could  not  feel  satisfied  in  leaving  him 
without  haying  attempted  to  cheer  him. 

"  I  have  had  a  word  or  two  with  Lawrence,"  he 
said  at  last ;  "  he  seems  abeady  in  a  better  mood, 
thanks  no  doubt  to  your  influence." 

"  No,  not  that,  I  think,  but  he  is  coming  round 
to  his  own  better  self.  He  was  so  prepared  for 
congratulations  and  praises  this  evening,  that  he 
did  not  quite  know  now  to  bear  reproof  at  first, 
but  he  is  beginning  to  see  that  he  deserved  it." 

"  I  must  talk  to  him  about  those  foreign  oaths 
that  he  uses  when  he  is  angry,"  said  Colonel  De- 
shon  very  seriously,  "  he  has  perhaps  fallen  into 
the  habit  without  realizing  how  wrong  it  is;  I 
shall  never  cease  to  regret  that  I  left  hun  so  long 
at  those  Continental. schools  away  from  my  own 
eye." 

"He  is  very  young  still,"  suggested  Lambert 
consolingly,  though  he  fiilly  shared  his  father's 
regret. 

"Yes,  but  in  some  respects  that  makes  such 
precocious  faults  as  his  the  more  painful.  Bertie, 
you  can  hardly  imagine  what  a  comfort  it  is  to  me 
to  think  that  I  have  one  son  who  has  grown  up  to 
manhood  without  my  having  ever  heard  a  word 
from  his  lips  that  I  could  wish  unsaid." 

Lambert's  face  flushed,  and  grew  pale  again. 

"  I  heard  a  man  at  Cambridge  say  a  thing  of  ano- 
ther man  which  pained  me  very  much  at  the  time, 
but  which  I  begin  to  think  is  to  a  certain  extent 
true :  it  was,  *  he  has  not  pluck  enough  to  do  or  say 
anything  wicked,'  and  I  suppose  indeed  that  weak 
natures  do  not  feel  the  same  temptations  as 
stronger  ones  do,  their  faults  are  more  hidden, 
more  petty,  less  glaring." 

"  if  you  are  dassing  yourself  among  weak  na- 
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tures,  yon  are  mistaken ;  I  never  knew  any  one 
with  more  resolution,  more  strengtli  of  purpose 
than  you  have." 

Lambert's  lips  half  unelosed  in  denial,  but  he 
remembered  that  one  of  the  rules  given  in  a  cer- 
tain sermon  on  humility,  which  he  much  prized, 
was  "  Do  not  even  blame  thyself  if  it  makes  othens 
think  thee  humble,"  and  accordingly  he  was 
silent. 

^'  It  ought  to  be  a  lesson  to  us  ail  to  see  how 
you  have  conquered  your  cowardice  for  instance," 
Colonel  Deshon  went  on,  disliking  the  appearance 
of  deliberately  praising  his  son,  and  yet  longing  to 
efface  the  impression  his  former  words  had  made, 
'^  it  is  the  best  example  possible  for  Edgar,  he  has 
really  been  braver  and  more  self-controlled  ever 
since  the  night  of  your  accident." 

''  He  was  so  ashamed  of  having  screamed,  pooar 
child !  that  it  has  made  him  determined  to  conquer 
his  fears.  I'm  afraid  he  took  it  terribly  to  heart 
at  first,  did  he  not  ?  he  very  nearly  cries  even  now 
when  any  one  makes  allusion  to  tne  cause  of  the 
accident.'* 

**  Yes,  he  was  very  unhappy.  I  think  he  felt  in 
his  degree  as — as  I  did, — that  if  your  illness  ended 
fatally,  lifelong  self-reproach  would  be  added  to 
our  sorrow." 

"  Poor  little  fellow  P-  said  Lambert,  as  though 
very  much  shocked,  but-  apparently  oxily  noticing 
the  words  which  related  to  Edgar,  "I  never  thought 
of  his  feeling  more  than  childish  grief  at  my  suffer- 
ing, and  I  longed  to  be  able  to  tell  him  that  it  was 
nothing  so  very  dreadful,  nothing  but  what  I  could 
bear." 

"  But  how  few  would  have  borne  it  as  you  did! 
I  never  saw  such  heroism." 

"  Don't,  please,"  said  Lambert,  in  a  faint  voice, 
"  it  is  very  kind  of  you  to  try  and  magnify  mere 
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endurance  into  heroism,  you  mean  I  know  to  com- 
fort me  by  suggesting  tnat  I  haye  passive  courage 
if  I  have  not  active,  but  indeed  it  is  better  for  me 
to  face  the  truth,  and  see  the  full  extent  of  my 
own  cowardice." 

"  Bertie !"  interrupted  his  father  eagerly ;  but  he 
went  on  in  the  same  low  tone,  "  A  cowardly  man  t 
it  is  very  dreadful  to  fed  oneself  that,  very  hard 
for  you,  sir,  to  own  it  as  a  true  description  of  your 
son,  but  I  am  not  likely,  I  hope,  again  to  disgrace 
you  openly,  I  must  be  more  careful — " 

"Disgrace  me!  what  do  you  meanP"  exclaimed 
the  poor  Colonel  in  despair,  *'  is  it  possible  that 
you  do  not  feel  how  proud  I  am  of  you,  and  v^ith 
how  much  cause  ?" 
"  Proud  of  me  V 

"  Yes,  of  you ;  there  was  a  time  I  own  when  I 
never  expected  to  be  so,  when  if  I  had  been  told 
that  yon  would  one  day  show  such  courage  and 
coolness  as  you  showed  at  the  assault  of  arms,  I 
should  not  have  known  how  to  believe  it,  but — ** 

"  Courage  ?"  echoed  Lambert,  **  then  f  I  liiought 
it  had  been  another  failure !" 

**  You  don't  mean  to  say  you  thought  the  acci- 
dent in  any  way  your  fault  ?" 

"  I  didn't  know,  I  have  never  been  quite  clear 
how  it  happened;  I  remember  hearing  Edgar's 
scream,  and  I  fancy  that  made  me  start." 

"•  It  made  ns  all  start,  ^d  threw  Morrison  quite 
off  his  guard,  but  if  you  doubt  my  testimony  as  to 
how  well  you  bdiaved,  ask  Morrison  himself,  or 
Armstrong,  or  any  of  the  men.  I  vnsh  you  could 
know  what  the  feeling  was  for  you  in  the  regiment 
during  your  iUness !" 

"  I  know  every  one  was  very  kind,"  said  Lam- 
bert, ^  and  sometimes  your  manner  made  me  think 
that  for  once  I  had  been  able  to  satisfy  you.  That 
feeling  was  worth  any  pain  while  it  lasted,  but  to- 
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night  Boinetliing  seemed  to  show  me  that  it  had 
been  a  conceited  mistake  of  my  own." 

"  "Not  so,  the  mistake  was  in  supposing  that  my 
hasty  speech  of  this  evening  refeired  to  anything 
but  your  past  conduct,  your  behaviour  when  you 
were  a  child.  I  know  I  should  oidy  distress  you 
if  I  asked  your  pardon  for  this  and  other  ways  in 
which  I  have  made  you  suffer — " 

"  Never  more  than  was  good  for  me,"  inter- 
rupted Lambert  hastily,  finding  it  quite  intolerable 
to  near  his  father  accuse  himself. 

"  We  will  let  that  pass ;  I  have  my  own  opinion 
about  it.  But,  Bertie,  promise  me  that  you  will 
not  misunderstand  me  henceforth,  that  you  will 
beHeve  how  entirely  *  satisfied'  I  am  with  you — ^to 
use  your  own  expression — and  will  not  think  it 
necessary  to  be  so  distantly  respectful  towards 
me.  There  may  be,  I  think,  a  very  real  fidendship 
between  a  father  and  his  grown-up  son,  and 
though  it  is  neither  your  nature  nor  mine  to  be 
otherwise  than  reserved  in  the  general  way,  there 
may  be  very  true  and  pleasant  confidence  be- 
tween us  if  you  will  get  rid  of  the  notion  that  I 
am  likely  to  be  displeased  with  what  you  say  or 
do,  to  act  towards  you  as  a  harsh  judge  in  short." 

"If  I  have  ever  thought  you  strict,  it  was  a 
strictness  which  I  could  reverence,"  said  Lambert, 
"  but  I  own  I  have  been  foolishly  afraid — " 

"  It  was  not  your  fault ;  you  were  too  severely 
treated  in  your  childhood,  and  kept  a  child  as  far  as 
discipline  was  concerned,  too  long.  I  think  it  was 
Levins  G-rantham  who  first  opened  my  eyes  to  the 
fact  that  the  way  to  make  you  manly  was  to  treat 
you  like  a  man,  and  that  you  had  firm  principle 
enough  to  know  how  to  make  a  right  use  of 
liber^.  But  don't  let  us  talk  any  more,  you  are 
tired,  and  I  ought  not  to  keep  you  up ;  I  hope 
you  will  have  a  good  night." 
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"  Thsnk  you,  and  thank  you  bo  mucli  for  conmig 
to  me." 

They  shook  hands,  and  parted  quite  in  their 
ordinary  way,  Lambert  rising  reBpectfully  &om 
his  seat  ae  hie  father  bade  him  good-night,  out  the 
weight  which  had  Iain  for  years  at  the  son's  heart 
was  gone, — hia  father  was  satisfied  with  him, — he 
could  not  feel  that  he  deserved  it  should  be  so,  but 
BO  it  was,  and  the  remainder  of  hiB  evening  devo- 
tions was  one  long  thanksgiving. 


CHAPTEE  XXXI. 

"  There  is  a  yision  in  the  heart  of  each 
Of  justice,  mercy,  wisdom ;  tenderness 
To  wrong  and  pain,  and  knowledge  of  its  cure — 
And  these  embodied  in  a  woman's  form." 

EOBSBT  BBOWlONa. 

HEN"  Colonel  Deshon  next  recurred  to 
the  subject  of  Lawrence*s  misdemea- 
nours he  found  the  boy  in  a  much  bet- 
ter and  more  dutiful  frame  of  mind, 
and  much  more  ready  to  acknowledge  his  fault. 
He  was  even  moved  to  the  confession  that  he  had 
a  certain  small  private  account  with  a  perfiimer 
in  the  town,  for  various  essences,  &c.,  which  he 
had  found  necessary  (!)  over  and  above  those 
which  his  mother  had  good-naturedly  provided  for 
him ;  and  though  he  quailed  a  little  beneath  his 
father's  scorn,  he  showed  very  becoming  gratitude 
at  being  released  from  this  debt,  and  for  the  very 
liberal  supply  of  pocket-money  which  his  father 
promised  he  should  take  with  him  to  Woolwich 
academy. 

"  I  do  not  wish  to  stint  you  in  any  way,"  con- 
cluded Colonel  Deshon.  "I  like  you  to  have 
enough  to  gratify  all  your  reasonable  desires,  but 
mind,  I  will  have  no  more  debts,  and  the  sooner 
you  learn  to  give  up  effeminate  luxuries  the  better. 
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Whatever  you  do,  be  open  witli  me ;  I  hope  you  will 
keep  out  of  scrapes,  but  if  you  should  ever  be  be- 
trayed into  one,  tell  me  of  it  yourself,  don't  leave 
me  to  find  it  out  from  others.  Can  you  promise 
me  this  ?" 

Lawrence  gave  the  required  assurance,  and 
really  meant  to  keep  his  word ;  his  sense  of  honour 
though  not  strong  enough  to  make  him  "  true  and 
just  in  aU  his  deaHngs,"— something  better  than 
natural  honour  is  needed  for  that  in  most  cases, — 
at  least  made  him  feel  that  a  promise  must  be  kept, 
and  his  affectionate  disposition  was  touched  by  nis 
father's  forbearance. 

"  After  all  he  let  me  off  very  easily,"  he  admit- 
ted to  Lambert,  and  as  his  brother  did  not  imme- 
diately answer,  he  added,  "  Too  easily,  I  suppose 
you  think  ?  I  suspect  if  you  had  been  in  the  Herr 
papa's  place,  you  would  have  brought  some  of  the 
pains  and  penalties  of  the  law  to  bear  upon  me, 
wouldn't  you  ?'* 

"  I  don't  know,  perhaps  I  should,"  said  Lambert 
reflectively,  "it  is  odd  to  find  myself  taking  se- 
verer views  of  things  than  my  father,  but  I  sup- 
pose I  do ;  he  is  so  very  kind  and  forbearing  with 
us  aU." 

"  And  you  are  so  very  cross,  and  such  a  com- 
plete dragon,  as  everybody  knows,  Bertie,"  said 
G-yneth  playfully,  and  Lawrence  began  laughingly 
to  quote  "  Si  jeune  et  si  s^v^re,  O  juge  implacable!" 
which  didn't  look  very  much  as  if  they  were 
greatly  alarmed  by  his  severity. 

G^yneth  was  now  on  the  best  of  terms  with  him, 
and  though  she  was  still  perhaps  a  little  bit  afrai<i^ 
of  him,  it  was  a  pleasant  wholesome  fear,  which  "^ 
just  sufficed  to  serve  as  a  check  on  hasty  and  ill- 
considered  speeches ;  indeed  she  was  one  of  those 
people  who,  while  knowing  nothing  of  fear  in  its 
cowardly  or  slavish  sense,  cherish  secretly  a  little 

Gt  Gt 
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tender  awe  of  those  personB  whom  they  love  the 
best,  and  dread  to  displease  them  ever  so  slightly. 
It  was  now  drawing  near  the  end  of  January, 
and  the  grandmamma  had  returned  to  her  quiet 
home  in  the  cathedral  city,  promising  her  son  ano- 
ther visit  in  the  spring.  Lawrence  was  preparing 
to  set  off  for  Woolwich,  and  Jeannie  and  her  hus- 
band were  just  going  to  spend  two  or  three  weeks 
with  an  aunt  of  Mr.  Hutchinson's,  engaging  how- 
ever to  come  back  and  spend  a  little  while  more  at 
home — as  Jeannie  still  called  her  father's  house — ' 
before  taking  up  their  abode  on  their  estate  in  the 
north  of  England.  Thus  Lambert  and  Gyueth 
were  soon  left  to  entertain  each  other,  and  many 
were  the  tete-^tetes  they  enjoyed  while  Panny  and 
iBdgar  were  engaged  with  Mass  Manson,  though 
not  un£requently  at  Lambert's  instigation,  G-yneth 
would  lay  aside  the  book  or  whatever  it  was  that 
occupied  them,  and  fetch  little  Katie  down  &om 
her  nursery,  to  be  put  through  a  series  of  play- 
lessons  which  the  elaer  brother  and  sister  had  de- 
vised between  them,  and  which  Katie  considered 
'^  g'eat  Am."  She  was  a  bright  intelligent  little 
cmld,  and  when  her  thoughts  were  drawn  ofF  from 
herself,  and  fixed  on  counting  the  buttons  on  her 
brother's  coat,  as  a  lesson  in  numeration,  or  on 
finding  out  that  the  funny-looking  triangle  with 
little  monkey-faced  men  peeping  out  at  ^ck  aide 
of  it  which  Gyneth  drew  so  cleverly  for  her  was 
really  an  A,  and  the  very  same  letter  which  she 
had  seen  embellished  with  a  border  of  bluebells  the 
day  before,  she  was  very  natural,  simple,  and  en- 
gaging. Her  mother  had  taught  her  to  read  one 
or  two  easy  sentences  without  having  properly 
grounded  her  in  her  alphabet,  and  she  scarcely 
knew  any  of  the  letters  taken  separately,  though 
she  delighted  to  rattle  off  her  little  bit  of  reading 
when  any  male  guest  was  present  to  pet  and  praise 
her ;  ana  it  was  this  vanity  and  self-consciousness 
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wliich  G-yneth  wanted  to  check,  while  at  the  same 
time  increasing  her  store  of  real  knowledge  in  a 
Hvely  way,  which  should  keep  her  happy  and  satis- 
fied Vithout  fostering  her  self-esteem  The  cun- 
ning  little  maid  tried  hard  sometimes  to  extract  a 
compliment  from  her  brother  and  sister,  but  though 
such  would-be-innocent  questions  as  "  Hasn't  'oo 

5 ussy  been  a  good  'ittle  pussy  to-day  ?*'  or  "  Isn't 
e  p'etty  *ittle  girl  in  sister's  picture  'ike  E[atie?" 
occasionaUy  beguiled  G^yneth  into  a  caressing  as- 
sent, they  never  won  anything  of  the  sort  from 
Lambert.  And  yet  aU  the  wMe  he  was  so  truly 
and  unselfishly  kind,  so  good-naturedly  mindful  of 
his  baby-sister's  pleasure  and  benent,  that  she 
never  was  able  to  pout  at  him  for  more  than  one 
minute,  or  to  help  loving  him  with  the  whole 
strength  of  her  Httle  capricious  heart. 

They  were  all  so  glad  to  have  Lambert  at  home 
that  they  almost  forgot  to  be  sorry  for  the  cause, 
but  the  continuance  of  his  invalid  state  was  weari- 
some to  himself — though  he  was  happier  in  mind 
now  than  he  had  ever  been — and  little  as  he  said 
about  it,  he  could  not  help  feeling  the  days  rather 
long,  as  the  doctors  would  not  hear  of  his  ventur- 
ing out  in  the  wintry  weather,  lest  he  should  take 
cold,  the  thing  most  to  be  dreaded  as  liable  to 
bring  on  a  return  of  the  tetanus, — and  thus  he 
was  not  able  to  go  to  Church,  to  resume  his  class 
at  either  school,  or  to  walk  or  ride  with  his  father 
as  he  had  been  used  to  do.  ^  He  did  not  the  less 
sympathize  with  G-yneth's  efforts  to  be  useful,  and 
encouraged  her  to  avail  herself  of  Miss  Boyd's  in- 
yitation  to  visit  the  Industrial  Home,  so  accord- 
ingly one  day  she  weiit  thither  with  Fanny,  and 
was  shown  into  a  pleasant  cozy  sitting-room,  where 
sat  an  old  gentleman  pro{>ped  up  by  cushions  in 
an  easy  chair,  and  at  Eis  side  Miss  Boyd,  reading 
the  newspaper  aloud  to  him. 

Q-yneth  feared  her  visit  was  an  interruption,  but 
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the  poor  old  man  appeared  pleased  to  see  her,  in- 
quired kindly  after  her  brother,  and  asked  her  if 
sne  had  come  to  see  "  Mary's  ffirls."  He  seemed 
to  take  great  pride  in  recounting  what  good  gbls 
they  turned  out  after  some  years  of  Mary's  train- 
ing, and  Q-yneth  talked  with  him  for  some  time  on 
this  subject,  while  his  daughter  showed  Fanny 
some  pet  canary  birds,  and  bv  her  own  graceft^ 
kindness  of  manner,  contrivea  to  elicit  more  po- 
liteness from  the  unpolished  little  maiden  than 
Ean  had  ever  before  been  known  to  show  towards 
a  stranger. 

"And  now  Mary  shall  take  you  round  the 
school,  and  I'll  have  my  afternoon  nap,"  said  Mr. 
Boyd  presently,  and  Q-yneth  rose  in  glad  expect- 
ancy, but  to  her  surprise,  just  as  they  reached  the 
door  of  the  room,  the  old  gentleman  called  out  in 
rather  a  fretful  voice,  "  Come,  Mary,  Mary,  you 
haven't  finished  reading  the  newspaper  to  me!" 
and  the  good  daughter  paused  at  once.  "  I  will 
finish  it  now,  papa,"  she  said  pleasantly,  "I  must 
just  send  for  IV&s.  Vesey  to  take  Miss  Deshon 
round  the  school,  and  then  I  shall  be  quite  at  your 
service  again." 

She  despatched  a  servant  with  a  message  which 
soon  brought  to  the  door  a  neat  matronly -looking 
person,  not  exactly  a  lady,  but  with  an  intelligent 
educated  face,  who  reported  that  her  scholars  were 
now  at  needlework,  and  readily  undertook  to  show 
the  young  ladies  all  that  they  wished  to  see. 

As  they  went  down  the  passage  together,  Fan 
remarked  to  her  sister  in  an  audible  tone,  "Wasn't 
it  funny  of  Mr.  Boyd  to  call  Miss  Boyd  back,  after 
he  had  said  she  should  show  us  the  school  ?"  and 
though  G-yneth  gave  a  warning  "  hush,"  their  con- 
ductrese  overheard,  and  said  in  quiet  pleasing 
tones,  "Mr.  Boyd  has  never  been  quite  himseff 
since  the  severe  illness  he  had  eighteen  months 
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ago,  he  is  apt  to  forget  what  he  has  just  said, 
and  to  say  something  contradictory,  but  Miss 
Boyd  never  lets  him  feel  it  if  she  can  help,  poor 
gentleman !" 

"How  good  she  is!"  Gyneth  could  not  help 
saying.      . 

Mrs.  Vesey*s  face  lit  up  into  such  warm  loving 
admiration  as  was  quite  delightful  to  see.  "  That 
is  what  all  the  children  say.  Miss,  and  well  they 
may,"  she  replied,  respectfully. 

The  opening  of  the  schoolroom  door  displayed  a 
row  of  girls  in  neat  stuff  dresses  of  a  small  checked 
pattern,  known  as  shepherd's  plaid,  seated  on  each 
side  of  a  long  table,  the  elder  ones  marked  out  by 
the  distinction  of  wearing  a  lilac  print  apron,  in- 
stead of  a  hoUand  pinafore  as  the  younger  ones 
did.  They  ail  rose  up,  curtseyed,  smiled,  and  re- 
sumed their  work,  and  most  marvellous  was  it  in 
Fanny's  eyes  to  see  the  neatness  and  dexterity 
with  which  many  of  them  plied  their  needles.  To 
Gyneth's  great  delight  Mrs.  Vesey  bade  them 
sing,  and  several  pleasant  lively  songs  were  exe- 
cuted very  prettily,  one  of  the  elder  girls  leading. 
"  Miss  Boyd  instructs  them  in  singing  herself," 
Mrs.  Yesey  explained,  "  and  a  great  treat  it  is  to 
them,  though  she  cannot  give  as  much  time  to  it 
as  she  would  like,  and  I  am  sorry  to  say  I  am  not 
able  to  help  her,  being  quite  ignorant  of  music, 
and  not  having  at  all  a  good  ear  for  it.  We  have 
an  harmonium  here  you  see,  in  this  little  side 
room,"  opening  a  door  as  she  spoke,  "  and  of  a 
Sunday  evening  Miss  Boyd  plays  many  hymns  and 
chants,  and  the  girls  sing  them,  there  are  several 
of  them  that  sing  very  nicely,  but  Miss  Boyd  says 
they  want  more  instruction." 

"  Qyneth,  couldn't  you  help  ?"  cried  Fanny,  and 
as  her  sister  murmured  that  she  "  could  not  sing 
well  enough  to  be  able  to  teach,"  Fan  went  on 
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"  Oh  yes  you  can,  your  voice  is  not  strong,  but  it 
is  very  sweet,  Bertie  says  so,  and  you  know  all 
about  music  so  well.'* 

They  passed  on  through  the  rest  of  the  house, 
saw  the  large  orderly  bedrooms,  with  their  beauti- 
ful air  of  cleanliness,  then  went  down  stairs  and 
saw  the  girls*  dining-room ;  the  kitchen,  where  a 
quaint-looking  stumpy  child,  with  sleeves  tucked 
up,  and  a  little  close  cap  on  her  head,  was  helping 
the  cook  to  clear  away  the  cooking  utensils  which 
had  been  used  in  the  morning ;  and  the  laundry, 
where  were  two  or  three  more  Industrial  girls  hard 
at  work  under  the  superintendence  of  another  ser* 
vant.  "They  take  it  in  turns  to  wash  and  to 
cook,  and  to  do  the  house-work,"  said  Mrs.  Yesey, 
'^  so  many  each  day,  and  then  they  all  learn  be- 
sides to  make  and  mend  clothes,  and  to  read  and 
write  and  cipher,  and  to  make  gruels  and  things 
for  the  sick.  Mr.  Weatherhead  sends  here  mostly 
for  what  he  wants  for  the  sick  poor  that  he  sees 
in  his  daily  rounds." 

^  And  Miss  Bovd  visits  among  the  poor  a  good 
deal,  doesn't  she? ' 

*'  She  does  what  she  has  time  for,  and  that  is 
more  than  many  do  who  have  fall  leisure ;  she  has 
a  district — one  of  the  worst  in  the  town — and 
when  she  cannot  go  to  it  on  the  right  day  she 
sends  some  one,  but  I  could  wish  she  would  give 
it  up,  for  I  fear  she  works  beyond  her  strength." 

"But  you  help  her,"  said  Fanny. 

"  So  far  as  I  am  able ;  and  she  has  good  ser- 
vants who  have  been  with  her  many  years,  and 
would  do  anything  to  serve  her,  but  still  it  is  the 
mistress  witn  whom  the  responsibility  rests,  and 
she  feels  that,  poor  young  lady." 

"  Have  you  Known  her  all  her  life  P"  questioned 
Ean. 

"Yes,  I  was  her  nursery-govemess  when  she 
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was  quite  a  little  thing,  and  then  I  stayed  to  be 
nurse  to  Mrs.  Boyd,  who  was  an  invalid  for  many 
years  before  she  died.  After  that  I  married  and 
went  away,  but  about  three  years  ago  I  became  a 
widow,  and  Miss  Boyd  asked  me  to  come  back  to 
her  and  help  her  with  this  school  which  she  had 
just  undertaKen." 

**  I  should  like  to  be  Miss  Boyd !  she  comes  up 
to  my  ideal!"  quoth  Eanny.  As  she  said  this, 
they  turned  an  ansle  of  the  stairs  and  came  upon 
Miss  Boyd  herself  ^*  Papa  is  asleep  now,  so  I 
thought  I  might  join  you,"  she  said.  "  Have  you 
seen  all  that  you  wish  to  see  ?'* 

Ghyneth  replied,  that  Mrs.  Vesey  had  kindly 
shown  them  oyer  all  that  part  of  the  house  which 
the  girls  occupied,  and  added  rather  timidly,  '^  we 
have  liked  it  all  so  much." 

''  Is  it  not  good  of  papa  to  have  let  me  turn  his 
house  upside  down  in  this  way  ?"  rejoined  Miss 
Boyd  with  her  radiant  smile,  ^  he  has  never  once 
complained  of  any  annoyance  from  my  maidens, 
nor  has  Alex  either." 

'^  You  have  taken  care  that  no  annoyance  should 
be  given,  my  dear,"  said  Mrs.  Vesey  lovingly, 
'^  and  the  house  is  so  big  I  scarce  think  the  noise 
the  girls  make  is  heard  at  the  other  side  of  it." 

''  No,  thanks  to  the  rambling  passages  and  the 
old-fashioned  double  doors  which  sUnitarians  dis- 
like so  much,  we  get  on  very  well,  and  I  don't 
think  we  are  an  unhealthy  set  either.  Will  you 
come  and  rest  a  little  while  in  the  quiet  part  of 
the  house.  Miss  Deshon?  I  am  afraid  you  are 
tired." 

G^yneth  did  not  care  about  that,  but  was  glad  to 
have  a  little  more  of  Miss  Boyd's  society,  and  so 
followed  her — after  taking  leave  of  Mrs.  Vesey — 
to  a  small,  snug,  business-like  looking  room,  where 
were  a  writing-table  and  a  work-table,  both  of 
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which  seemed  to  bear  tokens  of  being  far  more  for 
use  than  show. 

Miss  Boyd  stirred  up  the  fire,  for  the  day  waa 
cold,  and  made  her  visitors  sit  near  it ;  then  took 
up  some  work  and  stitched  away  busily,  talking 
blithely  the  while.  "  Tes,"  she  said,  in  answer  to 
a  remark  of  Gyneth's  about  Mrs.  Vesey,  "  I  don't 
know  what  we  should  do  without  her.  I  might, 
perhaps,  have  found  a  cleverer  and  more  methodi- 
cal person,  but  a  better  or  a  kinder  there  could 
hardly  be,  and  the  girls  respect  her  thoroughly, 
which  is  a  ^at  point." 

"  How  mcely  some  of  them  sing,"  said  Fanny. 

"  Yes,  very  well,  considering  how  little  instruc- 
tion they  have  had,  and  they  do  so  enjoy  it.  I 
think  too  it  makes  them  enter  more  into  the  feel- 
ing of  the  Church-Service,  to  be  able  to  join  in  the 
musical  parts  of  it.  Mrs.  Yesey  took  them  to  the 
service  on  New  Tear's  Eve,  and  they  have  spoken 
several  times  since  of  the  beauty  of  the  music  that 
evening.  I  think  they  wish  we  could  always  have 
the  same  organist." 

"  Why  cousin  Lewis  said,  Q-yneth  played  as  if 
she  were  out  of  practice !"  exclaimed  Fanny. 

"  So  I  am,  and  I  know  I  played  very  badly," 
said  G-yneth  with  humility.  *^  It  must  have  been 
mv  playing  slower  than  the  usual  organist  does, 
which  made  the  girls  like  it  better.  It  did  not 
hurry  the  singers  so  much." 

Miss  Boyd  let  her  work  fall  for  an  instant,  and 

fave  one  kind  glance  at  the  sweet-tempered  face, 
'erhaps  it  was  being  used  to  the  self-satisfied 
Augusta,  that  made  her  so  much  value  G^yneth's 
real  modesty. 

^*  I  wanted  Gyneth  to  ask  you  if  she  might  help 
you  teach  your  girls  to  sing,"  said  downrignt  Fan ; 
*'  but  she  never  will  think  she  can  do  anything ;  it 
is  quite  provoking  of  her!" 
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"  Bo  you  find  it  so  ?"  said  Miss  Boyd  gaily*;  and 
then,  in  sincere  pity  to  Q-yneth's  blushes,  she  went 
on,  "  You  can't  quite  estimate,  can  you  ?  how  many 
things  may  hinder  your  sister  from  wishing  to  make 
such  an  offer." 

"  Oh  but  I  do  wish  it,  at  least  I  should  like  it 
very  much  if  I  could  be  any  help  to  you,"  said 
Ghyneth ;  "  but  that  is  my  doubt.  I  don't  think  I 
know  enough  to  be  able  to  teach." 

"  Tou  know  more  than  I  do,  I  daresay,  of  music 
at  any  rate,"  her  friend  answered  smiling ;  "  but 
could  you  spare  the  time,  and  would  your  mamma 
like  it  ?  I  should  be  very  glad  of  your  help ;  but 
I  never  dreamed  of  asking  for  it.  I  thought  most 
likely  you  were  fiilly  occupied  already." 

"What  have  I  to  occupy  me?"  responded  G-y- 
neth,  rather  piteously. 

"  A  good  deal  in  your  home,  have  you  not  ? 
Little  sisters  and  brotners  always  make  work  for 
the  elder  ones.  And  then,  do  you  mind  my  saying 
that  I  have  heard  of  your  and  Mrs.  Deshon*s  kind- 
ness to  the  soldiers'  wives  ?" 

"  Papa  and  mamma  take  great  interest  in  them, 
and  I  have  sometimes  been  able  to  help  a  little  in 
working  for  them,  but  that  is  all ;  I  have  no  op- 

gortunity  of  seeing  them,  unless  they  come  to  our 
ouse.  Of  course  I  have  some  home  employments, 
and  I  can  always  fill  up  my  time  with  reading ; 
but  still  there  are  a  good  many  hours  that  I  could 
spare  if  it  were  for  any  real  use.  If  you  really 
like  me  to  try  and  help  you  with  the  singing,  how 
ofben  shall  I  come  ?  Two  or  three  times  a  week  ?" 
"  I  think  if  you  could  come  for  about  an  hour 
twice  a  week,  without  inconvenience  to  yourself, 
it  would  be  a  real  boon  to  us,  and  we  should  be 
very  grateful;  but  don't  decide  on  the  plan  till 
you  have,  thought  it  over  a  little,  and  are  quite 
«ure  you  would  not  dislike  it." 
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"  There  is  no  fear  of  that,  but  I  must  talk  it 
over  with  mamma  before  I  can  quite  promisei 
though  I  don't  suppose  she  wiQ  have  any  objec- 
tion. But,  Miss  Boyd,  may  I  ask  if  you  have  any 
soldiers'  wives  in  your  district?" 

*'  Yes,  several,  and  those  not  of  the  best  class. 
They  are  those  whose  husbands  have  married  with- 
out leave  from  their  commanding  officer,  and, 
therefore,  they  are  not  recognised  and  helped  by 
the  officers  like  the  other  women,  I  suppose.  Are 
they,  poor  things  ?" 

"  Not  to  the  same  extent,  certainly,"  said  Q-y- 
neth,  "nor  will  they  have  any  claim  I  am  afiraid 
to  the  married  quarters,  as  they  are  rather  oddly 
called,  which  are  being  built  now.  I  shall  be  so 
glad  when  those  are  finished,  for  then  the  women 
who  are  living  now  in  the  barrack-rooms  will  not 
have  to  do  so  any  longer ;  but  that  will  not  help 
the  poor  things  you  are  speaking  of.  Is  there 
anything  that  we  could  do  to  help  them  through 
you  ?  Mamma  says  she  always  feels  so  sorry  for 
them  ;  but  papa  is  obliged  to  set  his  face  against 
the  men  marmng  without  leave,  therefore  we  can- 
not take  much  notice  openly  of  the  wives  of  thoee 
who  have  done  so." 

'*  But  their  misery  is  very  great  sometimes,  es- 
pecially in  one  or  two  instances  I  know  of,  as  the 
men  are  still  compelled  to  live  in  barracks,  and  the 
greater  part  of  their  pay  kept  back  of  course  to 
provide  their  rations,  so  that  what  they  can  give 
their  wives  is  the  merest  trifle,  not  enough  to  keep 
them  from  starving;  fortunately  most  of  them  can 
earn  a  little  for  themselves,  but  they  are  not  always 
able  to  do  this." 

"I  know,  it  is  very  dreadful!"  said  Oyneth, 
sadly ;  "  I  have  thought  of  it  often ;  but  papa  sayv 
there  is  no  help  for  it,  and  that  to  be  strict  is  the 
kindest  way  in  the  end — ^as  well  as  the  only  right 
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one — though  it  does  not  always  se^n  so  at  the 
time." 

"  But  the  poor  wives  I" 

'*  Yes,  it  is  they  who  suffer  the  most ;  papa  says 
the  men  must  be  punished  if  only  to  deter  others 
from  following  their  example,  but  I  think  the  ter- 
rible part  of  it  is  that  the  punishment  falls  hardest 
on  those  poor  wives,  many  of  whom  I  dare  say 
never  knew  that  their  husbands  had  need  to  ask 
any  one's  leave  before  marrying  them." 

"  And  yet  Colonel  Deshon  objects  to  your  re- 
lieving their  misery  ?"  inquired  Miss  Boyd,  as  if 
she  found  this  rather  hard. 

"  No,  no,  indeed  you  must  not  think  that !  only 
to  our  taking  notice  of  them  too  openly.  I  know 
it  is  only  because  his  duty  obliges  nim  that  he  is 
severe,  and  ofben  and  often  he  gives  these  poor 
women  coals  and  blankets  and  money  for  uieir 
rent,  but  he  sends  it  through  Mr.  Weatherhead, 
or  the  chaplain,  without  saying  that  it  comes  from 
him.  He  says  if  only  that  number  of  men  in  each 
company  married,  who  are  allowed  by  the  regula- 
tions to  do  so, — I  forget  exactly  what  the  number 
is,  six,  I  think, — there  would  be  means  for  provid- 
ing for  them  comfortably,  even  on  a  voyage,  and 
they  might  be  a  comparatively  prosperous  set, 
whereas  now  all  these  nosts  of  poor  women  and 
children  are  a  serious  burden  on  the  regiment,  and 
a  great  perplexity  to  the  officers,  who  scarcely 
know  how  to  reconcile  justice  and  mercy." 

"But  how  hard  the  officers  would  think  it  if 
thev  were  not  allowed  to  marry  when  they 
wished !"  said  Miss  Boyd  smiling,  "  you  see  I  sp^bk 
as  a  civilian." 

"I  daresay  they  would,"  said  Gyneth,  with  an 
answering  smile,  *'  but  in  reality  many  of  them  are 
prevented  from  marrying  when  they  wish,  by  the 
fact  that  their  pay  is  so  small  they  cannot  possibly 
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afford  to  many — ^unless  they  have  good  private 
means — till  they  get  their  captaincy,  even  ii  then. 
There  is  a  young  officer  in  papa's  regiment  now" 
— Gyneth  had  not  fallen  into  her  mouier's  trick  of 
saying  *  our  regiment' — "who  has  been  attached 
for  years  to  a  girl  we  know,  but  he  does  not  think 
it  would  be  generous  to  bring  her  to  such  extreme 

Eoverty  as  he  must  if  he  married  her  while  he  is  a 
eutenant,  so  he  is  waiting  till  he  gets  promotion. 
And  I  think,  don't  you  P  that  one  might  reason- 
ably expect  the  same  patience  and  forethought 
from  some  of  the  soldiers ;  if  they  were  steady 
they  would  get  promoted  to  be  corporals  or  ser- 
geants, or  at  any  rate  in  time  their  turn  would 
come  for  being  allowed  to  marry." 

"  Poor  fellows  1  yes,  I  wish  they  could  be  wise 
and  patient ;  often  their  hasty  marriages  turn  out 
very  badly  for  themselves,  do  they  not  ?  One  or 
two  of  the  women  I  have  in  my  district  would  be 
the  misery  of  any  good  man  even  if  th^  had  am- 
ple means  for  their  support.  Some  oi  them  are 
so  piteously  ignorant,  I  do  wish  they  could  be 
taught  better ;  has  not  Mrs.  Parry  a  weekly  dass 
for  those  in  her  district  ?" 

*'  Yes,  she  teaches  them  to  work  and  so  on.  I 
think  it  must  be  a  good  thing  for  them,  don't  you. 
Miss  Boyd  ?  except — "  and  Gyneth  hesitated — 

^  Except  that  she  reads  aloud  weak  oontroversial 
tracts  to  them,  which  even  if  they  do  no  harm  do 
little  good,  is  that  what  you  were  going  to  say  ? 
But  I  thinik  others  might  try  to  copy  what  is  good 
in  her  plan  and  yet  avoid  her  mistokes.  Is  'uiere 
no  other  officer's  wife  who  would  be  likely  to  un- 
dertake such  a  thing  ?" 

"I  am  afraid  not,"  said  Gyneth,  reflectiTely, 
''but  I  will  ask  ipf^nma  about  it.  Only  before  I 
go  will  you  tell  me  if  there  is  anything  we  can  do 
at  once  for  the  poor  women  in  your  district  ?" 
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"  Thank  you,  there  is  one  I  want  help  for  very 
much,  a  young  mother  with  twins  a  fortnight  old, 
who  are  so  ill  provided  with  garments  that  I 
found  one  of  them  wrapped  up  in  its  father's  old 
great  coat !  while  its  motner  was  washing  its  one 
drees." 

"  I  have  some  flannel  and  things  at  home,  I  wiU 
set  to  work  at  once,"  said  Gyneth  readily,  "  you 
will  help  me,  won't  you,  Fan?  Gt)od-bye,  Miss 
Boyd,  and  thank  you  so  much." 

"  Thank  you  for  explaining  to  me  about  the  sol- 
diers and  their  marriages,  I  am  too  completely  a 
civilian  to  be  able  quite  to  judge  of  the  matter, 
but  I  understand  it  now  better  than  I  did  before." 

"  I  wish  you  could  hear  it  explained  better ;  but 
you  don't  think  papa  unmerciful  now,  do  you  ?" 

"  No,  I  think  he  is  one  who  will  do  his  dutv  at 
any  cost — as  I  should  have  judged  from  his  face, 
— but  who  can  stni  feel  for  the  offenders.  Every 
one  must  honour  such  firm  principle." 

"And  he  is  not  at  all  cross  at  home,"  cried 
Fanny,  "  indeed  he  is  not !"  whereat  Gyneth  and 
Miss  Boyd  laughed,  and  the  three  psuiied  very 
good  friends. 

But  what  could  be  done  to  help  the  soldiers' 
wives,  was  the  problem  which  dwelt  in  Qyneth's 
mind  all  that  day. 


CHAPTEE  XXXII. 


"  A  little  onward  lend  Thy  guiding  hand ! 
Thus  daily  may  we  gather  better  thoughts, 
And  arm  our  souls  with  stead&stness,  or  learn 
That  we  have  nought  to  gather,  nought  to  lose 
On  earth,  and  in  tnat  knowledge  learn  our  peace. 
Then  welcome  disappointment  and  decay, 
BereaTement  and  keen  sense  of  loved  ones  lost,-^ 
Full  welcome,  if  they  lead  us  in  Thy  path. 
To  cling  the  more  to  Thy  parental  hand, 
Far  better  than  felse  gleams  that  lead  us  thence, 
And  then  desert  us." 

The  Cathe^raL 

HE  months  from  Christmas  to  Eaeter 
seemed  to  Ghyneth  to  pass  Trith  un- 
usual swiftness,  perhaps  because  they 
were  more  full  of  employment  for  her 
than  the  autumnal  months  had  been.  On  two 
days  in  each  week  she  spent  not  only  the  hour 
which  had  first  been  agreed  upon,  but  two  or  three 
hours  at  the  industrial  school,  and  besides  teaching 
the  girls  singing,  was  able  to  give  some  help  in 
their  other  lessons.  She  had  read  and  thought  so 
much,  that  she  only  needed  more  clearness  in  ex- 
pressing herself  to  make  a  very  good  teacher,  and 
that  she  was  gradually  acquiring,  by  pains  and 
practice.  Her  mother  saw  she  liked  it,  and  put 
no  hindrance  in  her  way,  more  particularly  as 
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the  ecliool  was  on  the  common,  not  in  *  the  odious 
town,'  and  G-yneth  took  care  so  to  time  her  visits 
to  it  as  not  to  interfere  with  any  home  duty.  Nor 
did  Mrs.  Deshon  object  to  G-yneth*s  affording  such 
help  as  she  could,  through  Miss  Boyd,  to  the  forlorn 
set  of  soldiers'  wives  who  had  congregated  toge- 
ther in  some  of  the  low  streets  in  the  town  to  live 
there  cheaply  and  miserably  until  better  days 
should  come ;  and  she  even  promised  to  take  G-y- 
neth with  her  to  visit  that  more  prosperous  set 
who  were  just  entering  into  possession  of  the  mar- 
ried-quarters, as  soon  as  they  were  likely  to  be 
quite  settled  in  their  new  abodes.  She  laughed, 
however,  at  Gyneth's  proposal  to  get  up  some  mo- 
thers' meetings,  which  should  be  an  improved  copy 
of  Mrs.  Parry's,  declared  herself  unequal  to  the 
imdertaking,  and  jestingly  asked  whether  Gyneth 
thought  Mrs.  Eoss,  or  Mrs.  Trelawny, — another 
officer's  wife,  remarkable  chiefly  for  great  splen- 
dour of  costume  and  great  deficiency  of  good  sense, 
— were  likely  to  be  either  able  or  willing  to  in- 
struct the  soldiers'  wives  in  domestic  duties,  plain 
needlework,  and  the  management  of  children. 

The  scheme,  however,  was  not  so  unlikely  of  ac- 
complishment as  Gyneth  at  first  thought,  for  early 
in  February  the  garriBon-chaplain  married,  and 
when  the  bride  arrived  at  Harbourmouth,  she  at 
once  set  to  work  under  her  husband's  direction,  to 
do  what  she  could  for  the  benefit  of  the  soldiers' 
wives  and  children.  She  was  not  obliged  to  have 
too  strict  regard  as  to  whether  the  soldiers  had 
married  with  leave  or  without,  and  she  did  her 
best  to  befiiend  all  the  women ;  and  at  Easter  an- 
nounced that  she  was  about  to  have  weekly  sew- 
ing-classes for  those  who  would  attend  them,  and 
inquired  whether  Mrs.  Deshon  or  her  daughter 
would  be  inclined  to  help  in  teaching,  or  in  read- 
ing aloud  to  the  workers. 
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Mrs.  Deshon  Bmiled  sweetly,  said  it  would  be 
no  doubt  a  very  good  thing  for  the  poor  women, 
and  that  if  funds  were  needed  she  should  be  very 
happy  to  contribute,  but  ignored  the  possibility 
of  giving  help  of  any  other  kind  herself,  and  said 
that  the  time  and  place  chosen  would  make  it  im- 
possible for  her  daughter  to  do  so  either. 

G-yneth  held  down  her  head  and  said  nothiug, 
except  that  when  she  bade  the  energetic  little  lady 
good-bye,  she  added,  "  I  hope  your  plan  will  suc- 
ceed, I  shall  like  so  much  to  hear  how  it  answers," 
but  she  could  not  help  thinking  that  as  it  was 
found  quite  possible  for  the  carriage  to  take  her 
into  the  town  whenever  she  wanted  to  do  a  little 
shopping,  or  to  go  and  see  Miss  Estcourt,  its  ser- 
vices might  have  been  equally  available  in  this 
case,  if  her  mother  had  so  wished. 

The  chaplain's  wife,  in  the  heat  of  her  zeal,  de- 
nounced both  mother  and  daughter  to  her  husband 
as  very  useless  people,  and  declared  that  Miss  De- 
shon was  like  a  wax  doll,  dressed  up  and  taken  out 
to  parties  and  to  genteel  airings  on  the  common, 
but  not  suffered  to  come  iq  contact  with  anything 
disagreeable,  even  for  ever  so  good  a  purpose. 
"  She  might  as  well  be  kept  under  a  glass-case  at 
once !"  ended  the  little  lady  indignantly ;  "  while 
she  sat  there  looking  so  renned  and  helpless,  and 
her  mother  talked  of  the  impossibility  of  ner  going 
into  *that  horrid  town,'  I  could  not  help  thiok- 
ing  of  *rhermine'  in  Florian's  old  fable,  and  the 
lines, — 

'* '  Pour  arriyer  la  bas  il  fiiudrait  se  salir, 
Et  moi  je  suis  si  delicate, 
Qu'une  tache  me  &it  mourir !'  " 

But  the  chaplain  knew  something  of  the  real 
state  of  the  case,  and  mollified  his  warm-hearted 
wife's  displeasure,  affirming  that  Miss  Deshon  was 
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by  no  means  helpless  or  useless  either ;  and  mean- 
while GYneth  was  receiving  Lambert's  sympathy 
for  her  disappointment. 

"Perhaps,  if  the  class  succeeds,  and  papa  ap- 
proves of  it,  mamma  may  let  you  help  after  all," 
ne  suggested. 

"  I'm  a&aid  not,  but  if  the  thing  is  done,  I  ought 
not  to  mind  that  I  have  none  of  the  doing  of  it," 
answered  Gyneth,  sweetly.  "  Miss  Boyd  will  be 
so  glad  to  hear  that  the  scheme  is  really  to  be  car- 
ried out;  I  must  tell  her  about  it  to-morrow,  I 
need  not  say  anything  of  my  having  been  asked  to 
join,  or  of  mamma's  refusal." 

"  And  some  day  you  know  you  will  be  quite  old 
and  sage,  and  then  no  doubt  mamma  will  grant 
you  a  certain  measure  of  independence,  even  if  you 
do  not  marry,  though  I  suppose  you  will,  sooner 
or  later." 

"  Oh,  no,  Bertie,  never !" 

He  had  been  speaking  lightljs,  but  she  answered 
with  such  earnestness,  that  it  made  him  say, 
«  Why  ?  do  you  think  it  wrong  ?" 

"  No,  oh,  no,  of  course  not ;  but  I  am  going  to 
be  an  old  maid,  and  live  at  home,  I  hope ;  that 
will  not  be  the  way  to  independence  perhaps,  but 
do  you  know,  I  think  it  is  good  for  me  to  have  my 
will  thwarted,  and  to  be  obliged  to  submit,  for 
when  I  was  with  grandmamma,  who  indulged  all 
my  wishes,  I  got  into  the  way  of  being  too  inde- 
pendent and  self-opinionated.  I  don't  think  I 
could  have  written  that  horrid  conceited  letter 
about  the  Greeks, — which  I  told  you  of, — if  I  had 
been  at  home,  I  should  have  felt  directly  that  it 
would  displease  papa  and  mamma,  and  that  I  must 
not  do  it,  no  matter  how  much  I  wished  it." 

"  Yes,  I  see ;  and  submission  has  been  a  matter 
of  principle  with  you  since  you  came  home,  not  of 
habit  merely  as  it  is  with  those  who  have  been 

H  H 
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used  to  it  all  their  lives ;  that  must  have  made  it 
somewhat  difficult  at  first." 

"  It  was,  for  a  little  time,  because  I  had  grand 
ideas  about  being  useful,  and  it  seemed  to  me  hard 
that  the  things  I  was  checked  in  were  just  those 
which  I  had  thought  right  and  good,  and  which  I 
had  expected  would  have  been  encouraged,  but  I 
hope  I  am  beginniag  to  see  that  mj  business  is 
not  to  find  out  how  I  could  be  most  useful,  but 
how  I  can  fulfil  most  exactly  and  patiently  the 
plain  duties  which  are  set  before  me;  though  I 
have  not  half  learned  my  lesson  yet,  I'm  afraid, 
for  I  have  to  spell  it  all  out  again  every  time  there 
comes  a  question  like  that  of  to-day.'' 

"  That  is  the  way  to  learn  it  perfectly  in  time, 
and  when  you  have  learnt  it,  perhaps  some  means 
may  open  for  your  being  useful,  consistent  with 
duty  and  obedience.  I  don't  think  that  deep  feel- 
ing for  the  poor  and  their  trials,  and  that  great 
longing  to  help  th«n,  can  have  been  given  you  for 
nothing,  or  that  it  can  be  wrong  to  hope  that  it 
may  find  a  proper  outlet  some  day,  but  meantime, 
of  course,  patience,  and  self-discipline  are  the  best 
plan." 

*'  Bo  you  remember  advising  me  not  to  make  an 
ideal  of  life  for  myseH^  but  to  go  on  step  by  step, 
doing  my  duty  as  far  as  I  could  see  it  ?  I  have 
often  thought  of  that  since,  and  of  my  foolish  say- 
ing that  I  had  no  real  duties*" 

"  You  wouldn't  say  that  now  ?" 

'*  'No,  I  hope  not,  only — if  one  sees  one's  duty 
and  does  not  do  it,  it  is  almost  WOTse  t^an  the  not 
seeing  it." 

" '  We  have  left  undone  those  tMnga  whieh  we 
ought  to  have  done.'  Which  of  us  doeis  not  need 
to  say  that  ?" 

<<  And  tiien  the  Absolution  following  gives  one 
courage  to  start  afresh,  and  tiy  and  do  better ; 
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yes,  one  can  never  quite  despair  while  one  has 
such  help.'* 

"  And  you  are  not  tired  of  everything  now  ?" 

**  Ko ;  and  I  hope  I  shall  be  less  tired  every 
year ;  one  may  '  overlive '  things  in  a  good  sense 
as  well  as  in  a  bad  one,  I  suppose." 

She  spoke  bravely,  and  suppressed  the  yawn  and 
sigh  that  would  fain  have  risen  when  the  striking 
of  the  clock  showed  her  that  it  was  time  to  dress 
for  the  weekly  dinner-party  which  she  always 
found  BO  tedious ;  nor  did  she  indulge  in  any  recol* 
lections  of  the  over-^fatigued  Lord  Eonald,  but  was 
serene  and  bright  when  she  re-entered  the  draw* 
ing-room  after  her  evening  toilette,  though  perhaps 
not  looking  quite  her  best  or  happiest,  for  her  mo- 
ther commented  unfavourably  on  her  appearanee, 
and  declared  she  had  certainly  put  on  the  most 
unbecoming  dress  in  her  possession.  "  I  think 
you  must  have  forgotten,  my  dear,  that  Mr.  "Wea- 
therhead  and  Colonel  Jarvis  and  Major  Willis  and 
Anthony  are  going  to  dine  with  us  this  evening," 
remoTistrated  the  mamma, ''  and  that  you  should 
have  dressed  yourself  accordingly.  I  suppose  your 
thoughts  were  taken  up  with  mothers  meetings, 
and  aU  sorts  of  virtuous  schemes,  but  I  don't 
know  why  one  should  make  oneself  look  a  fright 
because  one  is  charitably  inclined." 

If  Ghyneth  had  answered  exactly  as  she  felt  she 
would  nave  said  that  she  didn't  care  how  she 
looked,  and  would  have  begged  to  be  let  alone,  but 
what  she  did  sav  was  ''  I  am  not  sure  that  I  can 
help  looking  a  night,  but  if  you  wish  me  to  put 
on  some  other  dress,  mamma,  I  think  there  will  be 
time  for  me  to  change  this,  if  I  make  haste."  And 
accordingly  she  was  sent  to  effect  this  alteration, 
while  Mrs.  Deshon  turned  to  Lambert  with  the 
remaok,  ^  What  a  comfort  it  is  that  she  is  so  sweet-* 
tempered!  only  think  what  trouble  I  shi^  have 
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when  Fanny  is  a  young  lady,  she  is  just  as  indi£> 
ferent  to  her  appearance  as  Qvneth  is,  and  not 
half  so  biddable,  she  growls  and  argues  whenever 
I  want  her  to  take  any  pains  with  her  dress, 
whereas  Q-yneth  submits  very  prettily,  however 
much  against  the  grain." 

"  One  may  hope  that  Fan  will  take  pattern  by 
her,  such  an  example  of  loyal  obedience  ought  not 
to  be  thrown  away,"  said  Lambert  warmly,  "but, 
mother,  I  can't  be  sorry  that  my  sisters  are  not 
naturally  fond  of  sacrificing  to  the  graces.  I  grant 
that  Fan's  untidiness  is  objectionable,  but  GTyneth 
always  looks  refined  and  neat,  and  what  more  can 
one  want  ?" 

"My  dear,  you  know  nothing  about  it,"  said 
Mrs.  Deshon,  with  a  little  arch  nod  of  her  head. 
"  I  have  a  distinct  image  of  the  dowdy  little  wife 
you  wiU  bring  me  home  some  day,  some  small 
punt  being  who  has  abiured  crinoline,  and  ha«  aJl 
her  dresses  made  of  black  alpaca,  or  some  such 
objectionable  material ;  and  tne  uglier  she  looks, 
the  better  you  will  like  her ;  but  that  is  not  the 
way  with  most  men." 

"  I  shall  be  afraid  to  bring  her  to  you  at  all, 
mamma,  if  you  are  going  to  estimate  her  by  what 
she  may  have  on,  instead  of  by  what  she  may  really 
6ff,"  retorted  Lambert,  smiling. 

"  If  she  loves  you  I  shaU.  love  her,  let  her  wear 
what  she  may,"  said  the  mother  affectionately, 
"  but,  Bertie,  when  you  find  this  little  lady  you 
must  let  me  have  a  look  at  her  before  you  quite 
decide  on  her,  do  now,  there's  a  good  boy." 

Lambert  laughed,  and  the  entrance  of  Colonel 
Deshon  and  G-yneth  put  an  end  to  the  conversa- 
tion, more  particularly  as  the  Colonel  had  an  an- 
nouncement to  make,  namely  that  they  must  not 
expect  to  see  Major  Willis  that  evening,  as  he  had 
just  been  telegraphed  for  from ,  and  had  re- 
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quested  leave  to  go  there  immediately.  "  I  can't 
make  out  from  his  note  whether  it  is  his  mother 
or  his  brother  who  is  ill,"  concluded  Colonel  De- 
shon,  "  but  perhaps  we  may  hear  something  more 
definite  from  j?randmamma,  Gyneth  says  she  ex- 
pects a  lettor  £om  her  to-morrow." 

"  Yes,  and  I  hope  I  may  have  one,"  said  Q-yneth, 
"  I  shall  be  so  sorry  if  it  is  Mr.  Willis  who  is  ill, 
he  is  quite  valuable  to  the  whole  town,  for  besides 
his  duties  as  a  minor  canon  and  as  curate  to  Mr. 
Mackenzie,  he  is  always  so  ready  to  help  any  of 
the  other  clergy,  and  then  he  is  such  a  friend  of 
the  Bumabys'  too !" 

The  interest  of  this  piece  of  news  drew  her  out 
of  herself,  and  though  very  grave,  she  was  pecu- 
liarly pleasing  that  evening,  and  more  than  ever 
bent  on  dutiful  obedience  to  her  mother's  wishes. 
She  allowed  herself  to  be  drawn  away  to  the  piano 
by  Anthony,  though  she  would  much  rather  have 
gone  on  talking  to  Mr.  Weatherhead,  because 
she  knew  it  was  Mrs.  Deshon's  wish  that  she 
should  be  obliging  to  her  cousin,  and  when  she 
had  finished  playing  the  selection  of  airs  from 
'*  Dinorah,"  which  he  had  begged  for,  she  let  him 
look  through  her  music  and  choose  another  piece. 
"I  like  this  rather,  don't  you?"  he  said  aloud, 
holding  up  a  favourite  opera-air,  then  he  continued 
in  a  voice  too  low  for  anyone  but  her  to  hear, 
"Do  you  know  that  Miss  'Armstrong  is  going 
away  very  soon?" 

"Is  she?  but  what  long  visits  she  has  made; 
first,  to  Mrs.  Parry,  and  then  to  Mrs.  Boss,"  an- 
swered Gyneth,  not  with  any  intentional  dropping 
of  the  voice,  but  in  that  soft  key  in  which  she 
usually  spoke,  and  which  was  scarcely  audible  to 
the  party  at  the  other  end  of  the  room. 

"  X  es ;  but  Mrs.  Boss  can't  bear  to  part  with 
her,  and  I  don't  believe  she  would  go  now  if  it 
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were  not  for  that  meddleHome  brother  of  hers. 
Poor  little  Angela !  the  Patee  are  sorely  against 
her." 

^^  She  would  scarcely  thank  you  for  your  pity, 
Anthony,"  said  G-ynetn,  with  some  warmth ;  "  why 
should  you  suppose  that  she  does  not  wish  to  go 
home  ?'^ 

^*  Well  but — aw-^you've  no  mercy  on  a  fellow," 
drawled  Anthony  deprecatingly,  "  she's  so  killingly 
pretty!  and  so  little  and  young  that  I  never 
thought  of  any  one^s  putting  an  inconvenifflit  in, 
terpretation  on  our  intimacy :  why  she's  not  quite 
sixteen  yet." 

"Then  I  dare  say  Mr.  Armstrong  is  anxious 
that  she  should  go  back  to  her  governess,  after 
such  a  long  holiday,  &om  Christmas  to  Easter  I" 

*^  Oh,  she  knows  quite  enough,  whereas  the  use 
of  trying  to  make  a  blue^^stooking  of  such  a  lovely 
little  creature  as  that?  I  never  cared  for  that 
Qspi<^gle  style  before,  but  she  is  perfectly  irresisti- 
ble." 

"  So  it  seMis,"  said  Q-yneth,  smiling. 

"  And  think  of  her  being  dependent  on  that  old 
button-makiug  papa,  so  that  whoever  marries  her 
will  have  to  be  civil  to  him!  Now  Armstrong 
b^e  is  better  off,  for  he  has  got  great  part  of  his 
mother's  fortune  settled  on  himself,  and  will  have 
the  rest  whenever  his  father  dies,  the  old  man 
only  has  it  for  his  Ufe,  and  has  no  power  to  wiU 
it  away.  "Whereas  Angela's  mother,  the  present 
Mrs.  Armstrong,  has  no  money,  so  whatever  the 
second  son  and  the  daughters  may  have  must  come 
out  of  the'  button-making  business.  Oh!"  and 
the  little  honourable  groaned. 

"You  seem  to  take  a  great  interest  in  their 
money-affairs,"  said  G-yneth  disdainfully. 

"  Because,  unfortunately,  poor  younger  sons  are 
obliged  to  think  of  the  £.  «.  d.;ifl  were  Eynes-* 
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ford  I  might  marry  whom  I  liked,  and  in  that  ca«e 
I  could  afford  to  sink  the  button-making  connec- 
tion." 

Oyneth's  lips  curled  still  more  expressivelj. 

Anthony  regarded  her  with  a  languid  stare  not 
wholly  unmingled  with  admiration. 

"  X  ou  don't  know  how  aw — becoming,  scorn  is 
to  you,  but  really  you  might  be  a  little  more  sym- 
pathising. I  hayen't  a  creature  to — aw — feel  for 
me,  cousin  Fanny  only  scolds,  and  my  mother 
would,  of  course,  think  it  her  duty  to  do  so  like- 
wise if  I  were  to  tell  her  of  my  penchant  for  the 
little  Armstrong.'* 

**  I  don't  know ;  I  think  Lady  Eynesford  is  so 
fond  of  you,  that  she  would  not  oppose  anything 
that  waa  for  your  real  happiness ;  but  Anthony, 
if  you  really  care  for  Miss  Armstrong,  I  can't  quite 
understand  your  way  of  speaking  of  her  and  her 
famiJhr." 

"  Can't  you  ?  why  you  see  the  is  a  little  angel 
like  her  naine,  but  for  all  that,  her  family  are  a 
set  of  parrenues;  and  if  my  mother  could  be 
brought  to  be  reconciled  to  the  match,  neither 
Eyn^ord  nor  Grace  ever  would  be.  No,  I  shall 
have  to  giye  her  up,  poor  little  thing !  enragi  as 
I  am  about  her  now !" 

"Then  indeed  I  don*t  ihink  you  have  acted 
rightly,"  G-yneth  could  not  help  saying;  "why 
did  you  pay  so  much  attention  to  her  if  you  meant 
nothing  by  it  ?" 

"  II  faut  que  je  m'amuse,"  he  answered  coolly. 

"  There  is  no  '  il  faut '  in  the  case,  it  can  neither 
be  necessary  nor  right  for  you  to  amuse  yourself 
in  such  a  selfish  way,"  responded  Gyneth  with 
spirit,  though  still  in  the  same  soft  key.  "  If  that 
goody  kind,  soeur  Monique  could  see  you  now  how 
disappointed  she  would  be !" 

*'  Ah,  the  poor  old  so&ur !  she  would  think  xne 
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*  un  Veritable  monstre ;'  but,  Q-ynetb,  you  talk  as 
if  I  bad  broken  tbe  little  Angela's  beart,  wbereas 
ebe  is  but  a  baby,  and  will  soon  be  consoled  ; 
tbough  I  don't  know  tbat  she  will  forget  me  very 
easily."  And  be  beaved  a  sigb,  and  looked  ineffa- 
bly conceited. 

"We  must  not  talk  any  more,"  said  Qyneth, 
gatbering  up  ber  music,  "  if  I  could  bave  nelped 
you  in  any  way  I  sbould  bave  been  glad ;  but  if 
you  tbink  your  duty  to  your  motber  will  oblige 
you  to  give  up  any  idea  of  marrying  Miss  Arm- 
strong, we  bad  better  not  talk  any  more  about 
ber." 

Sbe  was  beartily  disgusted  witb  bim  and  glad  to 
break  off  tbe  conversation ;  bis  bebaviour  seemed 
to  ber  so  selfisb  and  Mvolous,  so  destitute  of  any- 
real  tenderness,  or  bonour,  or  generosity.  And  it 
was  sucb  conduct  as  tbis  w^iicb  ber  motber  had 
ascribed  to  Lewis,  witb  regard  to  Bose  Bumaby ! 
Lewis,  wbo  was  as  true-bearted,  as  manly,  and 
noble,  as  Antbony  was  tbe  reverse.  Well,  it  would 
be  seen  some  day  tbat  be  bad  not  deserved  tbose 
insinuations ;  and  G-ynetb  lifted  ber  bead  in  pros- 
pective triumpb,  tbougb  sbe  knew  tbat  tbe  proof 
might  perhaps  come  in  the  shape  of  an  announce- 
ment of  his  actual  engagement  to  Eose,  and  some- 
thing whispered  in  her  heart,  "  In  that  case  will 
he  have  treated  you  well,  you  whom  he  singled  out 
as  his  one  greatest  friend,  and  then  cast  aside  as 
if  the  past  were  of  no  account  ?"  She  silenced 
this  inward  questioning  by  tbe  thought,  "  I  dare 
say  there  has  been  some  cause  for  this,  and  tbough 
I  shall  be  glad  to  have  it  all  explained  to  me  some 
day,  surely  I  know  him  well  enough  to  be  able  to 
trust  him  in  the  meantime.**  And  then  she  went 
and  sat  down  by  Mr.  Weatherbead's  side  again, 
and  inquired  whether  Horace  liked  his  school,  and 
if  there  were  better  news  of  G-eoffrey. 
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"  Yes,  my  sister  writes  me  word  that  Geoffrey 
is  certainly  better,  and  Horace  seems  well  content 
with  school,  though  I  think  perhaps  he  would 
not  be  sorry  if  his  Easter  holiday  were  a  little 
longer." 

"  I  daresay,  it  must  be  such  a  treat  to  boys  to 
come  home  ror  a  while." 

"  And  an  equal  treat  to  their  fathers  to  have 
them  sometimes,  I  fancy,"  said  the  Rector,  smil- 
ing, "  I  missed  Horace  sadly,  but  he  is  better  at 
school ;  he  had  got  beyond  Qussie*s  management, 
and  the  contest  with  his  riotousness  was  too  try- 
ing for  her,  poor  child." 

"  Is  she  getting  strong  again,  do  you  think  ?" 

"  Yes,  I  think  so,  and  she  is  rather  disappointed, 
I'm  afraid,  at  my  not  allowing  her  to  resume  all 
the  duties  that  she  had  before ;  but  I  am  resolyed 
to  be  firm,  for  I  see  ^ow  that  she  was  over-tasked ; 
it  was  quite  by  her  own  wish  that  she  undertook 
so  much,  but  I  ought  never  to  have  allowed  it. 
Mary  has  found  us  a  capital  new  nurse,  an  ex- 
perienced person  who  will  take  excellent  care  of 
the  little  ones,  and  so  relieve  G-ussie  of  this  part 
of  her  burden." 

"  Oh,  I  am  so  glad ;  it  was  very  good  of  Au- 
gusta to  do  so  much  ;  but  it  must  have  made  you 
fear  for  her  health." 

'^  Yes  it  did,  and  though  at  the  time  that  was 
my  only  fear,  I  see  now  that  the  over-strain  was 
doing  Lr  h^rm  in  other  ways.  I  suppose  it  is 
very  difficult  for  useful  women  and  girls,  especially 
those  unduly  burdened,  to  escape  the  being  *  care- 
ful and  troubled  about  many  things,'  and  my 
little  G-ussie  has  not  quite  escaped  this  danger. 
I  was  going  to  ask  you,  if  you  would  come  and 
spend  a  day  with  her  soon ;  she  is  not  quite  happy 
about  one  or  two  of  the  new  arrangements,  and 
I  think  it  would  do  her  good  to  be  able  to  tell  her 
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troubles  to  you,  if  jou  don't  mind  listening  to 
them." 

G-ynetli  answered  readily,  that  she  should  be 
rery  glad,  and  accordingly  went  one  morning  to 
the  rectory,  and  was  soon  made  the  confidante  of 
poor  Augusta's  grievances. 

'*  I  shouldn't  mind  so  much,  if  I  thought  it  were 
only  on  account  of  my  health  that  papa  objects  to 
my  doing  aU  that  I  used  to  do ;  but  I'm  sure  he 
has  some  other  reason^"  complained  poor  G-ussiey 
piteously.  &yneth  could  not  say  that  he  had  not. 
'^  Perhaps,"  she  ventured  rather  timidly  to  suggest, 
"  he  thinks  that  it  may  be  better  for  you  to  hare 
some  quiet  time  every  day  to  yourself  I  know  if 
I  were  so  constantly  occupied  as  you  used  to  be, 
my  mind  would  get  all  into  bustle  and  confusion, 
and  I  should  not  attend  properly  to  the  quiet 
secret  duties  which  I  suppose  we  ought  to  fulfil 
with  care  if  we  want  to  keep  the  balance  right, 
and  not  to  get  too  much  absorbed  in  outward 
things,  even  good  things." 

"Do  you  know,"  said  Augusta, reddening,  ^' he 
asked  me  one  day  while  I  was  ill,  whether  I  used 
a  book  of  meditations  he  gave  me  some  time  ago, 
and  whether  I  was  careful  to  meditate  every  day 
on  some  portion  of  the  Scripture,  as  weU  as  read 
it  ?  But  I  never  could  meditate  in  my  life ;  if  I 
try  to,  things  always  come  into  my  head  that  I 
ought  to  have  done,  or  must  do,  things  about  the 
house,  or  for  the  poor  people ;  and  when  I  told 
him  that,  he  said  it  was  a  proof  that  I  had  too 
much  to  do,  and  that  he  had  let  too  much  respon- 
sibility be  thrown  on  me,  and  I  can't  bear  him  to 
say  that." 

"But  why  not?"  said  Gyneth,  gently;  **you 
wouldn't  like  him  to  be  less  careftil  about  you, 
would  you?  Do  you  know,  I  always  think  it 
makes  one  feel  so  deeply  how  much  one  is  loved 
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when  one's  friends  show  that  they  are  trying  to 
help  us  to  be  good,  not  only  to  please  us  for  the 
time." 

'<  But  I  used  always  to  be  able  to  satisfy  him, 
and  now  I  can't.  I  don't  mean  that  he  is  ever 
unkind  or  soolds  me,  of  course  not ;  but  he  looks 
at  me  so  sadly  sometimes,  and  I  don't  see  why  he 
should." 

Gyneth  thought  of  that  line,  which  describes 
penitent  Love  as  '' feeling  upon  her  heart  the 
grieved  and  gracious  Eye,"  ana  hc^ed  that  G-ussie 
might  ere  long  learn  to  see  in  the  mournful 
compassionate  tenderness  of  the  earthly  father,  a 
type  of  that  of  "the  Holy  Friend  above,"  Who 
gneves  over  those  who  will  not  grieve  for  them- 
selves, and  calls  angels  to  rejoice  with  Him  when 
self-satisfaction  has  given  way  to  humble  peni- 
tence. But  she  did  not  say  anything ;  for  though 
she  was  very  fairly  intimate  with  Augusta,  she  did 
not  quite  know  how  far  she  might  venture  with 
her,  and  was  a&aid  of  doing  more  harm  than 
good. 

"  &yneth,"  said  Gussie,  affcer  a  pause,  "  do  you 
think  active-minded  people  ever  care  very  much 
for  meditation,  or  are  able  to  make  long  prayers  ? 
Don't  you  think  'laborare  est  orare'  is  their 
motto  r 

*'  It  may  be  so  with  some ;  but  I  think  some  of 
the  most  active  people  there  have  ever  been,  have 
found  prayer  and  meditation  their  greatest  help. 
I  will  show  you  some  beautiful  pieces  about  that 
in  Bishop  Taylor's  writings,  if  you  will  let  me, 
*  Laborare  est  orare,'  seems  to  me  only  partly  true: 
if  we  do  all  our  work  as  for  Q-on,  and  offer  it  up 
to  Him  constaa:itly,  I  suppose  it  is  a  sort  of  acted 
prayer,  but  surely  there  must  be  spoken  prayer 
too,  or  how  can  we  get  the  grace  which  will  enable 
us  to  work  in  this  way  ?    8.  Paul  was  ^  in  labours 
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more  abundant*  than  all  tlie  other  Apostles,   bn^ 
then  how  manj  and  fervent  hia  pray0i«    seem 
have  been."  ,    ^ 

AuguBta  did  not  make  any  answer,    an^    wT 
neth  not  feeling  herself  entitled  to  preacli,    ma 
not  pursue  the  subject,  so  both  the  girls  worJc^ 
on  for  some  time  in  silence,  then  G-ussie    ^^ 
"  Papa  wants  me  to  study  more,  especially   ^ntn 
reference  to  what  I  have  to  teach  in  the  ^^5*?^ 
School.     I  used  to  think  it  would  be  deHgHtml  to 
have  leisure  for  improving  myself,  but  reaUx  X  *^ 
so*  unaccustomed  to  that  now,  that  when    ±    Bit 
down  quietly  with  a  book  in  my  hand,  I  feel  as  rt 
I  were  being  idle."  ^x^    4- 

"  I  can  fancy  that,"  said  Gyneth,  smiling,  omi 
if  you  do  it  as  duty,  that  feeling  will  soon  ^^f»^ 
away,  and  then  you  wiU  begin  to  enjoy  it.  ^i^^ 
always  used  to  keep  some  time  to  yourselt  tar 
practising  and  so  on,  didn't  you  ?" 

"Yes,  it  was  quite  necessary,"  said  Augusta,  m 
a  tone  implying  that  accompHshments  were  mare 
imperative  than  serious  study ;  " and  now  X  ***T_ 
much  more  leisure  than  I  had,  for  Horace  is  quito 
off  my  hands,  and  the  elder  girls  are  with  tuerr 
governess  half  the  day,  and  the  nurse  we  have  now 
takes  care  of  the  Httle  ones  entirely,  except  »i* 
meal-times."  ,  ^       .,    ^^^ 

"  Then  I  congratulate  you !"  said  «T^®*^§S 
"for  you  are  quite  useful  enougli  ®*^^^^ "ou 
being  overworked  or  overworried.  ^^  ^^^.J^nn. 
will  be  more  free  to  be  your  father's  .^o^^,^"; 

and  I  always  feel  to  be  really  <^^J?*^^^*i  never 
man,  one  must  read,  and  Bt\iiy,aud  thiB* ;        ^^^ 
so  much  long  to  get  rid  o£   im  ignorance  a» 
pidity  as  when  I  am  taXkixi  \fi  W*%    » 
makes  me  value  the  timo   X  \mefo^  ^    i  lirAftdv^" 
"But  I  thoughtyou  kix«^  agtea^^^^^r^W 
"No,  indeed,  onfjU*     ^o^l^^^^^ 
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how  little  I  know,  and  how  much  more  there  is  to 
be  learnt.  Is  there  anything  you  would  let  me 
study  with  you?  I  am  trying  to  get  a  better 
knowledge  of  Church  history  than  I  had,  and  my 
brother  Lambert  has  been  helping  me,  he  is  going 
to  Cambridge  as  soon  as  term  begins,  but  he  has 
promised  to  leave  some  of  his  books  with  me,  so  I 
mean  to  go  on  with  my  reading  every  day,  and  if 
you  were  studying  the  same  subject  it  would  be 
pleasant  to  compare  notes,  woulcm't  it  ?" 

"  That  was  one  of  the  subjects  papa  pointed  out 
to  me,"  said  Augusta,  with  more  brigntness  than 
she  had  yet  shown,  "  shall  I  show  you  some  of  the 
books  he  chose  for  me,  perhaps  they  are  not  the 
same  as  your  brother's  ? 

She  fetched  some  volumes  from  the  book-case, 
and  a  lively  discussion  ensued,  which  turned  the 
current  of  her  thoughts  from  her  own  grievances, 
and  made  her  wear  for  the  time,  such  a  bright  face 
as  quite  did  her  father's  heart  good,  when  he  came 
in  and  found  the  two  girls  together. 

When  in  the  afternoon  Gyneth  went  up  to  put 
on  her  bonnet,  to  go  and  pay  Mrs.  Boss  a  visit, 
preparatory  to  returning  home, — ^Augusta  followed 
her,  and  showed  her  an  engraving  of  Steinle's  pic- 
ture of  the  Good  Shepherd,  which  was  hanging 
over  the  bedroom  mantelpiece.  "Papa  bought 
that  for  me,''  she  said,  "  and  brought  it  home  to 
me  one  day  after  I  had  been  showing  him  the 
verses  you  copied  for  me  about  *the  Shepherd 
true,'  he  liked  those  so  much." 

"  And  you  like  them  too,  don't  you  ?" 

"  Yes,  very  much,  I  have  learnt  them  by  heart,  I 
sometimes  learn  hymns  and  things  now,  when  I 
sit  at  work  alone,  papa  set  me  to  do  that,  he  said 
it  would  rest  my  mind,  and  that  if  ever  I  am  ill 
again,  or  the  others  are  ill,  I  shall  find  it  pleasant 
to  be  able  to  say  things  to  myself  or  to  them. 
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And  I  know  it  was  comfortable  when  you  repeated 
lijmns  to  me.'' 

"  I  learned  those  hymns  when  I  was  with  grand- 
mamma/' gaid  G^yneth,  ^  I  used  to  learn  some 
every  week  and  say  them  to  her  on  the  Sunday,  I 
went  all  through  the  'Christian  Year'  in  mat 
way." 

"  But  that  was  such  a  babyish  way,"  said  Au- 
gusta, drawing  up  her  head ;  '*  saying  them  like  a 
task,  I  should  hate  that." 

"  But  I  liked  it  rery  much,  and  so  did  grand- 
mamma, I  began  it  when  I  was  quite  a  little  girl^ 
but  it  was  so  nice  to  go  on.'* 

"  Papa  said  he  was  sure  you  had  been  very  well 
trained,"  said  Augusta,  with  some  remnant  of  her 
old  patronizing  manner,  then  in  an  altered  voice 
she  added,  "  Gyneth,  will  you  be  quite  my  friend  ? 
1  have  no  other,  and  I  could  not  have  told  any 
one  else  what  I  told  you  this  morning  about  papa. 
I  think  ^011  can  understand,  can't  you,  how  it 
hurts  one,"  she  spoke  as  though  under  the  pressure 
of  actual  pain, ''  when  the  person  one  lores  best 
in  the  world,  seems  suddenly  dissatisfied  with 
one." 

"  Yes,  I  know,  I  can  feel  for  you,  indeed,"  said 
G-yneth,  tenderly,  "only  when  such  disappoint-* 
ments  come,  mayn't  it  be  because  one  was  getting 
spoilt,  and  needed  something  to  make  one  humble  ? 
and  then  there  is  a  kind  of  sweetness  in  the  pain, 
because  one  feels  it  is  doing  one  good," 

"Do  you  like  to  be  made  humble?"  was  the 
rather  strange  inquiry. 

"I  suppose  I  don't  naturally^  but  I  can  feel 
that  it  is  right,  that  I  needed  it  very  much." 

"  Then  is  your  father  less  pleased  with  you  now 
than  he  used  to  be  ?'* 

"Oh  no,  not  my  father,  nor  any  one  in  that  loay 
exactly/'  said  Gyneth,  colouring  and  hesitating; 
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^  only  a  great  fHend  I  had,  who  used  to  tell  me 
ererjtiimg  and  always  ask  my  opinion,  and  write 
to  me  when  we  were  away  m)m  each  other,  has 
now  ceased  to  do  so,  and  though  it  is  no  one  espe- 
cial fault  of  mine  that  has  caused  the  change,  yet 
it  must  have  been  because  I  did  not  deserve  all 
this  kindness  and  confidence  that  it  has  been  suf- 
fered to  be  withdrawn  from  me.  I  know  I  was 
getting  conceited  about  it,  and  had  learned  to 
think  it  my  right." 

'*  And  so  you  are  glad  it  is  over  P" 

"  No,  no,  not  glad ;  if  I  were  good,  as  good  as 
my  brother  Lambert  for  instance,  I  might  be  even 
glad,  but  I  can't  pretend  that  now ;  but  one  may 
feel  that  one's  punishment  is  a  punishment,  and 
hurts  one,  and  yet  not  want  to  have  it  taken  away." 

"May  one?"  said  Augusta,  musingly,  as  if  the 
idea  were  strange  to  her. 

"I  must  go  now,"  said  Gyneth,  kissing  her, 
"  dear  G-ussie,  aU  you  have  told  me,  as  well  as  all  I 
have  seen,  shows  me  so  plainly  how  much  your 
father  loves  you  that  I  can't  help  thinking  you 
will  soon  be  quite  happy  with  him  again." 

*'  I  don't  know,"  said  Augusta,  with  the  feeling 
that  the  hard  hard  task  of  giving  up  her  pride 
had  to  be  gone  through  before  she  coiud  be  in  any 
way  content  with  the  change  in  her  father,  gentle, 
and  loving,  and  tender  as  he  was.  But  she  clung 
to  G-yneth,  and  warmly  returned  her  kiss,  and 
there  were  tears  in  those  bright,  self-confident 
eyes,  which  sprang,  not  so  much  from  wounded 
self-love,  as  from  a  dim  growing  perception  that  in 
spite  of  aU  her  energy,  her  usefulness  and  clever- 
ness, there  had  been  some  mistakes  in  her  past 
way  of  life,  and  that  it  would  be  better  to  face  the 
truth  however  painful,  than  to  go  on  blinding  her- 
self to  it,  and  being  indignant  with  her  father  for 
having  found  it  out. 
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He,  poor  man,  reproached  himself  only,  and 
would  fain  have  borne  his  little  daughter's  punish- 
ment for  her,  but  it  could  not  be.  He  had  found 
out  in  her  illness,  how  completely  conceit  and 
self-confidence  had  warped  the  poor  child's  mind, 
and  could  not  marvel  that  she  had  failed  under 
the  burden,  which  she  had  been  trying  to  bear  in 
her  own  strength,  and  though  he  laid  aU  the  fault 
on  himself,  he  was  much  too  conscientious  not  to 
attempt  to  repair  it  even  by  means  which  might 
be  painful  to  nis  darling.  And  although  he  could 
not  yield  to  her  so  blindly  as  before,  he  did  not 
love  her  one  whit  less  fondly,  so  there  was  hope 
that  the  slight  estrangement  which  had  arisen  be- 
tween them  would  pass  off,  and  that  both  father 
and  daughter  would  soon  be  happier  together  than 
they  had  ever  been,  because  more  one  in  aim  and 
feeling. 


CHAPTEE  XXXm. 

"  Yet  to  be  loved  makes  not  to  love  again." 

Idylh  of  the  King. 

US.  Boss  was  at  Home,  though  not  in 
the  drawing-room,  and  the  servant 
begged  G-yneth  to  sit  down,  and  said 
he  would  call  her.  It  was  a  dusky 
afternoon,  and  Gyneth  did  not  perceive  that  a  tall, 
dark  figure  was  stretched  out  on  the  sofa,  until 
suddenly  a  head  was  raised,  and  a  weU-known 
voice  said,  ''  Miss  Deshon !  what  a  shame  that  I 
should  let  you  find  me  here !  but  Mrs.  Eoss  has 
been  doctoring  me  for  a  headache,  and  I  had  ac- 
tually fallen  asleep."  Even  as  he  spoke,  Mr.  Arm- 
strong sprang  to  his  feet,  and  came  forward  to 
shake  hands,  looking  rather  sleepy  and  bewildered, 
and  with  all  his  fair  curls  tumbled  about. 

"  I  am  sorry  I  was  the  means  of  waking  you," 
said  Ghyneth,  apologetically,  though  smiling;  "a 
little  sleep  would  have  done  your  head  good  per- 
haps." 

^^  Oh,  it  is  nothing ;  but  I  have  just  come  back 
from  London,  I  took  my  sister  up  tWe  this  mom- 
inff,  and  we  talked  all  the  way,  and  what  between 
thi'  rattle  and  noise  of  the  Lin  and  of  mjr  own 

I  I 
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chatter,  I  got  Buch  a  ridiculouflly  OTerpowering 
headache,  that  I  was  good  for  nothing  tOl  Mrs. 
Boss  doctored  me.  miat  a  kind  little  creature 
she  is !    I  don't  think  Angela  will  ever  forget  her." 

"Tou  will  miss  your  sister  very  much,"  said 
Gyneth. 

"Yes,  indeed;  and  yet  I  rather  hurried  her 
away,  her  pretty  little  head  was  getting  quite 
turned,  everybody  made  so  much  of  her :"  then  as 
Gyneth  was  silent,  wondering  whether  he  were 
alluding  to  Anthony,  he  went  on :  "  Miss  Deshon, 
do  you  think  I  was  unkind  to  send  her  back  to  the 
dull  schoolroom  and  the  strict  governess?  she 
thought  me  so,  poor  little  woman !  and  reproached 
me  very  bitterly  this  morning,  and  then  when  I 
talked  to  her  and  explained  my  reasons,  it  only 
made  her  cry.  I  suppose  I  was  not  gentle  enougn 
with  her,  but  indeed  I  tried  not  to  be  harsh." — 
At  this  juncture  Gynetii  very  nearly  laughed,  for 
Mr.  Armstrong  was  almost  weakly  good-natured, 
— '^  I  have  always  liiought  it  so  uni^ualy  to  make 
a  woman  or  a  cfdld  cry,  and  I  have  never  done  it 
in  my  life  before.  I  declare  I  feel  myself  ^uite  a 
brute  to*day !"  and  in  the  eaccitement  of  bis  fl- 
ings he  passed  his  hands  through  his  hair  and 
rumpled  it  up  more  oddlj  than  before. 

"But  you  know,"  said  Gyneth,  smiling, '' wo- 
men's ana  children's  tears  are  rather  unreasonable 
things  very  often ;  I  don't  think  the  having  caused 
them  is  a  proof  of  cnaelty,  and  I  daresay  by  this 
time  your  sister  is  quite  consoled,  and  ready  to 
acknowled^  that  you  were  ri^t." 

"  Tou  thxnk  so !  ah,  tiien  I  am  sine  I  was,'*  said 
Mr.  Armstrong,  delightedly ;  "  you  see  Angela  is 
such  A  child,  i£e  cotud  not  quite  undentani  my 
reasons,  but  it  was  much  better  she  shcmld  ro,  fw 
there  were  one  or  tn^o  men  here  who  made  h&t 
youth  an  excuse  for  flirting  with  her  outnigeouslj, 
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and  Mra.  Boss  thought  it  waB  all  ftin,  and  never 
interfered." 

"  S6  yoQ  had  to  do  all  the  chaperoning." 

*'  Yes,  and  it  did  not  come  well  from  me,  Angela 
complained  that  I  was  cross,  and  the  Bosses  told 
her  that  I  was  prejudiced  against  your  cousin,  m 
perhaps  I  am,  so  sue  would  not  let  me  warn  her 
against  accepting  his  attentions." 

**  I  am  sorry  that  Anthony  should  have  given 
you  any  annoyance,"  said  Gyneth,  with  her  eyes 
down,  as  if  she  herself  had  been  the  culprit. 

"  Ob,  it  is  not  very  serious,  he  is  so  boyish  and 
mjr  Bister  so  childish,  that  no  one  can  suppose  it 
wOl  be  more  than  a  mere  passing  fancy.  I  could 
find  it  in  me  to  be  amused  at  the  thought  that 
Waller  was  surprised  into  admiration  of  my  sister, 
only  for  her  sake  I  am  rather  sorry  it  has  happened 
so,  for  I'm  afraid  it  will  confirm  her  in  the  expec- 
tation of  delightfully  romantic  intimacies  witii 
aristocratic  b^oes,  which  she  has  drawn  from 
novels,  and  will  make  her  dissatisfied  with  the  so- 
ciety of  her  own  proper  sphere." 

"1  wonder  the  strict  governess  allows  of  novel- 
reading." 

*^  I  donH  suppose  she  does ;  I  fancy  my  little 
sisters  indulge  in  such  books  by  stealth, — ah,  I  see 
you  we  shocked,  and  no  wonder,  I  have  tried  to 
make  Angela  feel  how  wrong  it  is,  but  poor  chil- 
dren, they  are  so  much  left  to  themselves,  and 
theior  principles  so  much  at  the  mercy  of  each  suc- 
cessive governess.  Mrs.  Armstrong  is  a  great  in- 
valid, and  my  &ther  is  very  little  at  homa  K 
they  only  had  some  wise  lady-friend,  some  one 
wh<»n  they  could  thoroughly  love  and  admire,  and 
who  would  be  able  to  influence  them!" 

*'  A  sort  of  Miss  Boyd,"  said  Qynefch, ''  I  don't 
think  any  one  could  help  being  influenced  by  her, 
she  is  so  very  good  and  so  thoroughly  pleMant  too.^' 
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**  I  daresay,  but  I — I  was  not  tliinkmg  of  Misa 
Boyd,"  faltered  the  young  officer  in  concision, — 
G-yneth  began  to  wish  Mrs.  Boss  would  make  her 
appearance, — "  Miss  Deshon,  one  great  reason  of 
my  wishing  to  haye  Angela  here  was  that  she  might 
know  you,  and  perhaps  the  greatest  disappoint- 
ment connected  with  her  visit  has  been,  that 
though  you  have  been  always  very  kind  when  she 
has  met  you,  she  has  seen  so  very  little  of  you." 

"  I  have  been  a  good  deal  occupied  with  my  bro- 
ther ;  and  besides,  I  could  not  guess  that  Miss 
Armstrong  would  care  for  my  acquaintance,"  an- 
swered Gyneth,  blushing ;  ''  what  can  have  become 
of  Mrs.  Eoss  ?" 

"  Ah,  yes,"  looking  round  in  a  bewildered  way, 
"  but  I  cannot  be  sorry  that  chance  has  brought 
me  this  opportunity  of  speaking  to  you  alone. 
Miss  Deshon,  I  had  resolved  not  to  trouble  you 
with  any  expression  of  my — of  the — of  what  I  feel 
and  have  felt  for  you  this  long  time  past,  but  hopes 
will  linger  even  when  they  have  no  right  to  do  so, 
and—" 

Before  G-yneth  coidd  find  words  to  check  him, 
he  was  in  the  midst  of  a  proposal,  so  humbly  and 
generously  expressed  that  a  pang  seized  her  at  the 
thought  tnat  nothing  but  entire  rejection  awaited 
this  honest  love.  If  she  had  ever  felt  flattered  at 
his  preference  she  did  not  feel  so  now,  but  rather 
grieved  and  a  Httle  frightened,  not  knowing  what 
to  say,  and  afraid  of  wounding  him ;  she  wished 
for  her  mother  as  a  child  might  have  done,  and 
when  he  ceased  speaking,  answered  childishly  and 
timidly  enough,  "  Oh,  please  don't  say  any  more ; 
I  am  very  sorry,  it  seems  very  unkind,  but  I  can't 
say  what  you  wish,  I  can  only  beg  you  not  to  care 
for  me ;  I  am  not  worth  it." 

He  had  expected  severe  dignity,  and  perhaps 
this  timid  confriBion  gave  him  hope,  for  he  said, 
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"  At  least  I  have  not  offended  you,  and,  Miss  De- 
flbon,  will  you  let  me  hope  that  in  time,  at  some 
future  day —  ?'*  then  as  he  saw  "  no"  in  her  face  he 
hurried  on,  "  I  know  so  weU  how  your  heart  is  set 
on  doing  good,  how  you  only  need  opportunity  to 
devote  yourself  nobly  to  works  of  charity  for  the 
poor,  that  I  have  sometimes  fancied  to  myself  that 
you  would  let  me  be  your  helper.  You  should 
have  all  that  I  can  ^ve ;  time,  and  money,  and 
perfect  freedom,  and  thorough  sympathy ;  I  would 
never  be  a  hindrance  to  you  in  anything." 

"Oh,  but  it  wouldn't  be  right!"  she  inter- 
rupted, hastily;  "how  could  I  take  all,  and  give 
nothing?" 

"  But  you  would  give  me  all  I  ask,  leave  to  love 
you,  to  be  with  you,  to  help  you,  to  shield  you 
from  aU  contradiction,  all  harshness!  Miss  l)e- 
shon,"  in  a  plaintive,  boyish  tone,  comic  even, 
though  touchmg,  "/  would  never  prevent  your 
having  classes  for  the  soldiers'  wives." 

No,  she  knew  he  would  not ;  the  free  use  of  his 
wealth,  unbounded  indulgence,  blind  admiration, 
and  most  tender  love,  these  were  what  he  offered 
her ;  and  perhaps  to  her  vanity,  to  her  longing  to 
be  loved  and  petted,  and  stiU  more  to  her  ambition 
of  large  schemes  of  good,  there  was  some  tempta- 
tion in  the  offer.  But  she  never  thought  of^  ac- 
cepting it,  and  with  a  half  smile  at  his  quaint 
allusion  to  the  soldiers'  wives,  she  said, "  Mr.  Arm- 
strong, you  would  be  only  too  good  to  me,  I  know, 
and  I  am  very,  very  much  obliged  to  you,  but  in- 
deed it  cannot  be.  You  must  not  regret  for  me 
that  I  meet  with  some  little  contradictions  in  my 
home — ^though  I  scarcely  know  how  you  have  dis- 
covered this — every  one  must  expect  those,  and  as 
it  is,  I  am  only  too  much  spoilt."  Then,  speaking 
eagerly,  "  Although  I  have  seemed  so  ungratefiu 
to  you,  I  am  going  to  ask  you  still  to  be  my  friend. 
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Tiumk  you  so  mncli  for  the  tjnipatliT  you  have 
shown  with  my  wish  to  do  something  for  the  poor 
here,  I  know  it  is  because  yoa  feel  the  same  that 
Tou  have  been  able  to  sympathise  so  kindly,  and  I 
hope  yon  will  let  me  rejoice  in  what  you  accom- 
plish, although  I  am  not  able  to  help  you." 

fie  leant  Us  head  down  on  his  hands,  the  poor 
head  which  now  ached  worse  than  ever,  aud  said 
gloomily,  ^  Tou  might  hare  made  something  of  me ; 
without  you  1  shali  probably  blunder  cm  and  do 
nothing." 

^  Oh,  no,  no !  indeed  you  wHl  have  better  help 
than  mine !"  she  said  earnestly,  tears  springing  to 
her  eyes  in  her  fear  that  the  rejected  love  might 
do  hun  harm,  him  to  whom  she  would  faiu  have 
done  nothing  but  good,  so  well  did  she  like  him, 
though  she  oould  not  love  him. 

He  looked  up^  met  the  sweet  pitiful  glance  of 
those  wet  eyes,  and  longed  inexpressibly  to  ask 
her  why  she  so  absolutely  refused  him,  and  if  it 
were  because  her  love  were  already  given  to  an- 
other. But  to  the  credit  of  his  g^ierosily  be  it 
spoken,  he  restrained  himself,  and  was  silent ;  if 
she  had  beon  engaged,  probably  she  would  have 
told  him  so  firanidy,  and  to  entrap  her  into  an 
avowal  of  a  love  wmch  she  wished  to  keep  secret^ 
seemed  to  him  so  dishonourable  and  unfieur  to- 
wards her,  that  he  would  rather  suffer  the  tor* 
ments  of  uncertainty  than  make  any  such  attempt. 
^  I  think  I  had  better  be  going  home,"  he  said, 
'*  shall  I  caU  the  servant,  and  ask  him  what  de* 
tains  Mrs.  Soss  ?  and  then  when  she  comes,  wiU 
you  tell  her,  please,  that  my  headache  is  very  ob- 
stinate, and  tnat  I  am  going  to  keep  quiet  in  my 
quarters  for  the  rest  of  the  day,  and  nurse  it." 

"Yes,  I  will  tell  her;  I  am  so  sorry  you  a^ 
suffering." 

'<  Thank  you,  it  doesn't  matter,"  and  he  drew  up 
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his  head  with  a  touch  of  pride, — ^whieh  she  rather 
admired,— as  if  pity  were  the  last  thing  he  wanted 
from  her.  Then  they  shook  hands  silently,  and  he 
went  away. 

And  Gyneth  left  alone,  thought, "  was  I  wrong  P 
oh  no,  surely  not,  I  never  could  have  loved  him  as 
he  deserves,  never  could  have  looked  up  to  him  as 
one  ought  to  one's  husband ;  and  yet  I  do  reverence 
his  goodness  and  unselfishness,  and  he  is  quite  my 
superior  in  all  real  worth,  why  is  it  that  I  cannot 
feel  towards  him  as  such?  I  suppose  because 
there  is  something  cMLdish  about  him,  and  he  will 
mount  me  up  on  a  pinnacle  and  defer  to  me,  and 
want  me  to  ^vem ;  that  should  not  be  the  way ; 
Lewis  would  never  speak  so  to  Bose,  he  knows 
that  it  is  Am  right  to  govern,  he  would  never  have 
spoken  to  any  woman  as  Mr.  Armstrong  has  spoken 
to  me  to-day."  Then  self-reproachfully,  "Why 
am  I  always  contrasting  other  people  with  Lewis  ? 
it  is  very  absurd  of  me,  why  should  I  expect  or 
want  them  to  be  like  him  ?  there  are  different  sorts 
of  goodness ;  and  yet  I  can't  help  it,  I  fall  into  it 

Suite  involuntarily.  Lewis!  I  am  very  glad  to 
ave  known  you  so  well ;  I  am  very  proud  of  your 
friendship,  and  of  the  happy  old  days  in  which 
you  let  me  see  more  and  more  of  your  real  self, 
but  you  have  spoilt  all  other  men  ror  me,  that  is 
the  truth !"  A  pause,  during  which  she  did  not 
tiiinkf  but  only  lelt,  then  slowly  to  herself,  "  I  am 
not  sorry,  I  hope  I  may  gain  some  new  friends, 
though  never  any  that  I  can  honour  quite  so 
much ;  and  I  daresay  there  will  never  be  any  need 
for  me  to  do  anythmg  so  painful  again  as  what  I 
have  done  to-day.  Poor  Mr.  Arms^ng !  I  hope 
he  will  soon  get  over  it ;  I  am  not  worth  being 
cared  about  or  remembered,  and  he  will  meet  some 
one  better.  Ah!"  aloud,  as  Mrs.  Boss  entered 
the  room,  '^  I  was  just  meditating  a  retreat,  Pho- 
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tin^ ;  I  am  afraid  tliat  you  are  engaged,  and  that 
I  have  intermpted  you.** 

**  Not  one  bit !  I  am  so  Borry  to  liaye  seemed  so 
rude,  but  I  thought  Frank  would  talk  to  you,  and 
that  when  he  told  you  my  little  brothers  were 
here — " 

**  Are  they  ?    Oh,  he  never  told  me  that.'* 

^  Didn't  he  P  Ah,  the  great  stupid  man !  but  I 
suppose  his  headache  ms^e  him  forgetfuL  Yes, 
they  came  about  an  hour  ago,  and  juist  when  you 
arrived,  I  had  had  a  sort  of  late  lunch  sent  up  for 
them,  and  they  were  so  ravenous,  the  creatures ! 
and  they  would  have  no  one  but  sister  to  carve  for 
them,  so  that  I  could  not  get  away.  You  will 
pardon  it  ?"  and  she  kissed  Gyneth  on  both  cheeks, 
and  looked  irresistibly  tender  and  bewitching. 

'*  Oh  I  am  only  so  sorry  to  have  taken  you  away 
from  them  now.  Has  your  elder  brotner  come 
too?" 

''  No,  he  has  gone  to  join  Gharibaldi !  Yes,  in- 
deed, I  am  not  joking,  my  Marco  is  now  one  of 
those  wild  fellows  in  red  shirts,  whom  you  sober, 
minded  English  people  laugh  at.  Never  mind,  it 
is  all  for  Hberty !"  and  she  began  to  hum  "  Liberta^ 
Uberta,'*  her  dark  eyes  flashing  into  fierceness,  and 
then  breaking  into  smiles  again.  ^  Anastatius ! 
Stephanos  !'*  she  called,  opening  the  door  as  she 
spoke,  '*  come,  mes  petits  braves,  my  little  grass- 
hoppers, come  and  show  yourselves!"  and  t^o 
thin,  brown-faced  little  boys,  indescribably  Hthe 
and  graceful  in  their  moyem^ts,  and  wit£  large 
Btag-Hke  brown  eyes,  responded  to  the  call 

"  They  are  to  go  to  scnool,  the  monkeys !"  said 
the  sister  fondling  them,  "  and  they  must  be  very 
good,  for  the  English  masters  will  not  be  troubled 
with  bad  little  boys  without  manners ;  but  oh, 
they  will  be  so  happy  at  school,  and  I  have  got 
Bucn  a  nice  friend  K)r  them,  such  a  joUy  boy, — can 
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you  say  *  jolly,'  my  kittens? — who  goes  to  the 
same  school." 

"  I  do  not  want  to  go  to  school,"  said  Stephanos 
with  the  deliberate  manner  of  one  speaking  a  lan- 
guage not  his  own. 

"  Oh,  hush  !  you  will  have  a  nice  little  holiday, 
and  then  you  will  go  to  school  like  good  dear 
boys.  Erederick  says  it  is  to  be  so,  and  I  must 
have  aU  done  exactly  as  he  says,  he  knows  what 
is  best  for  us,  and  he  must  always  be  obeyed ;  do 
you  understand,  Stephanos?  Ah,  there  he  is 
coming  up  the  steps !"  and  she  flew  to  open  the 
door  for  him,  crying,  "  Frederico,  Frederico  mio ! 
my  little  ones  are  come,  they  are  here !"  while  the 
two  little  boys  whispered  together  in  their  own 
tongue,  somewhat  alarmed  apparently  at  the  pros- 
pect of  the  brother-in-law  who  was  always  to  be 
ob^ed. 

One  glance  at  those  kindly  blue  eyes,  and  the 
smaU  G-reeks  were  reassured,  there  was  nothing 
very  dreadful'  to  be  feared  from  the  owner  of  that 
most  amiable  of  faces,  and  Anastatius  had  prof- 
fered a  kiss,  and  Stephanos  had  climbed  on  to  the 
young  officer's  knee,  before  they  had  been  two 
minutes  together.  Such  a  happy  quartette  did 
the  husband  and  wife  and  the  two  little  brothers 
make,  that  G^yneth  thought  herself  only  in  the 
way,  and  bidding  them  a  cordial  good-bye — re- 
sisting a  most  pressing  invitation  from  both  Cap- 
tain and  Mrs.  feoss  to  stay  and  dine  with  them, — 
went  back  to  the  rectory,  to  wait  till  the  carriage 
should  be  sent  to  fetch  her  home. 

"When  she  arrived  at  home,  she  found  a  letter 
deeply-bordered  with  black,  and  addressed  to  her, 
lying  on  the  drawing-room  mantelpiece,  and  no 
sooner  had  she  taken  it  in  her  hand,  than  she  ex- 
claimed, "  From  Eose !  what  can  have  happened  ? 
I'm  afraid  Mr.  Bumaby — " 
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Lambert  looked  up  m  though  he  shared  her  an- 
xiety,  and  she  hastened  to  tear  open  the  envelope^ 
but  the  first  few  lilies  completely  puszled  her. 
They  ran  thus — 

"Mt  own  BAjajNa  Gtjtbth, — I  waa  not  allowed 
to  tell  you  of  my  happiness,  much  as  I  longed  for 
your  sympathy,  but  I  feel  that  I  must  turn  to 
you  in  my  sorrow,  and  I  am  sure  he  would  not  be 
displeased  with  me  for  doing  so,  for  in  his  great 
tenderness  he  took  thought  for  my  comfort  even  in 
the  last  solemn  hours.  He  died  yesterday  mom» 
ing.  I  can't  write  about  it ;  dear  kind  Mrs.  De* 
shon  will  tell  you  all  the  particulars ;  you  will  have 
learnt  :^m  her  letter  of  yesterday  what  this  loss 
is  to  me,  only  I  don't  think  she  or  any  one  can 
quite  tell  how  great  my  grief  is,  because  they  don't 
know  how  terribly  it  is  mingled  with  self-reproach." 

So  far  &yneth  read  in  utter  bewilderment.  "  She 
can't  surely  mean  Lewis !"  she  faltered  with  white 
lips,  **  it  seems  grandmamma  did  write,  but  I  have 
never  received  the  letter."  Then  she  turned  the 
.  page,  and  read  on,  but  still  there  was  no  solution 
of  the  terrible  doubt,  and  the  words  seemed  to 
swim  before  her  eyes. 

"  Then  it  is  not  Mr.  Bumaby  ?"  said  Lambert^ 
and  as  she  shook  her  head,  ana  he  saw  how  great 
was  the  agitation  she  was  trying  to  control,  he 
ran  across  to  the  dining*room,  and  returned  with 
a  glass  of  water  and  the  supplement  of  "The 
Times  "  of  that  day,  "  It  mav  be  here,"  he  said, 
glancing  down  the  record  of  deaths,  "yes,  this 
must  be  it, — *  On  the  8th  inst.,  of  diphtheria,  the 
Bev.  Samuel  Leonard  Willis,  in  the  45th  year  of 
bis  aga'    Was  he  related  to  the  Bumabys  ?" 

"  No,  no,  I  can't  understand.  Oh,  here  is  some* 
thing  about  '  our  engagement,'  and  on  the  last 
page  I  see  Mr.  WilHs's  name.     Poor  Bose!    I 
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will  read  it  aU  directly.  Thank  you,  Bertie/'  as 
ke  handed  her  the  water,  and  still  trembling  she 
sat  down. 

'^What  made  you  think  it  was  Lewis?"  said 
Lambert,  watching  her  anxiously. 

''Because  I  thought-^mamma  said  there  was 
eyidently  something  between  Lewis  and  Bose,  and 
this  letter  begins  about  her  'not  haying  been 
allowed  to  tell  me  of  her  happiness,'  and  I  thought 
that  meant  her  engagement  to  him.  I  never  could 
haye  dreamt  she  cared  for  Mr.  Willis,  oh,  I  am  so 
sorry  for  her!" 

"Yes,  poor  thing!  one  does  not  know  how  to 
fancy  her  in  sorrow,  she  was  so  yery  bright.  But— 
Gyneth,  you  haye  mistaken  Lewis  yery  strangely  1" 
She  did  not  wish  to  ask  how,  nor  to  try  to  under* 
stand  what  Lambert  meant,  her  colour  went  and 
came,  and  her  heart  beat  fast,  but  she  took  up  the 
letter  again,  and  tried  to  think  only  of  Bose  and 
the  sad  tidings  contained  therein. 

'^  How  I  wish  I  could  go  to  her  I"  she  said  at 
last,  "  my  poor  little  Bose !  it  is  grieyous  to  think 
of  her,  so  lonely  in  her  sorrow,  for  Mr.  Bumaby 
though  so  kind  and  good  is  not  the  sort  of  person 
who  can  enter  into  a  girl's  feelings  much,  and 
Bose  I  know  will  do  her  best  to  seem  cheerfiil 
with  him.  Fortunately  she  has  grandmamma  to 
comfort  her.  Dear  branny !  What  can  it  be  that 
has  preyented  my  getting  her  letter  ?" 

"  Perhaps  the  servants  forgot  to  post  it,  you  may 
get  it  this  eveninff.  Here  is  mamma  coming ;  is 
what  Miss  Bumaby  has  told  you  a  secret  ?'* 

"  No,  no,  she  says  she  is  proud  to  have  belonged 
to  anyone  so  good,  and  I  think  she  quite  wishes 
her  engagement  to  be  known.  I  wonder  why  she 
was  not  allowed  to  tell  me  of  it  before ;  she  must 
have  been  engaged  some  months,  I  suppose,  &om 
what  she  says." 


492  A  MAiDEir  or  otje  own  day. 

&yneth  was  not  sorry  to  find  that  her  mother 
ah*eadj  knew  the  tidings  contained  in  Bose's  let- 
ter, with  the  addition  of  some  further  particulars. 
"  Yes,  papa  heard  from  Major  Willis  this  after- 
noon," Mis.  Deshon  explained ;  "  he  wishes,  very 
naturally,  to  remain  witn  his  mother  till  after  the 
funeral,  and  then  hopes  to  persuade  her  to  come 
with  him  to  Harbourmouth  for  a  time.  It  seems 
she  is  very  much  overcome,  she  had  thought  her 
son  was  only  suffering  from  a  common  sore-throat, 
and  did  not  think — any  more  than  he,  poor  man ! — 
of  calling  in  medical  assistance,  till  it  was  too  late  to 
be  of  any  use.  Bose  Bumaby  has  devoted  herself 
to  her  most  affectionately,  and  I  think  you  would 
be  pleased  to  see  in  what  high  terms  the  dry  Major 
writes  of  your  friend,  G-yneth,  though  he  says  he 
always  considered  his  brother^s  engagement  a  mis- 
take, and  believes  it  would  have  been  proved  to 
be  so,  had  it  not  met  with  this  sad  and  unexpected 
close." 

'^  But,  oh,  mamma,  Bose  would  make  any  man 
happy,  and  I  do  believe  she  reaUy  loved  Mr. 
"Wims,"  said  &yneth,  earnestly,  "anyone  would 
think  so  if  they  could  see  how  she  writes  of  him.*' 

"  Yes,  I  dare  say,  but  there  was  a  great  dispa- 
rity in  their  age,  and  he  was  a  grave  dull  sort  of 
man,  wasn't  he  ?  She  would  not  have  found  it 
necessary  to  amuse  herself  with  Lewis  G-rantham 
if  she  had  been  perfectly  happy  in  her  engage- 
ment." 

"  Mamma !"  &yneth's  white  lips  unclosed  plead- 
ingly, but  she  could  find  no  words  to  continue : 
Lambert  spoke  for  her. 

"  I  suspect  Lewis  wa«  one  of  the  few  people  who 
were  aware  of  the  engagement,  and  that  that  was 
the  reason  why  Miss  Bumaby  could  talk  more 
freely  to  him  than  to  others.  I  see  now  why  she 
was  so  confused  at  my  suggesting  Leonard  when 


A  MAIDEK  OP  OTJB  OWN  DAY.  493 

she  was  playing  with  the  children  at  that  absurd  ' 
game,  *  I  love  my  love  with  an  L,'  and  why  Lewis 
was  so  anxious  to  help  her  out  of  her  difficulty. 
I  suppose  she  was  accustomed  to  call  Mr.  Willis 
by  his  second  name." 

"  And  that  accounts  for  the  L  on  her  locket 
too!"  said  Mrs.  Deshon,  "J  always  thought  it 
stood  for  Lewis,  didn't  you,  Bertie  ?" 

"  No,  I  had  no  reason  to  think  so,  mother,"  he 
answered  gravely,  and  something  in  his  steady 
glance  seemed  to  imply  so  plainly  "  nor  had  you 
either,  really,"  that  her  eyes  feU  before  his.  And 
then  he  looked  infinitely  ashamed,  poor  boy,  at 
this  result,  and  thought  he  had  been  wanting  in 
respect,  but  his  sister  had  reason  to  be  grateful  to 
him,  for  from  that  time  forward  Mrs.  Deshon  made 
no  more  inuendoes  on  the  subject  of  Lewis'  and 
Bose's  intimacy.  She  accepted  that  one  mute  in- 
voluntary rebuke  from  her  son,  as  she  was  wont  to 
accept  others  of  the  same  kind  from  her  husband, 
— ^who  never  suffered  a  word  of  reproach  to  escape 
him,  and  whose  blame  could  be  read  only  in  his 
first  look  of  grief  and  surprise, — and  really  liked 
him  the  better  for  it ;  it  was  her  nature  to  love 
the  best  those  who  could  govern  her,  and  though 
with  such  a  dutiful  son  as  Lambert  the  outward 
submission  was  sure  to  be  on  his  side,  in  secret 
she  acknowledged  his  superiority,  and  was  far  more 
really  influenced  by  hinn  than  he  had  ever  been  by 
her. 

When  Mrs.  Deshon  and  her  daughter  were  next 
alone,  Gyneth  took  the  opportuni^  to  teU  of  Mr. 
Armstrong's  proposal  and  of  the  answer  she  had 
given  to  it;  she  felt  this  confidence  was  due  to  her 
mother,  though  it  was  one  which  she  found  rather 
disagreeable  to  make,  more  particularly  as  she 
could  not  be  sure  beforehand  how  it  would  be 
received. 
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"So  you  gave  Imn  an  absolute  *  no,*  poor  fellow!" 
was  Hjts.  Deshon's  first  remark.  "  Was  it  before 
or  after  you  received  Bose  Bumabv's  letter  ?" 

"  Oh,  before,"  answered  Q-yneth,  wonderingly, 
not  seeing  tbat  this  had  anything  to  do  with  the 
matter. 

"  Then  you  reftised  him — ^why  ?  Because  he  is 
a  parvenu,  and  the  idea  of  such  a  close  connection 
with  the  button-trade  frightened  you  ?  or  because 
he  personally  does  not  please  you,  or  what  ?  I  al- 
ways thought  you  liked  him  very  much." 

^  So  I  do,  mamma ;  but  still  I  never  could  love 
him  well  enough  to  be  happy  as  his  wifa  I  shall 
be  much,  much  happier  at  home  wil^  you,  if  you 
wiU  let  me  stay.  You  are  not  in  such  a  great 
huny  to  get  rid  of  me,  are  you?" 

"  I)id  i  seem  so  ?"  said  her  mother,  kissing  her. 
"My  love,  I  don't  want  any  Mr.  Annstrong  to 
carry  you  off  from  us.  I  should  like  to  have  you 
to  myself  for  a  long  time  to  come,  only  parents 
mustn't  be  selfish  about  these  matters.  And  if 
this  marriage  had  seemed  likely  to  be  for  your 
happiness,  I  should  certainly  never  have  opposed 
it,  tnough  it  is  not  quite  the  connection  I  aesire 
for  you." 

"Will  you  please  tell  papa  for  me  ?"  said  Gy- 
nei^.  "  I  don't  think  anyone  else  need  know,  need 
they  P  except — ^I  have  always  told  granny  every- 
thinff  that  concerns  me,  hitherto." 

"  And  of  course  granny  will  teU  Lewis  Oraii- 
tham,"  reflected  Mn.  Deshon,  discontentedly. 
Aloud  she  said, "  My  dear,  you  must  do  as  you 
think  right,  but  the  less  said  about  these  matters 
the  better ;  it  is  not  fieur  towards  Mir.  Anastrong 
to  mention  your  refusal  of  him  to  anyone  mme- 
eessaarily.  K  grandmamma  should  ever  questioiL 
you  on  l^e  subject,  you  could  eiplam  it  all  to  her 
then." 
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Gynetli  felt  as  though  suspected  of  a  conceited 
wish  to  bruit  abroad  Mr.  Armstrong's  proposal; 
and,  fearful  of  deserving  in  anj  way  this  imputa- 
tioa,  and  still  more,  of  seeming  unmindful  of  her 
mother's  advice,  acquiesced  in  uie  reserve  thus  eor 
joined  on  her,  hoping  that  she  was  not  wronging 
ner  grandmother  by  this  absolute  obedience  to  her 
mother. 

Yet  Lewis  Grantham  did  come  to  know  of  the 
refusal  after  all,  for  Mrs.  Deshon  herself  mentioned 
it  in  a  letter  to  Jeannie,  who  was  sojourning  a 
day  or  two  in  London  on  her  way  to  the  north  ; 
and  Lewis  happening  to  go  with  Jeannie  and  her 
husband  to  the  railway-station  to  see  them  off, 
seized  the  opportunity  of  a  tete-a-tete  with  his 
cousin,  while  Alfred  was  engaged  in  seeing  the 
l^ggag©  properly  ticketed,  to  ask  after  Gyneth, 
and  received,  as  answer  to  his  half-satiricaUy, 
half-sadly  put  question,  "  Mr.  Armstrong  devoted 
as  usual,  I  suppose  ?'*  the  unexpected  intelligence, 
"  Oh,  poor  man,  his  attentions  nave  been  suddenly 
put  a  stop  to;  he  proposed  the  other  day,  and 
G-yneth  refused  him." 

Mr.  Q-rantham  did  not  even  say,  "Oh!"  he 
merely  proceeded  to  inquire  in  the  same  satirical 
tone,  "  Not  for  the  sake  of  the  gentle  Anthony,  I 
hope?"  To  which  Jeannie  answered,  almost  im- 
patiently, "Oh,  how  could  you  suppose  such  a 
thing  ?  Dear  mamma  in  her  kind-heartedness  has 
managed  to  be  fond  of  Anthony;  but  I  don't 
think  any  of  the  rest  of  us  have  ever  been  able 
to  do  more  than  tolerate  him ;  and  besides,  he  has 
been  quite  taken  up  lately  with  little  Miss  Arm- 
strong." 

Mr.  Grantham  did  say,  "Oh!"  this  time,  but 
said  it  so  drily,  as  to  afford  no  intimation  of  any 
peculiar  pleasure  or  relief;  and  yet,  brown  eyes, 
you  sparkled  more  saucily  and  brightly  than  ever 
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under  those  dark  brows  of  his,  as  lie  wended  his 
way  back  to  his  law  books,  and  the  smile  in  which 
those  firm  lips  parted  now  and  then,  was  surely 
not  produced  by  anything  contained  in  the  crabbed- 
lookmg  sheets  of  parchment,  over  which  he  pored 
so  industriously  for  the  remainder  of  that  day. 


CHAPTEE  XXXIV. 


"  This  rapture  .  .  .  selfish  can  it  he  P 
Eject  it  from  your  heart,  her  home.  It  stays ! 
Ahy  the  hraye  world  that  opens  on  us  hoth  !'* 

BOBEBT  BbOWKING. 

'ES.  Willis  elid  come  to  Harbourmouth 
about  three  weeks  after  her  son's  death, 
and  took  np  her  abode  for  a  while  in 
a  furnished  house  on  the  Common; 
and,  somewhat  to  the  surprise  of  the  Deshons,  she 
brought  Bose  with  her ;  for,  though  the  poor  girl 
would  much  have  preferred  remaining  quietly  in 
her  home  with  her  good  old  father,  she  could  not 
resist  Mrs.  Willis's  urgent  entreaties,  and  believed 
that  she  was  making  the  best  and  only  atonement 
in  her  power  to  her  dead  love,  for  having  some- 
times slighted  his  wishes,  by  scrupulously  fulfil- 
ling his  last-expressed  desire,  that  she  would  try 
to  soothe  his  mother's  sorrow,  and  lead  her  to  the 
truest  source  of  comfort. 

Poor  Mrs.  Willis!  there  was  something  very 
piteous  in  her  grief,  for  she  had  but  ill  requited 
the  dutiful  love  of  her  good  son ;  and  yet  she  was 
not  so  hardened  in  selfishness  as  to  be  impervious 
to  the  stings  of  the  deep  self-reproach  which  his 
sudden  death  had  awakened  in  her.  Her  better 
feelings  struggled  with  her  old  frivolous  worldly 

K  K 
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thoughts  and  ways,  and  were  always  uppermost 
in  Bose's  presence  ;  for  Bose,  though  at  times  led 
away  by  giddiness  and  a  childish  love  of  amuse- 
ment, was  at  heart  thoroughly  sincere,  and  simple, 
and  earnest :  and  Bose  believed  in  the  better  part 
of  her  friend's  character,  and  addressed  herseli  al- 
ways to  that,  never  taking  upon  herself  to  exhort 
or  advise, — which  would  ill  have  become  one  so 
young  and  so  full  of  faults, — but  doing  all  she 
could  by  means  of  gentle  suggestion  and  loving 
persuasion.     It  was  a  grave  task  which  her  be- 
trothed had  imposed  on  her ;  and  in  striving  to 
fulfil  it  she   gained  wisdom  and  thoughtfulness 
every  day.     Gyneth*s  first  impression  on  seeing 
her  was  that  she  had  grown  years  older  in  the 
months  which  had  passed  since  they  had  last  met. 
Not  that  she  looked  really  old,  or  worn,  or  ill ;  the 
roseate-tinted  face,  the  sunny  hair,  the  brilliant, 
changeful  hazol  eyes,  only  looked  aU  the  brighter 
and  fresher  from  contrast  with  the  sombre  hue  of 
her  mourning  garments ;  and  tears  had  not  quenched 
the  childlike  smile  that  rippled  over  her  lips  as 
frankly  as  ever,  when  anythmg  moved  her  to  mo- 
mentary mirth.   There  was  not  in  her  one  particle 
of  that  affectation  which  takes  a  lugubrious  de- 
light in  giving  to  grief  its  most  pensive  outward 
show,  which  sighs  unnecessarily,  and  speaks   in 
plaintive  accents,  that  all  men  may  see  toe  extent 
of  its  affliction.     Her  deep,  honest  grief  lay  heavy 
at  her  heart,  and  forced  many  tears  from   her 
when  she  was  alone ;  but  it  had  not  made  her  in- 
capable of  being  interested  or  cheered,  or  even 
amused  at  times,  and  she  would  not  pretend  that 
it  had.     She  was  veiy  glad  indeed  to  see  GFyneth, 
evidently ;  and  though  a  certain  soft  seriousness, 
a  grave  and  gentle  dignity,  was  now  observant  in 
her,  and  made  her,  as  has  been  said,  seem  older 
than  before,  her  interest  in  all  her  friend's  affairs 
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was  as  ready  as  ever,  and  she  talked  of  Lambert 
and  Lawrence,  of  Augusta  Weatherhead  and  the 
schools,  and  the  poor  people,  with  as  vivid  a  re- 
membrance of  what  Gyneth's  hopes  and  fears  had 
been  when  she  was  last  at  Harbourmouth,  as  if 
nothing  of  greater  importance  to  herself  had  oc- 
curred since  then. 

But  when  G-yneth  and  she  at  length  found 
themselves  alone  together,  she  let  her  sorrow  have 
its  way  for  a  while,  expressing  it  freely,  as  was  in 
her  frank,  confiding  nature  to  do,  to  one  whom  she 
loved  and  trusted  so  thoroughly,  yet  never  exag- 
gerating it,  nor  rejecting  such  consolation  as  Gy- 
neth  could  offer. 

"  He  was  so  good  to  me,  and  I  was  so  bad  to 
him — that  is  the  bitterest  part  of  my  regret,"  she 
said  sadly  and  humbly.  "  I  don't  mean  that  I  was 
wilfully  unkind  or  unmindful,  but  I  used  to  laugh 
when  he  wanted  me  to  be  serious,  and  to  go  gad- 
ding about  when  he  would  much  rather  I  had 
stayed  at  home.  Listead  of  letting  myself  be 
drawn  up  to  him,  as  I  ought,  I  tried  to  pull  him 
down  to  me." 

"  I  don't  think  his  influence  has  been  wasted  on 
you,  indeed,  Bosie,"  said  Gyneth,  tenderly. 

"  No,  I  hope  not.  But  it  is  the  losing  him  that 
has  deepened  it ;  and  now  he  can  never  know — I 
can  never  make  up  for  the  past." 

Great  sobs  choked  her  voice,  and  the  flushed, 
tear-wet  face  was  hidden  away  on  Gyneth's 
shoulder.  Presently  she  went  on,  "  He  did  not 
like  that  expedition  to  Brittany ;  it  was  under- 
taken quite  against  his  advice,  and  you  know  it 
turned  out  badly  for  papa.  I  wanted  to  go,  be- 
cause what  Mr.  Grantnam  had  told  me  of  Brittany 
had  inspired  me  with  a  great  wish  to  see  it ;  and 
in  my  self-will  I  thought  papa  would  enjoy  it  too. 
There  was  no  thought  of  your  cousin's  joining  us 
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when  we  set  off;  but  before  we  had  been  many 
days  in  the  country,  we  were  obliged  to  stop  at  a 
horrid  little  inn,  where  there  was  nothing  to  be 
got,  and  papa  was  so  nnwell,  I  was  quite  frightened. 
So  when  I  was  looking  out  of  the  window  one 
afternoon,  and  saw  Mr.  Grantham  drive  up,  I 
could  not  help  calling  to  him ;  and  after  that  he 
travelled  with  us  as  far  as  we  went,  and  was,  oh, 
so  kind  aad  useful.  Our  joumeyings  would  have 
been  nothing  but  misery  and  anxiety  to  me,  but 
for  him ;  for  papa  was  so  ill,  and  yet  would  not 
turn  back  at  first,  because  he  thought  I  wanted  to 
go  on." 

"  I  am  so  glad  Lewis  came  to  your  assistance/' 
said  Gyneth,  with  genuine  pleasure. 

"Yes,  I  shall  always  be  grateful  to  him;  but 
still  trouble  came  of  it  in  some  ways.  Major 
Willis  heard  of  it,  and  said  ill-natured  things 
about  it  to  Leonard,  and  made  him  unhappy, 
though  he  could  not  make  him  unjust.  And  then 
you  know,  I  knew  that  Mr.  Willis  was  vexed  with 
me  for  persisting  in  going  to  Brittany,  and  that  he 
would  be  still  more  vexed  when  he  found  it  had 
done  papa  harm,  iust  as  he  had  predicted ;  and  so 
I  could  not  ^te  as  happUy  Ji  freely  to  Mm  aa 
usual:  and,  putting  this  and  that  together,  he 
fancied  I  was  tired  of  our  engagement,  and  the 
first  thing  he  did  after  I  came  home  was  to  offer 
to  release  me  from  it." 

"  Oh,  how  grieved  you  must  have  been !" 

"Yes,  I  was  indeed,  but  it  did  me  good;  it 
made  me  more  careful,  and  less  eager  for  the 
amusement  of  the  minute.  I  don't  think  I  have 
ever  made  any  approach  to  flirting  since  then. 
He  forgave  me  for  the  past,  and  I  started  fresh, 
and  tried  hard  to  please  him,  so  that  I  think  lie 
was  beginning  to  ^1  that  I  did  really  love  him  ; 
though  he  would  never  let  me  publish  my  engage- 
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ment  to  him,  lest  I  should  wish  to  change  my 
mind,  and  should  be  fettered  hj  the  thought  of 
what  people  would  say  of  me." 

"  Oh,  Eosie,  he  might  have  trusted  you !"  said 
&yneth,  almost  indignantly. 

"  Yes,  and  I  think  he  did  at  last ;  but  he  was  so 
humble,  he  did  not  know  how  to  believe  that  any 
one  could  really  care  for  him.  I  don't  think  he 
would  ever  have  found  confidence  enough  to  ask  me 
to  marry  him,  if  Mr.  Grantham  had  not  encouraged 
him." 

"  Then  Lewis  knew  of  your  engagement  ?" 
• "  Oh,  yes ;  he  was  one  of  the  few  people  who 
did.  Leonard  and  he  were  great  Mends,  and  he 
was  the  first  person  who  discovered  Leonard's  love 
for  me,  and  the  only  person  who  was  really  ad- 
mitted into  his  confidence.  Do  you  know,  it  is 
very  wicked  of  me,  but  I  never  can  quite  forgive 
Major  Willis  for  having  put  it  into  his  brother's 
head  to  be  uneasy  about  Mr.  Ghrantham  and  me, 
though  I  am  trying  hard  to  like  him  and  forgive 
him,  for  Leonard's  sake." 

Poor  Q-yneth  was  terribly  tortured  by  all  these 
allusions  to  Lewis,  especially  as  Eose's  words 
almost  made  it  seem  as  though  there  had  been 
some  flirting  in  the  case,  after  all,  though  nothing 
more  serious;  and  yet  she  was  tongue-tied  and 
would  not  ask  an  explanation,  but  could  only 
listen  and  wait,  in  the  hopes  of  its  being  given 
unasked. 

Eose  was  crying  quietly,  and  it  was  some  time 
before  she  spoke  again :  then  it  was  to  say,  "  Gf-y- 
neth,  do  you  know,  of  all  the  letters  I  have  re- 
ceived since  my  loss  has  been  known, — and  papa 
has  told  all  my  friends,  by  my  desire,  what  Mr. 
Willis  was  to  me, — ^none  have  been  anything  like 
so  comforting  to  me  as  yours  and  Mr.  Gran- 
tham's ;  and,  curiously  enough,  you  and  he  have 
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said  one  or  two  things  almost  the  same,  and  even 
nearly  in  the  same  words,  though  the  great  reason 
that  kis  letter  was  so  welcome  to  me  was,  that  he 
is  sorrowing,  not  only  for  my  loss,  but  for  his  own : 
he  really  loved  and  honoured  Leonard  as  his  own 
friend." 

Was  it  possible  to  hear  that,  and  yet  believe  that 
Lewis  had  been  willing  to  flirt  with  his  friend's 
betrothed  ?  But  Gyneth  was  perplexed,  and  did 
not  answer  otherwise  than  by  a  pressure  of  the 
hand  she  held  in  hers ;  and  her  silence  made  Sose 
look  up. 

"  You  don't  mind  Mr.  G-rantham's  having  written 
to  me,  do  you  ?"  she  said,  pleadingly.  "  I  am  sure 
you  will  be  prouder  of  mm  than  ever  when  you 
have  read  that  letter.  I  brought  it  with  me  to 
Harbourmouth  on  purpose  to  show  it  to  you." 

She  drew  it  from  her  pocket  as  she  spoke,  and 
insisted  on  Gyneth's  reading  it,  watching  her  face 
as  she  read,  to  see  if  she  were  pleased  with  it. 
There  could  scarcely  be  any  doubt  of  that ;  it  was 
one  of  those  beautiiul  letters  which  sincere,  warm- 
hearted  people  write  when  their  feelings  are  deeply 
moved, — with  no  studied  phrases,  and  yet  no  in- 
coherences, showing  that  the  writer  was  accus- 
tomed to  express  himself  well  and  naturally,  and 
that  he  had  neither  the  over-shyness  which  hinders 
many  from  giving  words  to  the  sympathy  they 
feel,  nor  the  vanity  which  makes  others  obtrude 
it,  as  if  their  sympathy  must  needs  be  worth  a 
great  deal. 

Gyneth's  eyes  were  full  of  happy  pride  when 
she  gave  it  back.  Lewis  was  what  ner  ideal  had 
pictured  him ;  she  would  never  doubt  him  more, 
let  poor  Eose's  words  be  as  puzzling  as  they  might. 

A  week  was  the  utmost  that  Bose  could  spare 
to  Mrs.  Willis  just  then,  as  her  father  was  all  alone 
at  home,  and  wanted  her  back;  so,  though  the 


A  MAIDEN  OT  OUB  OWN  DAY.  503 

two  ffirls  had  passed  as  much  time  together  as  they 
could,  during  that  week,  they  were  neither  of  them 
ready  to  part  when  the  last  day  came,  and  Eose 
preferred  a  very  eager  petition  to  Colonel  and 
Mrs.  Deshon  to  allow  G-yneth  to  return  with  her 

to ,  and  stay  a  little  while  with  her  there. 

Gyneth  would  not  have  liked  to  press  for  this,  as, 
from  Lambert  having  gone  back  to  college,  and 
Lawrence  being  at  Woolvrich,  her  mother  seemed 
to  need  her  companionship  more  than  usual ;  but 
Mrs.  Deshon  Kked  Eose,  and  thought  that  a  visit 
from  Qyneth  would  help  to  cheer  her,  and  the 
Colonel  was  glad  of  this  opportunity  of  Gyneth's 
having  a  glimpse  at  her  grandmother. 

"  I'm  afraia  that  grandmamma  is  being  rather 
worried  by  her  landlord,"  he  said;  "the  absurd 
man  wants  to  pull  down  that  good  old  house,  and 
build  a  couple  of  wretched  modem  villas  in  its 
stead.  I  have  asked  her  to  let  me  go  up  to  town 
for  her,  and  see  him  on  the  subject,  but  I  have  not 
yet  had  any  answer  from  her.  Be  sure  you  write 
me  word  how  she  is  looking,  and  whether  she 
seems  much  distressed  at  the  possibility  of  her 
being  obliged  to  leave  her  old  home." 

It  was  a  possibility  which  distressed  Gyneth 
very  much ;  and  as  soon  as  she  had  received  Mr. 
Bumaby's  hospitable  greetings,  and  partaken  of 
the  refreshment  he  had  provided,  she  begged  leave 
to  go  at  once  and  see  her  grandmother,  promising 
to  return  before  evening.  She  rather  enjoyed  the 
notion  of  taking  the  dear  old  lady  by  surprise,  and 
ran  blithely  up  the  steps  of  the  old  red  house, 
whose  destruction  she  could  not  bear  to  contemi 
plate,  forgetting  all  anxiety  in  the  pleasurable 
thought  that  in  another  moment  she  would  be  in 
her  grandmamma's  arms. 

EHza  opened  the  door,  with  surprise  and  some- 
thing like  dismay  depicted  on  her  face. 
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''Eh,  Miss  Ghynetli,  and  where  have  je  come 
from  P"  she  said.  ''  I'm  right  glad  to  see  jou ; 
but  my  mistress  is  up  in  London,  and  not  likely 
to  be  back  till  to-morrow." 

''In  London!"  exclaimed  Oyneth,  in  intense 
astonishment ;  for,  of  all  thin^^her  grandmother 
hated  a  railway  journey.  "Why,  what  is  the 
matter?" 

"  It's  something  about  the  house,  I  think,  miss  ; 
the  landlord's  been  real  bothersome  lately,  and 
Mr.  Grantham  thought  as  my  mistress  had  better 
see  him  herself;  and  he  wouldn't  come  here,  so 
Mr.  Ghrantham  came  and  fetched  my  mistress  up 
to  town  this  morning.  But  won't  ye  come  in? 
Anne  can  get  your  room  ready  for  you  in  no  time, 
and  rU  soon  get  something  hot  cooked  for  your 
dinner." 

Ghyneth  explained  that  she  was  Miss  Bumaby's 
guest,  and  required  neither  to  be  housed  nor  fed, 
but  went  in  for  a  minute  to  speak  a  kind  word  to 
Anne  and  take  a  peep  at  her  canary,  and  then 
said  she  should  like  to  take  one  turn  round  the 
Conyent  garden,  and  went  thither  accordingly. 

The  chill  of  disappointment  was  still  upon  her, 
and  she  was  unhappy  at  the  seeming  likehhood  of 
her  grandmother's  being  obliged  to  leave  her  dear 
old  home.  "  I  wonder  where  granny  will  go  to  P" 
pondered  she,  "  how  I  wish  I  could  think  she  would 
come  to  us!  I  know  papa  would  like  it,"  and 
sitting  down  on  the  mossy  bank  where  she  had  sat 
and  read  "  Christabel"  that  memorable  day  of  her 
&rther's  return,  she  fell  into  a  day-dream  engen- 
dered by  this  reflection. 

Her  own  name,  called  in  low  yet  distinct  tones, 
was  the  first  thing  that  startled  her  from  her  me> 
ditations,  and  was  the  more  startling  because  in 
those  tones,  grave  as  they  were,  she  recognised  the 
blithe  singing  voice  which   had  aroused  her  so 


A  MAIDlBir  OF  OTTB  OWIT  BAT.  505 

pleasantly  on  that  May  day  of  the  year  before. 
'^  I  am  here,  Lewis,"  she  answered,  half-rising,  and 
in  another  minute  Mr.  Ghrantham  came  through 
the  trees  and  stood  beside  her. 

"  I  did  not  expect  to  see  yiw,**  was  the  remark 
of  both  simultaneously,  and  then  both  smiled,  and 
G^yneth  asked  if  her  grandmamma  had  returned. 

''  No,  oh  no,  I  came  down  alone  to  find  a  letter 
that  she  wants,  and  the  maids  told  me  you  were 
here ;  sit  still,  and  I  will  teU  you  all  about  it,  or 
would  you  rather  come  into  the  house  ?"  Q-yneth 
preferred  remaining  where  she  waa,  and  Mr.  Gran- 
tham  proceeded  to  explain  that  Mrs.  Deshon's  per- 
sonal remonstrance  with  her  landlord  had  been 
without  effect,  except  that  he  had  seemed  a  little 
struck  at  hearing  that  she  had  in  her  possession  a 
letter  from  his  late  father,  her  former  landlord, 
promising  that  the  house  should  not  be  altered 
while  she  was  disposed  to  remain  in  it.  ''This 
letter  I  have  now  to  search  for,"  he  added,  "  granny 
has  entrusted  to  me  the  key  of  her  Indian  cabinet 
for  that  purpose,  and  I  have  persuaded  her  to  re- 
main with  my  Mends,  the  Langdales,  until  to- 
morrow, as  if  this  troublesome  landlord  is  still  re- 
calcitrary,  after  he  has  read  his  father's  letter, — 
and  I  fiilly  expect  he  will  be,  for  he  is  a  most 
obstinate  fellow, — I  have  another  plan  to  propose 
to  her." 

''  K  grandmamma  is  obliged  to  leave  her  old 
home  I  hope  she  will  come  to  us,"  said  Gyneth, 
"  I  am  8tu*e  papa  would  wish  it." 

He  looked  at  her  for  a  minute,  as  if  he  were  very 
sorry  for  her,  then  turned  away  his  head,  and  an- 
swered as  indifferently  as  he  could,  "  The  plan  has 
been  thought  of,  but  it  wouldn't  quite  do.  I  must 
leave  granny  to  explain  it  all  to  you." 

*'  Then  papa  has  proposed  it  r  I  didn't  know 
that,  he  didn't  tell  me,"  said  G^yneth,  a  little  hurt 
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p^haps,  at  finding  that  she  had  been  kept  in  ig^ 
norance  of  a  matter  bo  near  her  heart ;  ^  and  why 
wouldn't  it  do?  papa  is  likelj  to  be  settled  in 
England  for  some  time  now,  and  I*m  sure  we 
would  do  all  we  could  to  make  dear  granny  com- 
fortable." 

Mr.  Grantham  was  embarrassed,  he  did  not  like 
to  tell  her  the  real  reason  why,  which  was — ^that 
granny  felt  the  scheme  was  unwelcome  to  her 
daughter-in-law,  and  that  therefore  it  would  be 
unwise  and  unadvisable  to  accept  her  son's  pro- 
posal, however  much  he  might  urge  it,  and  however 
tempting  for  his  sake  such  a  scheme  might  appear. 

The  explanation  would  not  have  come  weU  from 
Lewis,  and  he  did  not  attempt  to  give  it,  but  with 
great  sweetness  and  kindliness  of  manner  an- 
swered, "  I  dare  not  take  upon  myself  to  explain 
the  whys  and  the  wherefores,  but  I  am  going  to 
ask  you  to  be  so  generous,  Ghyneth,  as  to  believe 
me  that  that  plan  has  not  been  set  aside  with- 
out reason,  and  to  help  me  to  persuade  the  dear 
granny  to  consent  to  what  /  have  to  propose." 

**  But  Lewis,  I  can't  help  being  sorry,  and  I  don't 
understand  it  at  aU,"  though  a  misgiving  that  her 
mother  had  not  favoured  the  plan  had  risen  slowly 
in  her  mind,  and  would  not  be  smothered,  "  I  don't 
want  to  be  selfish,  but  you  can't  think  what  a  dis- 
appointment this  is  to  me." 

"  Can't  I  ?  Have  I  grown  so  stupid  where  you 
are  concerned  then?"  he  rejoined,  in  a  tone  wnich 
made  her  heart  beat,  so  deep  a  feeling  trembled 
beneath  its  gentle  modulations  ;  then  in  his  more 
ordinary  manner  he  went  on,  "  J  am  not  unmind- 
ful of  your  disappointment  indeed,  but  I  want  you 
to  be  so  good  and  patient  as  to  listen  to  me  a  little 
while.  There  is  a  certain  house  in  a  quiet  street, 
— albeit  a  London  one, — near  the  Park,  and  with 
a  glimpse  of  gra^s  and  green  trees  from  the  win- 
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dowB,  an  old  home-like  looking  house,  roomy  and 
comfortable,  though  with  no  pretensions  to  gran- 
deur, and  this  house,  be  it  observed,  appertains  to 
me.  It  is  part  of  the  little  property  which  I  in- 
herited from  my  father.  I  have  let  it  hitherto, 
but  the  last  tenant  has  just  gone  away,  and  it  has 
occurred  to  me  that,  instead  of  letting  it  again,  I 
should  like  to  inhabit  it,  and  that  in  that  case 
granny  might  be  induced  to  make  her  home  with 
me. 

"  Have  you  proposed  it  to  her  yet  ?"  inquired 
Gyneth,  in  a  constrained  voice. 

"  I  have,  and  she  has  agreed  to  look  at  the  house, 
and  seemed  half  inclined  to  consent,  if  your  father 
does  not  object.  I  promised  when  I  had  found 
the  letter  I  would  go  on  to  Harbourmouth  and  see 
him  this  evening,  and  broach  the  idea ;  from  what 
he  said  in  a  letter  I  received  from  him  yesterday, 
I  do  not  expect  that  he  will  make  any  objection." 

"  Of  course  he  will  wish  as  I  do,  that  grand- 
mamma  should  choose  what  will  be  the  happiest 
for  herself,  and  I  know  how  good  you  will  be  to 
her,  but  oh,  Lewis," — and  tears  sprang  to  her 
eyes,  "you  are  taking  from  me  the  one  person 
whom  I  thought  most  completely  mine,  whom  I 
should  most  have  delighted  to  treaflure  and  serve, 
and  devote  myself  to,  all  through  her  dear  life ! 
How  can  I  help  being  sorry  ?*' 

He  did  not  immediately  respond  to  the  appeal. 
"  Am  I  selfish  ?"  he  asked  himself,  "  would  this,  in 
bringing  me  so  great  a  joy,  bring  any  comfort  to  her? 
at  least  she  shaU  know  what  a  welcome  there  would 
be  for  her  if — *'  He  dared  not  linger  over  the  pro- 
babilities on  which  his  dearest  earthly  hope  hung, 
but  spoke  aloud.  "  I  only  know  of  one  remedy," 
— again  that  intense  sweetness  of  look  and  tone  ! 
— "  come  too,  Q-yneth !" 

She  glanced  up  at  him,  and  something  in  his 
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face,  Bomething  in  hie  voice,  aomething  in  Me  eaeer 
outetretched  GtuidB,  pointed  the  meaning  of  mis 
most  unexpected  answer,  told  her  what  sort  of 
coming  it  was  to  be.  She  felt  no  fear,  no  pain, 
no  shrinking,  as  when  Mr.  Annatrong  had  decmred 
hie  love ;  even  through  her  great  surpriae  thrilled 
a  etraDge  eenee  of  rest,  a  joy  which  she  hardly  had 
time  to  realiae,  a  feeling  that  she  was  indeed  "  going 
home,"  in  giving  herself  up  to  Lewis,  uid  promis- 
ing to  be  Mb  wife. 


CHAPTER  XXXV. 

"  Mine,  my  own,  without  doubts  or  terrors, 
With  all  thy  goodnesses,  all  thy  errors, 
Unto  me,  and  to  me  alone,  reyealed 
'   — *  A  spring  shut  up,  a  fountain  sealed.' — 
Many  may  praise  thee — ^praise  mine  as  thine, 
Many  may  love  thee — m  love  them  too ; 
But  thy  heart  of  hearts,  pure,  faithful,  and  true. 
Must  be  mine,  mine  wholly,  and  only  mine." 
Fyom  Poenu  by  the  author  of  John  HaUfas^. 

'ND  80  you  are  going  to  marry  Mr. 
Grantnam!"  exclaimed  Eose  Bur- 
naby  one  afbemoon,  as  she  hovered 
affectionately  round  Q-yneth,  who 
was  sitting  musing  oyer  a  letter  which  she  had  re- 
ceived early  that  morning,  and  some  of  the  con- 
tents of  which  she  had  just  communicated  to  her*"' 
friend. 

"  Yes,  but  not  now,  not  till  the  autumn,  you 
know,  Eosie ;  it  seems  so  strange  to  have  that  to 
look  forward  to,  when  I  had  quite  made  up  my 
mind  that  I  never  should  marry  at  all !'' 

And  then,  fearful  lest  the  discussion  of  her  happy 
prospects  might  jar  upon  the  poor  little  Bose,  Gj- 
neth  put  away  Lewis's  Letter  and  took  up  a  book. 
But  W  was  by  no  meana  inclined  to  quit  the 
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subject  80  abruptly.  "  Strange  ?"  Bbe  said,  smil- 
ing, "I  should  have  thought  you  would  have 
found  it  the  most  natural  thing  in  the  world. 
Why  Mr.  Q-rantham  and  you  have  always  seemed 
to  belong  to  one  another,  and  that  was  what  used 
to  make  me  so  comfortable  in  talking  to  him  ;  the 
feeling,  I  mean,  that  he  was  as  completely  yours 
as  if  he  had  been  ticketed  with  a  great  G,  and 
that  he  could  not  possibly  suspect  me  of  wishing 
to  captivate  him." 

"Then,"  said  Q-yneth,  timidly,  "you  were  not 
alluding  to  him  when  you  said  something  about 
flirtation  the  other  day  ?" 

"  No,  no ;  how  could  you  suppose  so  ?  Major 
Willis  chose  to  accuse  me  of  flirbng  with  him,  but 
it  was  quite  a  mistake ;  there  never  was  anything 
more  than  kindly  unembarrassed  intimacy  either 
on  his  side  or  mine;  he  knew  my  secret  and  I 
knew  liis,  that  was  the  bond  between  us,  and  when 
we  talked  together  apart  it  was  always  of  either 
Leonard  or  vou.  Those  with  whom  I  flirted  were 
strangers,  pleasant  men  whom  I  met  casually,  and 
with  whom  it  was  great  fun  to  amuse  myself  for 
an  hour  or  two,  knowing  that  nothing  serious  was 
meant  on  either  side, — at  least,  certainly  not  on 
mine," — and  she  blushed  hotly,  as  if  at  some  sud- 
den recollection ;  "  but  I  was  wrong,  Leonard  did 
not  like  it,  and  it  wasn't  right  or  nice  of  me.  I 
am  very  sorry  now." 

"  I  oughtn't  to  have  reminded  you,"  said  Gfyneth, 
with  great  compunction. 

"Yes,  you  ought;  and  I'm  glad  you  did;  I 
shouldn't  like  you,  of  aU  people,  to  be  under  any 
mistake  about  Mr.  G-rantham's  kindness  towards 
me.  I  know  you  seemed  a  little  puzzled  at  his 
talking  so  much  to  me  that  day  at  Harbourmouth 
when  the  colours  were  presented ;  but  you  see  he 
took  refuge  with  me  because  he  could  talk  about 
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you,  and  tliat  comforted  him  a  little,  for  not  being 
able  to  talk  to  you.  Ah,  you  look  astonished ;  but 
don't  you  know  that  your  mother  gave  him  a  hint 
not  to  engross  you  ?  and  besides,  he  had  got  all 
Borts  of  nonsensical  ideas  in  his  head  about  its 
being  ungenerous  to  try  and  claim  you  as  his  own 
when  there  were  others  who  might  make  you  hap- 
pier, and  whom  you  might  be  able  to  love  better. 
And  then  he  thought  he  was  too  old  for  you,  such 
nonsense !  Why  Leonard  was  seven  or  eight  years 
older." 

"  Yes,  I  can't  see  that  the  difference  in  age  is 
an  objection,  it  makes  me  look  up  to  him  the  more, 
and  that  is  what  I  like ;  only  perhaps  if  I  were 
older  I  might  be  a  better  wife  for  him,  not  quite  so 
ignorant  and  foolish." 

"  Ignorant !  hum  !  I  suspect  you  would  be  too 
learned  and  grave  for  many  men,  though  not  for 
Mr.  G-rantham.  Gyneth,  my  little,  wise,  clever 
darling,  I  am  so  glad  you  are  going  to  be  with 
some  one  who  will  appreciate  you.  I  am  so  happy 
in  thinking  how  happy  you  wiU  be." 

"  Rosie,  you  are  too  kind,"  said  G-yneth,  her  eyes 
filling  with  tears ;  "  it  is  so  very  good  and  generous 
of  you  to  rejoice  with  me  in  this  way ;  but  I  don't 
like  you  to  make  such  an  effort." 

"  It  is  not  an  effort,"  said  Rose,  who  was  seated 
on  the  ground  at  Q-yneth's  feet :  "  why  shouldn't 
I  be  happy  still  in  the  happiness  of  other  people ; 
above  all,  of  his  friend ;  and  of  you,  who  are  like 
my  own  sister?  Don't  refuse  to  let  me  share 
your  joy,  Q-yneth ;  you  don't  know  what  good  it 
does  me  to  see  you  sitting  there,  looking  so  happy 
and  sweet ;"  and,  turning  round,  she  took  fond 
possession  of  G-yneth's  hands  and  stretched  up  her 
pretty  white  throat  till  their  lips  met  in  a  kiss. 
Not  in  their  days  of  brightest  mirth  and  mischief 
had   those  hazel  eyes,  with  their  long   curling 
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lasbeB,  looked  so  bewitching  as  they  did  now,  and 
it  was  with  almoet  reverential  loye  that  Glyiieth 
bent  down  and  kissed  the  fair  ingenuons  £Bkce,  so 
childlike  in  its  dimpled  sweetness  that  it  seemed 
as  though  the  shade  which  grief  had  left  on  it 
conld  not  be  an  abiding  doud,  but  would  pass  of^ 
leaving  behind  it  indeed  a  graver  sereni^  than 
heretofore,  but  no  bitterness  and  no  deep  nirrows 
of  care. 

"  And  now,"  said  Bose,  brightly, "  there  is  a  great 
deal  more  that  I  want  to  hear.  Let  me  see,  you 
said  it  was  the  day  before  yesterday  that  Mr. 
Ghrantham  proposed  to  you,  wnen  you  were  sitting 
in  the  convent  garden, — I  Hke  to  think  of  its  hap- 
pening there,  though  I  wonder  the  shades  of  the 
aeparted  nuns  didn't  appear  and  shake  their  heads 
at  you  ! — and  then  he  went  on  to  Harbourmouth 
straightway,  and  asked  your  fsither's  consent,  and 
got  it ;  and  then  he  rushed  up  to  town  and  sent 
the  dear  granny  into  fits  of  joy  by  his  news,  so 
that  she  forgot  to  be  sorry  when  the  crabbed  old, 
or  rather,  young,  landlord  persisted  in  his  resolu- 
tion to  pull  down  her  house ;  and  then  he  sent  you 
a  ridiculous  little  note  of  two  or  three  lines,  hor- 
ribly scribbled,  which  made  you  very  silent  and 
confused  all  yesterday,  and  now  he  has  written 
you  a  long,  proper  letter,  and  everything  is  com- 
fortably settled  ?  Well,  then,  so  far  I  understand 
everything  rightly ;  but  now  I  want  to  know  when 
your  grandmamma  is  coming  back,  and  how  thftk 
dear  pretty  mamma  of  yours  likes  the  match." 

^  G-ranny  is  coming  back  to-morrow ;  I  don't 
think  she  would  have  stayed  so  long  with  the 
Langdales,  only  that  Lewis  has  got  some  business 
in  hand,  and  could  not  well  spare  the  time  to  come 
down  with  her  until  Saturday ;  she  says  he  has 
been  obliged  to  work  so  hard  to  make  up  for  the 
time  he  lost  on  Wednesday." 


X  MAIDfiir  OF  OUB  OWIT  DAT.  513 

^1  don't  belieire  he  caillB  that  time  lost;  but 
now  tell  me  what  does  your  mamma  say  P" 

"  It  is  not  a  very  long  note,  perhaps  you  would 
like  me  to  read  you  some  of  it,"  said  Gyneth, 
doubtful  how  to  reply  on  this  point.  The  note 
tan  thus : — 

"  My  dear  love, — Papa  wishes  me  to  write  and 
tell  you  that  he  has  given  his  consent " — "full" 
was  written  above  in  Colonel  Deshon's  hand-writ- 
ing— "  to  Lewis's  proposal,  and  we  both  hope  that 
you  will  be  very  happy.  I  suppose  you  are  aware 
that  he  is  not  at  all  rich,  but  I  daresay  you  like 
him  all  the  better  for  that,  and  dear  granomamma's 
living  with  you  wHl  be  a  very  nice  arrangement 
and  prevent  your  being  lonely  when  Lewis  is  out, 
as  of  course  he  will  be  a  great  deal  I  don't  know 
how  to  forgive  him  for  taking  my  child  fi*om  me, 
but  if  you  are  happy  I  mustn't  mmd  my  own  loss. 
I  am  glad  it  is  not  to  be  tiU  the  autumn,  as  that 
will  leave  you  to  me  for  a  little  while,  and  besides 
we  shall  have  plenty  of  time  to  prepare  your 
trousseau,  and  then  Lewis  will  be  at  leisure  to 
take  you  abroad  somewhere  for  your  wedding- 
trip,  and  that  wiU  be  pleasant  for  you.  Eddie 
aa5  the  girls  join  with  me  in  congratulations ; 
oddly  enough,  it  was  Lewis  himself  who  told  them 
of  your  engagement  to  him ;  he  certainly  is  not  a 
bashful  lover,  but  I  suppose  he  has  got  beyond 
the  blushing  age.  Write  to  me  very  soon,  like  a 
dear,  good  child,  and  tell  me  when  you  are  coming 
home ;  I  miss  you  so  much. 

"Ever  your  very  affectionate  mother, 

"  Eaiott  Deshoi!^." 

Poor  Gyneth,  who  certainly  had  not  got  be- 
yond the  blushing  age,  whatever  her  lover  might 
nave  done,  felt  very  hot  and  uncomfortable  as  she 

L  L 
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read  tluB  letter  for  the  second  time,  picking  out 
bits  here  and  there  which  were  suitable  for  Boee 
to  hear;  and  yet  she  was  grateful  for  the  affection 
her  mother  showed  towards  her,  and  tried  to  keep 
down  her  indignation  on  Lewis's  account. 

It  was  not  without  an  effort  that  Mrs.  Deshon  had 
brought  herself  to  write  to  her  daughter  at  aU,  in 
the  first  shock  of  her  dismay  at  finding  that  LewiB 
Grantham  was  afber  all  to  carry  off  the  treasure 
she  had  been  trying  to  guard  from  him  so  care- 
fully. She  had  acquiesced  in  a  long  tite-h-tite 
between  her  husband  and  Lewis  that  Wednes- 
day eyening,  believing  that  they  were  discussing 
schemes  for  influencing  the  refractory  landlord, 
and  hoping  that  thus  her  mother-in-law  would  be 
able  to  remain  comfortably  in  her  present  home, 
and  that  all  thoughts  of  the  necessity  of  asking 
the  old  lady  to  take  up  her  abode  with  them  would 
thus  be  laid  at  rest.  She  did  not  dislike — ^how 
could  she  ?  the  dear  gentle  grandmamma,  but  she 
very  much  disliked  the  influence  G-ranny  had  oveif 
her  husband,  and  was  of  too  jealous  a  nature  with 
regard  to  this  one  great  love  of  hers,  to  bear  the 
idea  of  sharing  Edgar's  attentions  and  Edgar's 
society  eyen  with  his  own  mother.  Nor  yet  did 
she  want  Lewis  Grantham  to  make  a  home  foit 
Mrs.  Deshon,  for  she  thought  then  people  would 
be  sure  to  say  that  her  husband  ought  to  hare 
done  this,  and  not  have  left  the  care  of  his  mother 
to  a  distant  cousin,  a  young  man,  and  with  no 
wife  or  sisters  to  provide  for  the  good  old  lady's 
comfort.  Thus  she  continued  to  hope  that  the 
landlord  would  be  brought  round,  until  her  reflec- 
tions were  suddenly  interrupted  by  her  husband's 
coming  to  her  and  telling  her  that  Lewis  had 
asked  his  leave  to  many  Gyneth,  and  that  he  had 
given  it  ftdly  and  freely.  She  was  very  much 
astonished,  and  anything  but  pleased,  foresaw 
poverty  and  all  sorts  of  trials  for  Gyneth,  and  was 
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not  mucli  comforted  by  Colonel  Deehon's  assur- 
ances  that  Lewis  had  laid  before  him  a  statement 
of  his  affairs,  which  showed  that  he  had  a  fair 
though  not  a  large  income,  and  was  rising  in  his 
profession  and  likely  to  be  better  off  each  year. 
^He  has  neither  rank,  nor  money,  nor  position, 
nor  any  one  advantage  that  I  can  see !  not  eyen 
special  good  looks ;  though  he  is  not  positively  ugly 
perhaps,"  said  Mrs.  Deshon,  pettishly.  Colonel 
Deshon  would  not  debate  the  point  of  the  per- 
sonal appearance  of  his  son-in-law-elect ; — ^though 
At  thought  Lewis  particularly  good-looking, — but 
answered  grayely,  "  He  has  no  great  worldly  ad- 
vantages certainhr,  Fann^,  though  he  is  a  clever 
man,  and  one  likely  to  rise  I  wink,  but  in  more 
important  matters  he  is  aU  that  we  could  wish, 
ana,  having  known  him  and  been  fond  of  him  all 
his  life,  I  can  give  our  Uttle  girl  to  him  with  more 
pleasure  than  to  any  one  else." 

•*  I  don't  see  any  necessity  for  her  marrying  at 
all  atpresent,  she  is  so  very  young." 

"  There  is  no  necessity  for  her  marrying  at  any 
time,  Fanny,"  rejoined  her  husband  goodhumour- 
edly,  "  but  we  mustn't  be  selfish  where  her  happi- 
ness  is  concerned ;  she  wiU  be  nineteen  in  August, 
and  you  don't  think  that  too  young,  do  you  ?  at 
least  you  didn't  think  so  when  you  married  me, 
any  more  than  you  thought  of  caring  that  I  had 
not  rank,  or  wealth,  or  position,  or  even  special 
good  looks."  His  tone  was  so  tender  in  its  play- 
lulness  that  his  wife  began  to  be  mollified.  ^*  It 
was  the  best  deed  I  ever  did,  Edgar,"  she  said, 
smilingly,  as  he  kissed  her,  "  I  had  been  brought 
tip  to  think  I  was  to  make  a  grand  match,  but  at 
the  sight  of  a  certain  Lieutenant  Deshon  aU  my 
ambitious  longings  melted  into  air." 

"  Then  why  should  you  be  more  ambitious  for 
your  daughters  ?" 

"  Lewis  is  not  you,  so  I  can  judge  more  dispas- 
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sionately,  and  besides  I  have  srown  old  and  worldly, 
you  know,  Edgar;"  and  she  laughed,  a  lauA 
which  somewhat  jarred  upon  her  husband.  '  Old,' 
she  oertaioly  did  not  appear,  as  he  stood  there 
gazing  at  her,  but  rather  most  wonderfully  youth- 
nil  for  a  woman  of  forty-three,  and  almost  as  pretty 
as  she  had  ever  been ;  *  worldly,'  he  would  not  be- 
lieve that  either,  and  yet  a  momentary  conscious- 
ness struck  to  his  heart  that  on  that  point  she  had 
not  accused  herself  altogether  unjusuy.  He  said 
nothing,  only  looked  at-  her  with  such  anxious 
grave  tenderness  that  tears  came  into  her  eyes. 
''Don't  despise  me,  Edsar,"  she  whisp^^  ''I 
can't  rise  to  your  height,  I  am  still  what  my 
parents  made  me,  and  what  I  suppose  it  was  my 
nature  to  be.  K  I  have  been  worldly  in  my 
schemes  for  Gyneth  it  is  only  right  no  doubt  that 
I  should  be  punished  by  the  faQure  of  them,  and 
you  shall  see  I  wiU  resign  myself  in  time  even  to 
accepting  a  son-in-kw  who  despises  me." 

"  He  wouldn't  dare  to  do  so,  you  must  be  miB* 
taken!"  said  Colonel  Deshon,  much  pained  aad 
excited  by  such  a  supposition. 

''  I  am  not,  I  have  known  it  all  along,  it  was  so 
even  when  you  first  married  me,  and  he  was  only 
a  school-boy;  never  mind, — "  as  she  saw  her 
husband  still  incredulous, ''  we  will  suppose  that 
I  am  mistaken,  and  for  (^yneth's  sake  I  must  be 
firiends  vrith  him  now,  whatever  I  have  been  before. 
1  presume  he  still  wishes  granny  to  live  with  him  ? 
Ghyneth  wiQ  like  that,  and  it  wilL  now  seem  quite 
a  natural  arrangement.  Shall  I  go  down  and  do 
the  civil  to  him  at  once?" 

"  Not  if  it  pains  you,  Fanny,  I  would  not  have 
given  my  consent  if  I  had  thought — " 

''  Nonsense,"  she  said,  rising, ''  one  must  put  a 
good  face  on  it,  if  G-yneth  is  happy  and  if  you  are 
pleased,  Edgar,  what  more  can  1  want  ?  and  you 
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will  see  that  I  shall  be  on  very  eood  tenns  with 
my  new  son ;  no  one  eyer  Bucceeoed  in  (quarrelling 
with  me  yet,  and  I  don't  suppoee  he  is  inclined  to 
try.  Now  do  I  look  ^Euicinatinff  enough?"  and 
she  smiled,  kissed  him,  and  went  down  stairs  look- 
ing  M  Kay  and  gracious  as  poBsible.  Colond 
Deshon  followed  her,  feeling  a  good  deal  distressed, 
and  disposed  to  scrutinize  sharply  Lewis's  beha- 
yiour  towards  her.  Nothing,  howeyer,  could  he 
detect  amiss  in  this;  Lewis  was  perfectly  cour« 
teous  and  attentive  as  usual,  and  delight  and  gra- 
titude had  made  him  more  than  usually  cordial, 
there  was  not  the  slightest  symptom  of  tne  feeling 
Mrs.  Deshon  asorib^  to  him,  and  her  husband 
concluded  then  and  eyer  after  that  she  had  been 
mistaken,  and  was  only  sorry  that  so  painftd  a 
fancy  had  occurred  to  her.  And  yet  she  had 
spoken  truly  enough,  as  regarded  the  past  at  least, 
for  Lewis  had  despised  her  and  was  only  slowly 
learning  the  charity  which  lifts  our  scorn  away 
from  those  who  thmk  or  act  weakly  and  meanly, 
and  fixes  it  on  the  weak  and  mean  thoughts  and 
deeds  in  the  abstract,  leaying  us  free  to  feel  Chris- 
tian tenderness  and  pity  for  the  persons  them- 
selyes,  eyen  while  we  regret  and  dislike  their  faults. 
He  histd  never  seen  her  with  her  htusband's  eyes, 
and  it  was  only  lately  that  he  had  learned  to  look 
for  the  good  points  in  her  character  instead  of  con- 
temptuously dwelling  on  the  bad  ones,  but  now  he 
was  determined  to  accord  her  all  the  honour  he 
could,  for  Oyneth's  sake,  and  though  he  knew  she 
disliked  him  and  that  he  must  sometimes  expect 
to  be  provoked  by  her,  was  quite  determined  never 
to  quarrel  with  her,  or  forget  the  respect  which  was 
due  to  her  as  the  mother  of  his  fatuie  bride.  And 
so,  though  it  was  not  likely  that  there  would  ever 
be  much  love  between  them,  there  was  enough 
good  humour,  right  feeling,  and  tacit  forbearance 
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on  both  sides,  more  especially  on  his,  to  make  the 
new  relation  between  them  quite  endurable  if  not 
agreeable,  and  to  show  that  Lewis  would  never  be 
one  of  those  unhappy  men  whose  constant  feud 
with  their  mothers-in-law  has  so  often  been  the 
occasion  of  literary  satire  and  domestic  uncomfort- 
ableness. 

While  Colonel  Deshon  had  been  upstairs  with 
his  wife,  Mr.  Grantham  had  been  talkmg  with  the 
children,  who  had  poured  in  on  him  as  soon  as  the 
dining-room  door  was  opened,  and  as  their  first 
greeting  to  him  was  "  "Wnat  haye  you  been  doing. 
Cousin  Lewis?  you  look  so  fiinny  sitting  there 
smiling  to  yourself,"  he  found  himself  obliged  to 
give  some  explanation  of  his  unconscious  smile 
and  preferred  the  true  one  to  any  other,  saying  in 
an  odd  tone  of  assumed  demureness,  '*  I  have  been 
asking  papa  to  let  sister  Gyneth  many  me." 

*'  Oh,  I  say !"  exclaimed  Fanny,  in  open-mouthed 
astonishment,  while  the  more  collected  Edgar  ia- 

Suired  gravely,  '^  Is  papa  going  to  let  her  p  and 
oes  sister  like  it  P" 

*'  I  believe  I  may  say  yes  to  both  questions," 
replied  Mr.  Grantham,  with  arch  gravity. 

"  And  is  it  a  secret  P" 

"  No,  or  do  you  think  I  should  have  told  you  ? 
it  is  no  secret,  and  we  are  going  to  be  married  in 
the  autumn,  I  hope." 

"Oh!  I  am  glad,"  said  Edgar,  "I  think  Bertie 
wiU  like  that." 

"  HuUoa !"  was  all  that  Eanny  could  ejaculate, 

"  You  mustn't  sav  that,  Ean,"  said  Ed^,  turn* 
ing  round  on  her  in  his  quiet  superior  way.  "  Papa 
says  it  isn't  ladylike;  if  you're  glad,  you  must 
Bay  you  are  glad." 

'^ Don't  be  priggish,  little  gentleman!"  inter- 
posed Lewis,  pulling  the  boy  up  to  him  affection- 
ately ;  "  you  must  excuse  Ean  to-night,  for  I  fancy 
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ahd  is  in  Ferkyn'B  oondition.  Don't  you  know  what 
that  was  ?  Til  tell  you  then,"  and  very  drolly  he 
repeated — 

"  Had  Ferkyn  beene  a  learned  wight 
And  knowne  a  bit  of  Greek,  a 
Case  more  than  likelie  'tis  he  might 
Have  cride  alowde  '  Eureka  !* 

"  Sut  since  of  Latine  and  of  Greeke 
Hee  noughte  at  alle  dyd  knowe, 
As  sone  as  joie  wold  let  hjm  speake, 
He  onlie  sayd  *  Hnllowe !'  " 

The  children  laughed,  and  Fanny  said,  "  Yes ; 
that's  what  I  always  say,  when  I'm  pleased,  and 
I  am  pleased  that  you're  going  to  marry  G-yneth, 
cousin  Lewis ;  but  I  do  know  some  Latin  though, 
for  Gyneth  herself  taught  me  some,  and  so  did 
Bertie." 

"  Then  so  far  you  have  the  advantage  of  Perkyn, 
and  we  shall  expect  your  choice  of  language  to  be 
proportionably  select.  Tou  will  have  to  support 
the  character  of  Miss  Deshon  soon,  Fan ;  I  hope 
you're  prepared  for  it." 

"  Oh,  I  say !  you're  not  going  to  take  G-yneth 
away,  are  you  ?"  exclaimed  Fanny  ruefully ;  "  we 
can't  do  without  her  a  bit." 

"  You  must  learn  to  take  her  place ;  yes,  don't 
shake  your  head,  it  will  be  your  rightful  business, 
little  madam." 

"  Fve  a  great  mind  to  say  it  shan't  be  !'*  said 
Fan  with  a  smile,  "  I  always  used  to  declare  I  never 
would  go  to  parties,  and  wear  Airbelows,  and  do 
the  things  that  Jeannie  did.  I  thought  it  was 
weakminded ;  but  somehow,  cousin  Lewis,  I  don't 
think  so  now  exactly,  I  think  that  those  things 
are  indifferent  in  themselves,  and  that  it  is  the 
motive  they  are  done  with  which  makes  them  bad 
or  good.    And  if  you  ask  me  how  I  learned  that ;, 
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why,  I  have  learnt  it  j&om  watching  Oyneth,  and 
I'ye  Been  too  how  she  behaves  to  mamma ;  and  do 
you  know,  when  I*m  as  old  as  she  is,  I  hope  I 
shall  be  just  like  her ;  ah,  you  laugh,  because  you 
think  I  can't  be,  but  just  you  wait  and  see  !" 

Mr.  G-rantham  was  not  much  surprised  to  hear 
from  Colonel  Deshon  afterwards  that  he  had 
thoughts  of  sending  both  Fanny  and  Edgar  to 
school  after  midsummer,  and  that  Bertie  quite  ap*^ 
proved  this  plan,  and  subsequently  a  very  good 
school  in  the  neighbourhood  of  London  was  fixed 
upon  for  Fan,  that  she  might  be  able  to  have  the 
troat  of  occasional  visits  from  G^eth  and  her 
grandmamma,  and  it  was  decided  to  place  Edgar 
with  a  master  who  took  a  smaU  number  of  young 
boys  as  pupils,  and  whose  wife  was  a  kind  sensible 
person  who  would  be  likely  to  attend  carefrJly  to 
the  little  boy's  health.  The  prospect  of  much 
learning  partly  reconciled  Fanny  to  the  prospect 
of  much  torment  in  the  shape  of  enforced  pro* 
priety  and  obedience;  and  Elgar,  to  whom  the 

goddess  of  wisdom  was  a  very  unattractive  god- 
ess  indeed,  found  his  consolation  in  the  &ct  that 
^  Papa  and  Bertie'  thought  it  right  for  him  to  go 
to  school,  and  that  he  was  there  to  have  the  op^ 
portunity  of  attending  daily  service,  and  of  other 
things  which  Bertie  had  said  ^  would  help  him  to 
begood.' 

But  to  return  to  G^eth.  Lewis  brought  the 
grandmamma  down  on  Saturday  afternoon,  and  as 
soon  as  he  had  seen  her  safely  ensconced  in  her 
own  arm  chair,8et  off  to  the  dose  to  take  the  news 
of  her  arrival  to  Gyneth,  whom  he  found  hard  at 
work  on  an  illuminated  scroll  which  she  was  doing 
as  a  present  for  Bose.  The  two  girls  were  sitting 
together  near  an  oriel  window,  over  which  a  lilac 
tree  hung  its  frug^rant  shade ;  Bose  employed  on  a 
gorgeous  strip  of  Berlin  wool-work,  which,  as  it 
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lay  imrolled  in  her  lap,  formed  a  brilliant  contrast 
to  her  sombre  dress ;  G-yneth  intent  on  her  paint- 
ing, yet  not  so  engrossed  as  not  to  perceive  who  it 
was  that  had  come  to  interrupt  them.  ^  And  of 
course  yon  have  come  to  carry  Q-yneth  off,"  said 
Bose  with  a  smiLe,  as  she  shook  hands  with  Mr. 
Grantham ;  *'  dear  Mrs.  Deshon  is,  no  doubt,  long- 
ing to  see  her,  and  you  mustn't  let  her  hurry  back 
to  me  sooner  than  she  likes." 

"  It  is  very  good  of  you  to  spare  her,'*  he  said  in 
his  gentlest  tone  of  kindness,  and  while  Gyneth 
was  putting  on  her  bonnet,  he  sat  talking  to  his 
little  friend,  for  such  she  really  was,  in  that  cordial 
gentle  easy  way  which  to  6ose  seemed  always 
more  comfortable  than  that  of  any  other  person 
she  knew.  Like  Basil  Hall,  when  paying  a  visit 
of  condolence  to  Sir  Walter  Scott,  ajter  the  death 
of  his  wife,  Lewis  thought  it  better  '  not  to  make 
any  attempt  at  moanification,'  so  they  talked 
quietly  of  Mr.  Bumaby's  health,  of  Mrs.  Deshon's 
feriip  to  London,  and  of  Eose*s  worsted-work, — 
which  she  archly  hinted  was  destined  for  the  em- 
beUishment  of  a  certain  drawing-room,  over  which 
G-yneth's  taste  was  to  preside,  and  which  would 
therefore,  no  doubt,  be  as  charming  as  possible, — 
and  yet  all  the  time  she  felt  that  he  sympathized 
as  truly  with  her  sorrow  as  she  with  his  new-found 
happiness. 

"What  a  little  sweet  child  it  is !"  he  remarked 
to  Gyneth,  after  they  had  bidden  good-bye  to 
Bose,  and  were  crossing  the  close  by  the  flagged 
pathway  underneath  the  great  elm  trees  wmch 
G-yneth  so  loved,  "  one  is  glad  to  feel  that  there 
is  no  broken-heart  there,  only  a  gentle  natural 
sorrow  which  time  will  certainly  heS." 

"But  Lewis,  surely  she  did  love  Mr.  Willis 
very  much ;  and  if  so,  I  don't  see  how  we  can  ex- 
pect or  wish  that  she  should  get  over  it,  as  people 
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say,  at  least  I  know" — and  there  she  stopped  and 
coloured. 

''  She  had  a  great  affection  for  him,  and  would 
haye  been  a  yery  good  little  wife  to  him  no  doubt, 
but  I  think  after  all,  he  was  right,  poor  fellow, 
when  he  said  he  was  too  old  for  her,  and  seeing 
that  made  me  doubt  more  than  ever  whether  I 
could  be  right  in  taking  a  similar  step  to  that  to 
which  I  had  encouraged  him.  Even  now  I  am 
afraid  that  I  have  been  selfish,  G-jneth,  that  I  may 
not,  after  all,  be  able  to  make  you  happy." 

"  Please  don't  say  so,"  she  answered  earnestly. 
*'  I  never  could  be  so  happy  with  any  one  as  with 
granny  and  you." 

He  flashed  into  sudden  fire.  '^  G^eth,  I  won't 
be  taken  as  a  mere  adjunct  to  granny !" 

It  was  very  different  from  mx,  Armstrong,  who 
would  have  been  content  to  have  been  taken  on 
any  terms,  but  somehow,  Ghyneth  liked  Mr.  G-ran^ 
tham's  way  the  best.  "  You  know  I  didn't  mean 
it  so,"  she  said,  looking  up  at  him  for  a  minute 
with  her  sincere  eyes,  then  drooping  them  beneath 
the  tender  contrite  gaze  which  came  in  answer  to 
her  words. 

"  I  beg  your  pardon,"  he  said  smiling, "  I  really 
don't  mean  to  oe  cross,  and  blue-beardish,  and 
jealous  of  your  love  for  granny  and  your  home* 
people.  I  know  you  would  despise  me  if  I 
were ;  you,  who  are  so  free  from  all  such  mean 
feelings." 

"  Indeed,  I  am  afraid,  I  have  felt  jealous  some* 
times,"  G-yneth  answered  humbly,  and  in  some  con- 
fusion, "didn't  you  mean  to  warn  me  against 
jealousy  that  day  that  the  colours  were  presented? 
I  thought  so,  and  it  made  me  so  ashamed." 

"  Jealousy  of  whom,  and  on  whose  account  ?  I 
can't  remember  anything  about  it ;  the  one  recol* 
lection  that  I  have  treasured  of  that  day  is  your 
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saying  you  liked  old  fiJeBds  the  best  always,  how- 
ever mierior  they  might  be  to  the  new." 

"Then  since  you  didn't  mean  it,  it  doesn't 
matter,"  said  G-yneth,  feeling  her  cheeks  getting 
hotter  and  hott^,  and  thankful  that  Lewis  was 
taking  her  through  quiet  side-streets  where  there 
was  no  one  to  observe  them,  and  not  by  the  High 
Street,  which  was  the  most  direct  way. 

He  insisted  on  her  explaining  herself,  and  when 
he  was  reminded  of  her  quotation  about  the  cro- 
cus, and  his  remark  that  it  suggested  a  yellow  one, 
and  that  yellow  was  the  emblem  of  jealousy,  dis- 
claimed having  meant  to  convey  any  hint  thereby. 
"  How  could  you  suppose  that  I  meant  anything 
so  impertinent  P"  he  asked  half-laughing ;  "  I  did 
not  even  know  then  that  it  was  in  my  power  to 
make  you  jealous,  though  you  made  me  horribly 
so  when  you  danced  so  much  with  Mr.  Armstrong. 
I  remember,  now,  when  you  came  out  on  the  steps 
just  then,  I  was  giving  poor  little  Eose  her  be- 
trothal-ring— it  had  been  too  large  for  her  at  first, 
and  was  sent  back  to  the  London  maker  to  be 
made  smaller,  and  they  kept  it  at  the  shop  so  long 
that  she  asked  me  to  go  and  see  about  it  for  her, 
as  she  did  not  like  being  without  it." 

"  It  is  so  sad  to  think  how  that  betrothal  ended ; 
I  think  I  feel  it  more  now  that  I  am  so  happy  my- 
self," faltered  G-yneth,  "  and  it  seems  to  have  made 
me  feel  too  how  insecure  a  thing  happiness  is." 

"  Yes,  it  makes  one  afraid  to  be  too  confident 
of  the  future,"  Lewis  answered  gravely,  "  we  must 
be  thankful  for  the  present,  and  try  to  look  for- 
ward with  trust, — not  that  we  shall  be  happy  in  the 
way  we  hope,  that  may  or  may  not  be,  but  that 
we  shall  be  raided  and  upheld,  and  that  all  will 
be  as  is  really  best  for  us.  Only,  Qyneth,  don't 
think  that  all  the  little  Eose*B  life  must  needs  be 
blighted  by  this  one  sorrow,  even  now  it  has  not 
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crushed  her,  but  rather  raised  and  improyed  her, 
and  she  will  be  the  better  all  her  davB  for  haying 
been  loyed  by' bo  good  a  man,  and  will  some  time 
perhaps  look  back  calmly  and  thankfully  at  her 
short  betrothal  and  all  she  learnt  through  it  and 
its  graye  close,  without  the  remembrance  being  any 
check  on  her  happiness  as  the  wife  of  some  one 
else." 

"  I  can't  bear  to  think  that,"  said  Oyneth  with 
pain. 

"  But  why  not  ?  You  wouldn't  wish  her  to  be 
as  it  were  widowed  all  her  life  through,  by  the  loss 
of  this  one  true  tender  friend,  who  did  indeed  loye 
her  yery  much,  and  whom  she  loyed  certainly,  but 
feared  a  good  deal  more  ?  My  little  philosopher, 
are  you  still  trying  to  force  people  and  circum- 
stances into  accordance  with  your  own  lofty 
ideals  ?" 

"No;  I  daresay  you  are  right.  I  know  now 
how  silly  I  used  to  be,  and  wonder  you  had  pa- 
tience to  argue  with  me — I  hope  I  shall  neyer 
tease  you  with  quite  such  folly  again,"  replied 
Gyneth  meekly  and  rather  dejectedly. 

"  And  what  about  reforming  the  world  ?" 

"  Oh,  don't !  I  can't  bear  to  think  how  con- 
ceitedly I  used  to  talk ;  I  haye  found  out  at  last 
how  little  I  know  or  can  do,  how  little  able  I  am 
to  judge  of  what  should  be  done,  eyen." 

"  What !  the  grand  crusading  schemes  all  giyen 
up,  and  the  Quixotic  mind  toned  down  to  a  dead 
leyel  of  crochet-work  and  pretty  behayiour !"  ex- 
claimed Lewis,  with  a  droU  affectation  of  disappoint- 
ment. "  I  was  going  to  tell  you  that  there  is  a 
famous  preserye  of  ragged  children  near  that 
London  nouse  of  ours,  but  I  suppose  you  won't 
care  for  such  news  now." 

"  Oh,  but  tell  me !"  she  cried  eagerly. 

**  What's  the  use  ?    If  you  don't  know  anything 


A  MAIDBir  Of  OUB  OWK  DAY.  625 

and  can't  do  anything,  and  don't  even  know  what 
should  be  done,  how  can  I  expect  to  get  any  work 
out  of  you  ?  The  little  girl  I  used  to  know  would 
have  undertaken  to  reform  all  the  ragged  children 
for  me  at  a  minute's  notice." 

"  Only  in  the  abstract,  and  even  then  she  would 
have  blundered  most  ridiculously,  and  provoked 
you  into  giving  her  a  famous  scolding,"  ^d  Q-y- 
neth,  chiming  in  with  his  playful  mood. 

'* Never  mind;  those  blunders  were  dear  and 
precious  to  me,  that  little  high-minded.  Quixotic 
lady  was  my  peculiar  fancy ;  you  don't  mean  to 
tell  me  I  am  never  to  see  her  again  ?" 

"  I  don't  know ;  she  comes  of  spoiling,  I  think," 
said  Gyneth,  looking  very  shy,  and  very  pretty,  at 
least  Mr.  Ghrantham  thought  so. 

''  Oh,  that  is  the  atmosphere  she  flourishes  in, 
is  it?  WeU  then,  she  shall  be  re-animated  by 
degrees,  though  we  will  allow  her  to  grow  a 
little  wiser  as  she  grows  older.  And  when  she  is 
quite  herself  again,  what  will  she  do  ?" 

"  Whatever  you  will  let  her.  And,  Lewis,  will 
you  reaUy  let  me  try  to  be  of  some  little  use 
among  those  ragged  chHdren,  or  in  some  other 
way  of  that  sort  ?  I  don't  think  I  shall  ever  be 
flt  to  do  good  in  society,  as  grandmamma  says  you 
do ;  though  indeed,  I  won't  tease  you  by  wishing 
there  were  no  such  thing,  as  I  did  so  n)oli8hly  a 
year  ago,  I  will  try  to  be  pleasant  to  all  your 
mends." 

"  That's  right ;  but,  my  meekest  of  little  philo- 
sophers, don't  suppose  that  I  am  going  to  offer 
you  up  at  the  shrme  of  the  much-dreaded  society ; 
if  we  as  married  people  were  to  go  to  a  great 
many  parties,  we  must  in  justice  give  a  great 
many  in  return,  and  that  would  neither  suit  the 
dear  granny,  who  likes  a  quiet  house,  nor  my  purse, 
which  is  by  no  means  so  inexhaustible  as  !Fortu^ 
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natus's.  People  have  been  veiy  kind  in  askiE^ 
me  out,  and  as  I  am  not  particularlj  fond  of  fsoli* 
tarj  evenings,  I  have  been  accustomed  to  go  a 
good  deal  into  society  at  the  gaj  seasons  of  the 
year,  but  that  I  ever  did  any  good  there  is  quite 
news  to  me ;  and  certainly  I  nave  no  wish  to  force 
you  into  a  round  of  gaiety  which  I  know  would 
be  distasteful  to  you,  and  which  would  prevent 
our  having  the  means  to  patch  up  the  ragged  chil* 
dren  and  things  of  that  sort." 

"  But,.  Lewis, — it  is  so  good  of  you,  but  I  am 
afraid  it  will  be  a  sacrifice." 

''A  great  sacrifice,  indeed!  to  have  pleasant 
home-evenings  with  you  and  granny,  instead  of 
having  all  the  breath  squeezed  out  of'^me  in  trying 
to  get  up  Lady  Somebody's  stairs.  No,  no,  Q-y- 
netn,  I  shall  be  much  too  happy  to  need  any  pily, 
and  we  are  not  going  to  be  hermits,  you  know,  ex-^ 
actly.  I  have  some  real  friends  whom  you  will 
like  as  well  as  I  do,  and  whom  I  could  not  give  up 
without  ingratitude,  and  we  shall  be  able  to  mix 
with  them  in  a  quiet  way,  without  being  obliged  to 
live  on  crusts  in  private,  or  send  a  polite  negative 
when  our  Eector  asks  us  for  subscriptions  to  his 
charities." 

^  And  that  friend  of  yours,  that  Eector  at  the 
East  of  London,  and  his  wife ;  I  shaU  know  them, 
shan't  I  ?" 

"Most  certainly;  they  are  people  after  your 
own  heart,  and  they  will  help  to  put  you  in  the 
way  of  being  useful,  for  you  know  I  am  alas! 
much  too  busy  a  man  to  be  able  to  trot  about 
after  my  little  wife  when  she  goes  forth  on  her 
charitable  errands." 

"  But  wiU  you  trust  me  to  do  things  without 
you  ?" 

"  WiU  I  not  ?  Is  it  for  nothing  that  I  have 
chosen  so  discreet  and  modest  a  little  lady,  so 
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BubmiBsive  to  all  clerical  and  proper  authority? 
G-ynetli,  my  darling !  do  you  remember  how  Mal- 
colm of  Scotland  trusted  Margaret,  how  he  reve- 
renced her  charity,  and  made  her  his  almoner,  and 
did  not  rebuke  her  even  when  he  found  the  little 
hand  dipping  boldly  into  his  treasury  ?  "Well,  in 
a  smaller  way  you  shall  find  it  the  same ;  we  will 
give  '  according  as  G-od  hath  prospered  us ;'  each 
year  it  may  be  more,  but  whether  much  or  little  it 
shall  not  oe  given  grudgingly,  shall  it?  we  will 
count  it  as  an  honour  to  be  able  to  minister  to  the 
wants  of  the  poor." 

"  Chbist'b  poor,"  said  Ghmeth,  reverently,  her 
eyes  full  of  such  joy  and  thankfulness  as  showed 
how  well  she  had  understood  him. 

**  Yes,  that  word  fills  up  my  meaning ;  and,  Gy- 
neth,  I  think  you  feel,  as  I  do,  what  happiness 
there  is  in  being  of  one  mind  on  these  things.  It 
will  help  us  to  bear  with  all  lesser  differences,  and 
those  we  must  expect ;  you  will  find  much  in  me 
that  you  cannot  and  even  ought  not  to  sympathise 
with,  and  this  would  be  too  painful  for  you  if  you 
did  not  know  that  in  great  essential  principles  we 
are  one,  and  that  my  faults — the  matK^s  faults,  which 
you,  my  innocent  visionary  child,  find  it  so  hard 
to  understand— are  at  least  being  struggled  with." 

"  But  indeed,  it  is  you  who  will  need  patience, 
for  though  I  think  you  know  most  of  my  faults 
already,  they  will  be  much  more  tiresome  to  you 
when  you  come  to  see  them  constantly.  Oh, 
Lewis  !  I  am  not  fit  for  you,  I  wish  I  were !  Xou 
don't  know  how  superior  you  are  to  me." 

"  And  I  think  just  the  opposite,  but  we  will  not 
dispute  the  point,  you  will  be  mine,  and  you  need 
never  be  afraid  or  ashamed  to  feel  that  I  know  all 
your  faults  as  well  as  all  your  goodnesses  better 
than  anyone  else  does.  You  will  be  patient  with 
me,  I  know,  as  it  is  in  your  good  and  gentle  nature 


*if 
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to  be,  and  I  will  be  as  patient  as — I  can!  fot  alas ! 
I  am  not  famed  for  that  quality.  Does  this  veiy 
unfair  agreement  frigliten  you  ?" 

For  all  answer  she  looked  up  bravely  and 
brightly,  with  such  happy  trust  in  him  as  she  well 
kniw  he  would  never  aW 

To  describe  the  sweet  gladness  of  granny's  face 
when  she  opened  her  eyes,  after  a  pleasant  nap, 
and  saw  Lewis  and  Ghyneth  stanoing  together 
near  her  chair,  would  be  impossible.  Her  excla- 
mation, "  My  dear,  dear  children !''  was  almost  in- 
coherent in  its  exceeding  joy.  She  would  not  let 
them  dwell  on  her  misfortune  in  having  to  leave  her 
pleasant  old  home  in  the  cathedral  city,  but  rather 
turned  hopefully  and  gratefully  to  the  thought  of 
the  new  home  so  soon  to  be  open  to  her.  "  Only,  my 
dears,"  she  added,  wistfully, "  have  you  weighed  it 
weU  P  Can  you  really  like  to  have  a  useless  old 
CTanny  quartered  on  you  ?  It  is  very  good  and 
aear  o{  rou  both  to  iish  it,  but  indiel  I  caa't 
help  feeling  you  would  be  happier  alone  together, 
witn  no  troublesome  old  woman  to  make  a  third 
in  the  party." 

"  Oh,"  began  &yneth,  but  Mr.  G-rantham  stopped 
her. 

"  Hush !  when  granny  speaks  in  that  way,  she 
is  not  to  be  replied  to,"  he  said,  with  such  saucy 
sweetness,  that  the  old  lady's  anxious  expression 
vanished  in  a  smile  of  amusement.  "  She  knows  as 
well  as  we  do  that  she  is  talking  nonsense." 

"But  I  wanted  to  say,"  interposed  Q-yneth, 
laughing,  "that  it  is  I  who  make  the  third,  for 
granny  had  nearly  promised  to  go  to  you  before  I 
was  thought  of;  so  it  is  I  who  am  the  interloper." 

It  was  Mr.  Grantham's  and  Mrs.  Deshon's  turn 
to  say,  "  Oh !"  now ;  and  the  latter  added,  "  We 
should  have  to  go  very  fJEir  back  to  find  the  time 
when  you  were  not  thought  of,  my  precious  child ; 
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though  Lewis  and  you  both  tried  to  persuade  me 
some  mouths  ago  that  you  were  thinking  of  each 
other  only  asyHem/^." 

"  It  was  quite  true,  so  far  as  I  was  concerned, 
G-randmamma,"  said  Ghyneth,  blushing. 

'^  I  dare  not  say  the  same,''  said  Mr.  Ghrantham, 
looking  comical ;  "  on  the  contrary,  it  was  a  most 
bare-faced  invention  on  my  part ;  or  if  not  that,  a 
wonderful  piece  of  self-delusion,  wherewith  I  at- 
tempted to  impose  both  on  you  and  myself. 
Granny." 

"  And  how  wisely  you  proved  to  me  the  possi- 
bility of  Platonic  friendships !  Oh,  Lewis,  Lewis," 
laugtxed  the  old  lady,  shaking  her  head  at  him. 

*^  They  are  possible ;  and  it  is  quite  my  fault 
that  a  glorious  instance  of  it  hfus  not  been  shown 
now.  Our  friendship  might  have  gone  on  calm  and 
untroubled  to  the  end  of  our  lives,  if  I  could  only 
have  maintained  the  gentle,  unconscious  modera- 
tion that  Ghyneth  did ;  but,  you  see,  when  I  found 
myself  feelmg  too  much,  and  tried  to  hide  it,  it 
gave  me  the  appearance  of  feeling  too  little,  and 
that  BO  interrupted  the  even  flow  of  our  inter- 
course, that  it  was  hopeless  to  attempt  to  bring  it 
back  to  its  old  footing.  We  were  obliged  to  be- 
come either  more  or  less  than  friends,  and  we  have 
chosen  to  be  more." 

"  You  were  obliged  ?  what  a  sad  necessity !" 

"  Wasn't  it  ?  But  we  mustn't  jest  any  more. 
Granny ;  our  grave  little  philosopher  doesn't  like 
it." 

And,  indeed,  Gyneth  was  leaning  back  in  her 
chair,  looking  veiy  thoughtful  and  quiet,  though 
she  roused  herself  at  his  words,  and  said  sweetfy, 

"  Yes,  I  do ;  it  is  like  old  times  for  granny  and 
you  to  be  playful  and  tne  to  be  stupid,  and  you 
mustn't  mmd  my  stupidity  any  more  now  than 
you  did  then." 

M   M 
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The  stupidity  of  which  Gyneth  accused  herself 
was  never  yerj  obTions,  but  she  certamfy  took  her 
happiness  more  gravel j  than  Lewis  did  his ;  and 
when  she  went  home,  and  was  rallied,  a  little  bj 
her  mother  and  Mrs.  Itoss  on  ihe  subject  of  ber 
engagement,  unconsciouslT  discomfited  them  bo& 
bj  looking  so  modest  and  serene,  and  innooentlj 
serious,  that  any  raillerj  addressed  to  her  seoned 
uncalled  for  and  out  of  place.  Ujs.  Edgar  Deshon 
congratulated  herself  that  Lewis's  professionid  en^ 
gagements  prevented  his  having  much  time  to 
spend  with  his  ladj-love;  and,  indeed,  when  he 
£d  come  to  Harbourmouth  for  a  daj,  which  was 
only  occasionallY,  he  did  not  inflict  on  ha  anj 
great  display  of  love-making,  nor  serai  by  any 
means  so  eager  for  perpetual  tete-it-iefet,  or  so  ob- 
livious of  consideration  for  other  people,  as  loyers 
are  popularly  supposed  to  be. 

Chie  Sundiay,  when  they  were  aU  walking  back 
fiiom  Church  together,  they  met  Mr.  Aimstrong, 
who  bad  just  returned  to  the  garrison  after  six 
.weeks'  leave  of  absence ;  and,  rather  to  Gyneth's 
surprise,  he  stopped  and  shook  hands,  coming  last 
to  her  and  Mr.  Grantham,  and  so  wTigliTig  th^n 
out  by  his  manner,  that  Colonel  Deshon  hurried 
his  wne  away,  lest  a  scene  should  be  imp^iding, 
than  which  nothing,  he  thought,  could  be  more 
disagreeable  to  witness.  He  need  not  have  been 
afraid;  Mr.  Armstrong  had  only  paused  for  the 
purpose  of  saying  very  quietly, 

'^I  came  nrom  home  yesterday,  and  Angela 
b^ged  me  to  be  sure  to  remember  her  to  you. 
Miss  Deshon,  and  also,  if  you  would  allow  me,  to 
add  her  congratulations  to  mine." 

^ Thank  you;  it  is  very  kind,"  said  Gyneth, 
her  colour  rising,  and  the  hand  which  rested  on. 
Lewis's  arm  trembling  a  little  involuntaiilT. 
"  Did  you  leave  aU  your  friends  quite  well  ?" 
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•  "  All  well,  thank  you,  but  Mrs.  Armstrong ;  and 
Angela  quite  her  smiling  little  self  again." 

"Oh,  I  am  so  glad!" 

"  Thank  you.     Good-bye." 

He  could  not  trust  himself  to  look  at  her  when 
he  shook  hands  this  time,  but  he  raised  his  eyes 
again  before  holding  out  his  hand  to  Mr.  G-ran- 
tham,  and  for  one  minute  the  two  men — the  ac- 
cepted and  rejected — looked  inquiringly  into  each 
otter's  face.  Apparently,  the  result  of  this  scru- 
tiny was  satisfactory  to  both ;  there  had  neither 
been  triumph  on  the  one  side,  nor  bitterness  on 
the  other,  in  that  glance,  and  they  parted  cordially, 
feeling  much  inclined  to  be  friends. 

And  poor  Mr.  Armstrong  going  home  lonely  to 
his  quarters  felt  a  certain  generous  pleasure  in  the 
thought  that  Gyneth  had  chosen  wisely  and  would 
be  cherished  and  happy  ;  and  also  a  certain  balm 
to  his  wounded  feelings  in  the  belief  that  her  af- 
fections had  been  pre-engaged  all  along,  and  that 
perhaps  he  had  failed  to  win  her,  not  so  much 
from  his  own  fault,  as  because  she  was  already 
won.  There  was  more  comfort  to  him  in  these 
thoughts  than  in  a  certain  tract  entitled  Broken 
Idols,  which  Mr.  Parry,  with  rather  cruel  benevo- 
lence, had  insisted  on  pressing  on  him ;  neverthe- 
less, in  his  earnest  ingenuous  way  he  applied  him- 
self to  the  reading  of  it,  and  if  not  greatly  impressed 
by  the  perusal,  retained  an  innocent  conviction 
that  the  meaning  was  '  all  very  good,'  and  that  he 
had  really  deserved  to  be  disappointed  in  his  love, 
though  he  could  not  believe  it  had  been  idolatry, 
more  especially  as  it  had  drawn  him  on  to  higher 
and  holier  desirings,  not  kept  him  back  from  them 
after  the  fashion  so  sternly  denounced  by  the 
writer  of  the  aforesaid  tract.  He  shrank  sensi- 
tively from  Mr.  Parry's  personal  exhortations  on 
this  point,  nor  was  it  any  less  disagreeable  to  him 
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to  hear  doubts  lugubriously  expressed  as  to  Qj- 
neth'B  '  spiritual  welfare/  when  united  to  one  so 
manifestly  'worldly'  as  Mr.  G-rantbam!  but 
though  he  waxed  hotly  indigniuit  oyer  this  last 
piece  of  uncharitableness,  he  managed  in  some 
wonderful  way  to  respect  what  was  r^dly  good  in 
the  Parrys  in  spite  of  it  all,  and  neither  quarrelled 
with  them  nor  with  anybody  else,  but  went  on 
good-temperedly  and  patiently  trying  to  Uye  down 
his  disappointment,  and  aboye  all,  perseyering  in 
the  usenu  charitable  labours  to  which  Gyneth's 
influence  had  first  led  him  to  apply  himself;  not 
forgetting  at  the  same  time  to  fulfil  his  military 
duties  with  such  scrupulous  exactness  as  delighted 
the  heart  of  his  strict  colonel,  and  made  him  the 
pride  of  aU  the  sergeants.  Do  you  pity  him? 
there  is  no  need ;  such  simple  upright  loyal  souls 
may  be  allowed  to  suffer  for  a  time,  and  so  ^ain  the 
strength  which  is  only  won  through  suffering,  but 
there  is  a  healthful  capacity  for  joy  in  them  which 
re-asserts  itself  sooner  or  later,  and  they  do  not 
brood  oyer  disappointments  or  grow  sour  under 
them,  but  bear  them  first  patiently,  then  cheer- 
Ailly,  and  always  sweetly,  and  so  are  ready  to  open 
their  hearts  to  new  happiness  instead  of^  ungrate- 
ftdly  lamenting  oyer  the  ruins  of  the  old.  He  re- 
mained fast  mends  with  the  rector — who  had 
partly  diyined  his  secret,  but  neyer  gaye  token  of 
haying  done  so, — and  opened  his  long  purse  fireely 
both  to  him  and  to  the  chaplain ;  he  eyen  ceasM 
to  dislike  Augusta,  though  she  patronized  him, 
and  only  smiled  when  she  observed  with  her  chin 
in  the  air — even  now  she  was  not  quite  cured  of 
self-assertion — "that  it  was  odd  Miss  Deshon 
should  ever  have  consented  to  marry  that  distant 
cousin  when  she  must  have  known  that '  Gyneth 
Grantham'  would  sound  so  horribly  bad," 
Sound  and  look  as  it  may,  that  is  what  Gyneth 
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has  to  Bign  herself  now,  for  one  bright  autumn 
day,  she  and  Lewis  were  married.  It  was  a  bright 
wedding  altogether,  and  perhaps  no  face  among 
that  wedding  company  was  happier  than  Lam- 
bert's, certainly  most  radiantly  did  those  blue  eyes 
of  his  beam  when  in  the  evenmg  his  father  said  to 
him,  ''I  think  Gl-yneth's  choice  has  thoroughly 
satisfied  you  as  well  as  me,  Bertie,  and  now  the 
next  wedding  of  the^  family  will  be  yours,  I  sup- 
pose, only  you  mustn't  be  in  too  great  a  hurry,  fcr 
now  your  mother  and  I  are  to  spare  you  I  cannot 
imagine.  Mr.  Weatherhead  was  telling  me  yes- 
terday that  he  wants  to  have  a  second  curate,  but 
is  afraid  he  shall  not  be  able  to  manage  it  yet 
awhile,  and  I  have  been  thinking,  that  uiUess  he  is 
otherwise  provided  by  the  time  you  are  ordained, 
he  might  like  to  have  you,  and  remuneration 
would  not  be  the  object  to  you  that  it  is  necessa- 
rily to  many  young  clergymen*  I  will  take  care 
that  you  shall  not  want.** 

"Thank  you,  Father.  The  doubt  is,  whether 
Mr.  Weatherhead  would  think  me  fit  for  such  a 
charge,"  said  Lambert  with  sincere  humility,  as  of 
old,  yet  without  morbid  depression. 

"  1  don't  feel  any  doubt  on  that  score,"  returned 
the  Colonel ;  "  and  oh,  you  should  have  seen  your 
sister's  face  of  delight  when  I  started  this  idea  to 
her  yesterday  evening.  She  was  not  so  wrapped 
up  in  her  coming  bridal,  as  to  prevent  her  enter- 
ing ^Uy  into  the  idea  of '  Bertie  labouring  among 
the  poor  wretched  people  that  she  had  longed  so 
vainly  to  help.'  And  indeed  it  is  impossible  to 
live  near  such  a  town  as  this  and  not  wish  to  see 
more  means  employed  to  combat  its  growing  evils ; 
even  when  the  regiment  marches  again,  as  I  sup- 
pose it  must  do  in  some  years'  time,  it  will  be  a 
satisfaction  to  me  to  leave  you  working  here ;  if 
only  it  be  not  too  much  for  your  health." 
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"  I  am  getting  quite  strong  now,"  said  Lambert ; 
"  don't  you  see  how  much  fatter  I  am,  sir  ?" 

"  Are  you  ?  let  me  feel  your  arm."  And  the 
father  turned  to  pat  and  feel  his  son's  limbs  with 
an  anxious  grave  tenderness  which  gave  a  certain 
pathos  even  to  this  most  unromantic  action ;  then 
they  both  smiled,  for  they  were  very  happy  indeed 
•together  now. 

Colonel  Deshon,  and  his  wife,  and  youngest 
child  returned  with  Alfred  and  Jeannie  to  their 
northern  home,  after  the  wedding,  and  spent  a 
month  there  veiy  happily,  feeling  at  ease  about  all 
their  children,  smce  Lawrence  was  going  on  fairly 
well  at  Woolwich,  and  Fanny  and  Edgar  were 
comfortably  settled  at  their  respective  schools. 

G-ranny  established  herself  in  her  London  home, 
while  Lewis  and  Q-yneth  were  taking  their  wed- 
ding tour,  and  was  there  to  meet  and  greet  them 
when  they  returned.  Most  calmly  joyful  was  that 
first  evening,  and  when  after  hearing  a  fuU  account 
of  their  travels  the  grandmamma  remarked, ''  Yon 
must  be  feeling  very  weary  after  so  much  exertion, 
my  child;"  (fyneth  answered  brightly,  "Not  in 
the  least,  I  feel  stronger  and  better  than  ever, 
dear  granny ;"  whereat  her  husband  looked  up  and 
asked  saucily,  "  How  about  *  Lord  Eonald  ?'  have 
you  really  forgotten  him  ?" 

And  somehow  those  great  serious  eyes  of  hers 
kindled  into  fun  as  she  answered  demurely,  "  In- 
deed you  must  please  not  to  allude  to  mm  any 
more,  Lewis ;  he  belonged  to  my  maiden  days,  and 
I  buried  him  decently  on  the  eve  of  my  wedding ; 
not  but  what  he  had  become  extinct  for  me  some 
time  before  that,  poor  feUow  1" 
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tion,  are  the  lessons  which  are  inculcated  with  equal  power  and  elegance  in 
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a  nice  perception  of  character." — Morning  Post. 

CHRISTMAS  DREAM.    Illustrated  by  Dudley.     In  orna- 
mental borders.    Is. 
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ECCLES.— MiDSUMMEE  Holidays  at  Princes  Green.    By 

Mrs.  Eccles,  author  of  "  The  Riches  of  Poverty.'*    Is. 
A  Tale  on  the  duties  of  young  children  to  their  aged  relatives. 

EDMONSTONE.— The  Christian  Gentleman's  Daily 
Walk.  By  Sir  Archibald  Edmonstone,  Bart.  Third 
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FIVE  TALES  OF  OLD  TIME,    Separately  in  cloth.    Follow 
Me,    (C.  E.  H.,  Morwenstow    ^.-.Shepherd  of  the  Giant 
Mountains.  (Fouqu4)  U.-The  Knight  and  the  Enchanters 
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flower-Classical  Tales  and  Legends.    By  the  Rey 
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adapted  to  the  minds  of  chUdxen.         "  *"™  *^  "^*«»  •»«  other  autliofs,  and 
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The  story  of  a  Manufacturer  who  was  led,  tinder  God  bv  hw  il«n..i.»    . 
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*'  We  have  seldom  seen  a  hool(  for  the  ^oung:  less  exaggerated,  or  more  true 
to  nature.  The  gulf  between  good  and  bad  is  generally  so  wide  that  no  child 
can  ever  aspire  to  being  so  saintlike  as  the  one,  or  dread  being  so  criminal  as 
the  other.  *  Henrietta's  Wish'  is  dear  of  these  extremes.**— Jfomtiif  Ckronieie, 

**  The  characters,  dialogue,  the  tenderness  and  beauty  of  many  of  the  scenes 
are  remarkable;  the  reality  ^nd  vigour  of  the  oonversationa  are  deligfatfuL'*— > 
Chruiian  Remembrancer, 

HEYGATE.— William  Blake  ;  or,  the  English  Farmer.   By 

the  Rev.  W.  E.  Heygate.     3s.  6d. 
An  attempt  to  rouse  the  mind  of  the  RngHwh  Ftomer  to  a  sense  of  the  rea- 
ponsibility  which  attaches  to  him  in  the  body  politic  j  fiill  of  domestic  and 
familiar  incideuts  which  add  naturalness  to  the  stoxy. 

HIGHER  CLAIMS ;  or,  Catherine  Lewis  the  Sunday  School 
Teacher.  Edited  by  die  Rev.  R.  Seymour.  Is.;  cloth.  Is.  6d. 

Sets  forth  the  great  advantage  that  would  accrue  to  the  Chordi  if  the  young 
penons  of  the  middle  classes  were  aroused  to  consider  the  tail  extent  of  her 
claims  upon  them,  as  well  as  on  their  superiors  in  wealth  or  station. 

ION  LESTER.    A  Tale  of  True  Friendship,    By  C.  H.  H. 

Fcp.  8vo.,  48.  6d. 
A  Tale  of  one  who,  bom  to  riches  and  w|th  ev^iy  inducement  to  make  this 
world  his  chief  concern,  yet  devotes  himself  nobly  to  the  good  of  his  friends 
and  people,  and  passes  unhurt  through  all  the  flattery  and  luxury  consequent 
on  his  position. 

IVO  AND  VERENA ;  or,  the  Snowdrop.    By  the  author  of 
^'Cousin  Rachel."    In  cloth,  28.;  stiff  cover.  Is.  6d. 
A  Tale  of  the  conversion,  life,  and  inflnfnirie  at  an  early  convert  to  the  Clais- 
tian  Faith,  in  the  conntrieB  of  the  North. 


Subenile  lEn^ligTiman's  Historical  S^i&rars* 

Edited  bp  the  Rev.  /.  F.  RtuaeU,  B.CO,. 

English  Histo&t  fob  Childbbn.    By  the  Rev.  J.  M.  Neale. 
2s.  6d. ;  school  edition.  Is.  8d. 

Tlie  ol^ect  is  to  give  children  a  Churchman'sviewof  the  history  of  their  Ofwn 
eonntcy,  and  to  secure  oonrect  first  impressions  on  their  ndnd^  dwdlia^  «k 
length  on  events  at  interest  or  importanoe. 
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J,  Masters,  London. 

Histo&T  OF  Scotland.    By  the  Rev.  W.  B.  Flower.   28.  6d.s 

school  edition,  Is.  8d. 

OontEuns  an  account  of  its  eaily  kings,  David  the  First — Alexander— Bmce-^ 
the  Stuarts— Robert— James  I.  to  VII.— Prince  Charles  Edward— to  the  time* 
following  the  Battle  of  Cnllodeu. 

History  of  Ireland.    Edited  by  the  late  Rev.  T.  Bl.  Arnold. 
28. ;  school  edition,  Is.  6d. 

*' Within  the  compass  of  a  very  small  volome  a  History  of  Ireland  flrom  the 
days:  of  the  two  SS.  Patrick*  to  our  own  time,  in  Which  not  only  all  important 
facts  appear  to  be  accurately  stated,  but  where  is  also  a  considerable  amount 
of  anecdote  and  reflection.'* — Ecclesiastic. 

**  A  very  well  vnitteu  and  interesting  compendium."^£n^/i«A  Review, 

History  of  Rome.    By  the  Rev.  Samuel  Fox.    3s. ;  school 
edition,  2s. 

Aims  at  giving^  within  small' limits  a  sufficiently  lengthy  history  for  schools  ; 
actions  are  judged  throughout  in  it  on  sound  prind.pU»  of  morality :  it  starts 
from  the  earliest  times  of  Rome. 

History  of  Greece.    By  the  Rev.  J.  M.  Neale.    3s. ;  school 
edition,  2s. 

*"nie  events  are  judiciously  abridged  and  related  with  a  due  appreciation 
of  those  characteristics  most  likdy  to  affect  the  mind  of  a  child."— Ctrmcec^er 
Express, 

History  of  France.    By  the  ReV.  Canon  Haskoll.    2s.  6d.; 

cheap  edition,  Is.  8d. 
,  Contains  all  the  most  rema^able  facts  f^om  the  time  of  Julius  Caesar— Gaul 
under  the  Romans — through  the  reigns  of  Clovis,  Dagobert,  Charles  Martel, 
Pepin,  and  Charlemagne— The  Feudal  System— Philip  and  all  the  Louis's— the 
Revolution  till  its  present  establishment  as  an  Empire.  Compiled  carefiilly 
£rom  the  best  authors. 

History  of  Spain.    By  the  Rev.  Bennett  G.  Johns,  Chaplain 

to  the  Indigent  Blind  School.  2s.  6d. ;  school  edition,  Is.  8d. 

Begrins  at  the  first  settlement  of  the  Phoenicians  1000  years  before  our  Lord. 

The  history  of  this  interesting  country  is  carried  on  to  the  time  of  Isabell* 

Maria,  in  1833. 

History  of  Portugal.     By  the  Rev.  J.  M.  Neale.    28.  6d. 
school  edition,  Is.  8d. 
**  The  early  history  ct  that  unhappy  country  was  peculiarly  romantic,  and  it 
has  been  fortunate  to  find  a  well  iiidbrmed  and  accompUshel  historian ;  every 
one  who  begins  to  read  it  ^/nil  find  himself  irresistibly  carried  on  to  the  end.'?— 
Sngtish  Reoiew, 


Tales  of  the  Village  Children.    1st  Series.    By  the  Rev. 

F.£.  Paget.    2s.  6d. 

CoNTKNTs  :— The  Singers— The  Wake— The  Bonfire— Beating  the  Bounds- 
Hallowmas  Eve— A  Sunday  Walk  and  a  Sunday  Talk. 
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Preient  BoakB^TaUt. 

^AKJSB  OF  TBB  Vl(.LAOB  CeitiuusN.    2Dd  Series.   'Ej  the  Rev* 

F.  E.  Paget.    28.  6d. 
CoNTBNTB :— Meny  Andrew ;  or  the  Ug^spiitted  Ud  broaght  low  andtanght 
tibe  blesaings  of  siclmess— The  Pancmke  Ben,  a  Story  of  Old  CaaCoBU  on  SluoTa 
Tuesday,  and  the  meaning  of  that  day  aod  the  Fast  of  Lent^Tke  April  Fool, 
or  a  warning  against  following  bad  customs. 

The  Hops  of  the  SLatzekopfs;  or,  the  Sorrows  of  Seifidi- 
ness.    A  Fairy  Tale,  by  the  Rev.  F.  £.  PageU    2s.  6d. 
To  iUnstrate  the  ill  efllects  of  spoiling  a  child  by  indulgence. 

Bbnbi  DE  Clbbmont  ;  or,  the  Royalists  of  La  Vendue :  s 
Tale  of  the  French  Revolution,  17B8.  Also,  The  English 
Yeomen ;  a  Tale.    By  the  Rev.  W.  Qresley^    2s. 

"  a  miniature  romance  of  the  history  of  the  wars  of  La  Vendte ;  will  lead  to 
the  perusal  <rf  more  enlajrged  editions,  and  teaches  iu  the  tale  the  uset  of  ad. 
verity." — Atlaa, 

Popular  Tales  from  the  German.  1  'Vol.  By  Fouqu^. 
Is.  6d. 

CoNTSNTs :— S.  Sylvester's  Night,  An  Allegory— HanfTs  Cold  Hearti  or  the 
Effects  of  the  Love  of  Gold— The  Red  Mantle :  a  Fabulous  T^^e. 

^AKLT  Friendship  ;  or  an  Account  of  Two  Cateehumens^  and 

their  walk  through  life.     Is.  6d. 
The  Swedish  Brothers.    A  Tale  founded  on  the  true  History 

of  Oustavus,  Xing  of  Sweden.    By  Sir  Charles  Anderson. 

Is.  6d. 
IhsA  Charcoal  Burners  i  a  Story  of  the  Rise  of  a  young 

Artiati     From  the  German.     Is.  6d. ;  eheap  edition.  Is. 
QkmFRET  D.\yBNAKT ;  a  Tale  for  Sehool  Boys.    By  the  Rer. 

W.  E.  Heygate.    2s.  fid. 

Contains  the  whole  of  a  boy's  School  Life— on  leaving  Home — ^First  Sondaif 
—Quiet  Endurance— The  Head  Master— The  Poor— Weakness  and  Self-De- 
Insion— BAore  vacffiatkin— affliction— a  quarrel— disappohitment— and  renewed 
hope,  &c. 

Godfrey  Davenant  at  College.  By  the  Rev.  W.  E. 
Heygate.    28.  6d. 

CoNTjejTTR : — First  Impressions — ^The  Freshman — Routine— First  Vacatloii'^ 
Social  and  Religious  Character  of  the  Ckillegiate  System.  &c. 

'*  A  lively  description  of  the  characteristic  dangers,  temptations,  advantages, 
and  pleasures  of  a  ooUsge  VHt  at  Oxford.'*— fn^ifik  Reoiao, 

•'*  His  view  of  the  '  Ccdlegiate  System '  Is  admhrable,  and  espedally  that  part 
on  the  religious  character  <rf  the  system.** — EeHeHatKe, 

Luke  Sharp;  or  £jx>wledge  without  Religion.  By  the  Rev. 
F.  £.  Paget    2s.  6d. ;  cheap  edition,  Is.  6d. 

ATate  Ibr  lads  Just  gcring  out  to  service,  to  show  that  to  restst  the  maaij 
temptations  which  are  put  in  the  way  of  youth,  a  strength  is  needed  which  no 
secular  education  can  supply,  but  which  a  lUthtal  training  in  Chnndi  principles 
will  idone  give. 

Tales  of  Christian  Heroism.  By  the  Bey.  J.  M.  Neale. 
2s. ;  ^heap  edition,  Is.  4d. 
CoNTsifTS :^-S.  Perpetoa,  a.o.  909:  S.  Dorothea,  800;  Tbo  Crosa  of  Con- 
■tiantlne,  St9  j  The  Death  of  Arius,  330}  Hie  Siege  of  Nt^is,  350  j  The  Death  of 
Julian,  S63 ;  S.  Martin*s  Pine,  380 ;  The  Saclc  or  Fnnehal,  1444;  The  BatCe  of 
Varna,  1560;  The  Martyrs  of  Yatsuxiro,  16O0|  The  Plague  at  Byam,  1<MI5| 
Brick's  Grave  i  The  Helmsman  of  Lake  Brie. 
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V.  Ma9iir9j  London. 

Sto'riss  from  Heathen  Mttholoot,  and  Greek  HiSTORr. 
By  the  Rev.  J.  M.  Neale.     28. 

Contmim  t^Perseos  and  the  Oof^^B— Heretile*— Admetas  and  Alcettes^ 
TlM8ea»— The  Lotus  Eaiten-^Ulymes— Tbe  Birens— Arioo  and  the  Dolphin— 
Antigone,  ^c. 

.  **  The  sptarit  a(  this  book  It  adtnlnble,  and  deserrcs  canjlDsr  out  to  a  te 
greater  extent.  We  quite  hgree  that  Mythology  is  one  of  the  stitijects  which 
the  Chnrch  ha«  ftdOed  to  tum  to  her  own  parpoeea.*'<~£c0/e«ia«h*c. 

Tales  op  Christian  Endurance.  By  the  Rer.  J.  M.  Neale. 
Price  28. ;  cheap  edition,  Is.  4d* 

C0NTRNT8 :— The  Thundering  Legion,  a.d.  176 ;  Th^  Statnes  of  Antioch,  387 1 
7h9  Com  Ship.  000 1  The  Deface  of  Porto  Santo,  ISiO;  The  Eclipse  at  Pekltit 
1560:  The  Battle  of  Lepanto,  1571 ;  The  Tiger  of  Lahore,  1688;  The  Bridge 
House,  1803  J  The  Sure  Walk,  1812;  The  Rocks  of  Minehead,  1837. 

"We  think  that  the  service  done  to  the  cause  of  truth  by  a  careftel  and  ju- 
didons  selection  and  publication  ctf  such  stories,  is  very  considerable.'*— 
Bccleaioitic, 

CoLTON  Green  ;  a  Tale  of  the  Black  Country,  or  the  region  of 

Mines  and  Forges  in  Staffordshire.    By  the  Rev.  W.  Gres- 

.   .    ley,  .  2s.  6d. 

Contains  an  account  of  the  state  and  reform  of  a.  colliery  district,  and  the 
building  of  a  new  Church  there. 

The  Manger  of  the  Holy  Night.    A  Sketch  of  the  Christ- 
mas festivities  and  their  attendant  circumstances,  from  the 
German.     2s. 
It  is  the  history  of  a  proud,  prosperous  king  and  his  two  children,  who  are 
f)|iought  to  their  senses  by  a  series  of  disasters  and  the  severe  schooling  of 
niislortune. 

PolTNiNGS;  a  Tale  of  the  Revolution  of  1688,  laid  in  Sussex. 
2s.  6d. 

CoKTBNTS :— Wbomade  Ktngs  >— The  Plot— The  Warning— The  Journey— The 
Ph«t  Blood  shed— The  Kbig*8  Plight— His  Captivity. 

At  the  end  are  a  few  words  to  show  that  the  iniquity  of  the  Revolution, 
putting  it  at  its  worst,  need  be  no  stumblingtaiock  to  a  tender  conscience  at 
the  present  day. 

Lays  of  Faith  and  Loyalty  ;  or  Narratives  in  Verse, 
selected  from  History.    By  Archdeacon  Churton.    28. 

Stories  from  Froissart.  Illustrating  the  History,  Man* 
ners,  and  Customs,  &c.,  of  the  Reign  of  Ed^rard  III.  By 
the  Rev.  H.  F.  Dunster.     23.  6d. 

CoNTXNTS :— Scotch  and  English  Border  Warfare — Death  of  Robert  Bruce— 
The  Earl  of  Derby— Battle  of  Crecy— Queen  Philippa— Invasion  of  France— The 
Invasion  cX  Brittany,  Hcc. 

*'  We  welcome  this  present  attempt  to  make  that  fine  and  gentle  spiritecl 
writer  better  known." — Momiing  Pest. 

**  Will  give  young  people  that  interest  and  acquaintance  with  Mediaeval  His- 
tory, which  some  knowledge  of  the  orighial  scenes  from  whence  history  is 
drawn  is  alone  able  to  aflbro."— JoAn  Bt$ll. 
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Present  ISooks — Tfife^. 

LANOIiEY  SCHOOL.    By  the  author  of  "Kings  of  Eng- 

land."    28.  6d. 
The  work  of  one  who  has  a  thocouc^hly  practical  knowledge  of  the  sal)t)ect  i 
will  be  foaud  valoable  by  all  teachers  of  countiy  8chooLB»  whilst  ttiejr  them- 
selves may  dorive  many  excellent  hints  firom  it. 

LEFROY.— The  Force  oe  Habit  ;  or,  the  Story  of  Widow 
Monger.  By  F.  C.  Lefroy,  author  of  "  Straightforward^*' 
"  Harry  Lavender,"  &C;. 

LEVETT.— Gentle  Influence  j  or.  The  Cousin's  Visit.  By 
Miss  F.  M.  Levett.    Second  edition.  Is. 

LEVETT. — Self-Detotion  ;  or  the  Prussians  at  fiochkirch« 

From  the  German.    6d. 
A  sketch  of  a  fine  character  in  the  fidelity  and  devotiaii  of  an  old  servant. 

LITTLE  ALICE  AND  HER  SISTER.    Edited  by  the  Rer, 

W.  Gresley.     28.  6d. 
The  acooant  of  a  little  Oirl  who  learned  to  deiqr  heneU;  and  think  of  oChera 
before  herself . 

LIITLE  ANNIE  AND  HER  SISTERS.  By  E.  W,  H. 
Is.  6d.,  paper  Is. 

LORD  OF  THE  FOREST  AND  HIS  VASSALS  (The).  By 
the  author  of  **  Hymns  for  Little  Children."    Ss.,  paper  28. 

An  allegory  representiag  the  real  strife  against  9in,  the  World,  and  the 
evil,  which  all  have  to  flight. 

LUCY,  or  the  Housemaid,  and  Mrs.  Browne's  Kitchen.  By 
the  author  of  "  Sunlight  in  the  Clouds."    18mo.  cloth,  28. 

MAIDEN  AUNT'S  TALES.    By  S.  M.,  author  of  •«  The  Use 

of  Sunshine,"  «  Nina,"  &c.     Ss.  6d. 
*'The  moral  of  the  whole  is  the  baj^y  inflaenoe  of  such  a  Ikame  of  mind, 
sanctified  by  religion,  on  the  less  perfect  charactors  with  which  it  is  broagfas 
into  contact.*'— J«Ai»  Bull. 

MALAN. — Bethany,  a  Pilgrimage ;  and  Maodala,  a  Day  by 
the  Sea  of  Galilee.     By  the  Rey.  S.  0.  Malan,  Vicar  of 

Broadwindsor,  Dorset.     Is.  6d. 

"  This  very  beaittiftil  little  work  seems  to  us  to  exhibit  precisely  llie  temper 
and  feelings  with  which  the  holy  scenes  of  onr  Loan's  Itfe  on  evth  ought  to 
be  virated.  This  little  voldme  tends  to  elevate  the  mind,  and  to  shame  oa  out 
of  our  earthly  thoughts." — Bcele$ia»iSe. 

**  A  graphic  accoimt  of  what  Mr.  Malan  saw  and  felt.  It  ¥rill  be  of  service 
to  a  large  class  of  readers." — Clerical  Journal. 

MALAN.— The  Coasts  of  Tyre  and  Sidon,  a  Narrative.  Is. 

**  No  one  can  foUow  Mr.  Malan  in  his  reverent  and  tmthftil  description  o€ 
these  holy  places,  without  feeling  that  the  scenes  have  a  life  and  reality  ln&. 
parted  to  them  that  in  our  minds  tkiey  did  not  possess  before." — Cimrekimam>*m 
CM^aitioit. 

MEETING  IN  THE  WILDERNESS  (The).     An  Imagina- 
tion, wherein  Divine  Love  is  set  forth.    By  the  author  of 
••  The  Divine  Master."    Is. 
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V.  Miiaters,  London* 

MILMAN.— The  Wat  Thbouoh  the  Desert;    or«  The 
Caravan.    By  the  Rev.  R.  Milman,  author  of  the  **  Life 
of  Tasso,"  &c.     Is. ;  cloth  1b.  6d. 
An  aUegorjr,  showingr  how  we  ahoiald  walk  here  to  attain  life  eternal  here- 
after. 

MILMAN.>-The  Voices  of  Harvest.    8d. ;  cloth.  Is. 

.  "An  eloquent  and  rdlgrion  breathing  little  book,  in  which  the  marrelloas 
operations  of  the  harvest  are  pointed  oat  in  beautifiil  lang^uace,  and  occasion 
thence  taken  to  remind  the  render  of  the  necessity  of  cultivatinflr  the  sonl  and 
heart,  that  ^re  maj  reap  the  harrett  of  eternal  happiness."— If  omti^r  Poit. 

MILMAN. — MiTSLAV ;  or,  the  Ck>nYersion  of  Pomerania.    A 
True  Story  of  the  Shores  of  the  Baltic  in  the  TwelAh 
Century.    58.  6d. 
*<  Agreeably  written,  it  presents  a  picture  of  Sdavonic  manners  and  rdigion, 

that  lutfdly  exists  in  English  literature,  and  cannot  fiftil  to  be  of  interest.*'— 

Colonial  Church  Chronicle, 

MILLY  WHEELER.  By  the  author  of  •*  Amy  Wilson." 
MOBERLY. — Stories  from  Herodotus.  By  the  Rev.  C.  E, 
Moberly.  2s. 
"Written  with  remarkable  vigour  and  fSreshness,  and  Indicate  a  thorougti 
appreciation  of  the  author.  The  great  charm  of  Herodotus,  Mr.  Moberly  Iw- 
lieves  to  consist  in  the  religious  temper  of  hia  mind,  and  he  considers  him  to 
have  ccdlected  all  the  traditions  and  remembrances  of  heroism  whether  native 
or  foreign,  with  the  view  of  counteracting  that  corruption  of  prindide  which 
was  then  pervading  the  people  of  Greece.'* — Ecclesiiutic, 

MONRO.— Walter   the    Schoolmaster;    or»  Studies   of 
Character  in  a  Boys*  School.     By  the  Rev.  E.  Monro« 
Second  edition,  cloth,  28.  6d. 
*'  Brings  out  the  religious  aspect  of  the  Schoolmaster's  office  ii^  Its  bearing 

po  the  moral  training  of  the  Christian  soul,  to  whom  he  is  in  some  measure  a 

Pastor."— GtiarcUttn. 

MONRO.— Basil  the  Schoolboy  ;  or,  the  Heir  of  ArundeL 
A  Story  of  School  Life.    Second  edidon,  cloth,  3s.  6d. 
"  Intended  to  paint  the  characters  of  boys  in  large  modem  Schools }  the 
characters  have  had  their  types  in  most  Schools,  and  are  painted  with  a  con* 
listener  that  gives  a  life-like  character  to  every  Bceae.**—Ecele$ia*tic, 

MONRO. — Leonard  and  Dennis.    A  Tale  of  the  Russian 
War.  *  In  one  vol.,  78.  6d. 

**  Exhibits  some  strong  and  effective  v/riting."— CAWc/tan  Rememhraneer, 

MONRO.— True  Stories  qf  Cottagers.    Cloth,  2s.  6d. ;  in 

packets,  28. 
CoNTKNTs  :~The  Railroad  Boy— The  Drunkard's  Boy— The  Cottage  in  the 
Lane— Robert  Lee— Annie's  Grave— Mary  Cooper. 

MONRO.— The  Dark  River.  An  Allegory  on  Death.  28. 6d. ; 

cheap  edition,  Is. 
In  this  allegory  the  *'  Dark  River"  is  emblematical  of  Death  and  the  need  oC 
preparation }  and  the  true  snppcnrts  through  that  last  trial  are  set  forth. 

MONRO.— The  Vast  Army.    An  Allegory  on  fighting  thoi 

good  Fight  of  Faith.    2s.  6d. ;  cheap  edition,  Is. 
.  *•  The  handling  of  the  stt1:iiect  Is  most  admirable ;  we  must  espedaUy  eom. 
mend  the  way  in  which  that  old,  so  often  said,  and  alas  so  little  acted  truth— 
that  we  are  to  do  our  duty  in  that  state  of  life  to  which  it  pLeaseth  Goo  to  opU 
us.  is  bet  before  the  reader.*'— £cc/e«<<i«fic. 
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MONRO.-*-Th£  CoMBATAiTTS.    An  Allegory  showing  hoir  a 

ChristiiiD  should  contend  with  and  overthrow  his  enemies. 

28.  6d. ;  cheap  edition.  Is, 
.  «*The  inMVM  9X9 yhrid  sod  the  interest  muteined,  and  the  parable  not  so 
transparent  as  to  break  down  with  its  own  weight." — Eccleaiaatic, 

MONRO.-— Thb  Revellebs.  An  Allegory  on  the  Lord's 
Second  Coming,  and  our  Duty  to  Watch.  The  Mid- 
night Sea  ;  or  the  Great  Pilot  our  only  Hefuge  in  storms* 
The  Wanderer  ;  or  Sheep  without  a  Shepherd.  Ss.  6d. ) 
cheap  edition,  Is. 

MONRO.— The  Journey  Home.  An  Allegory.  Intended 
to  illustrate  some  of  the  leading  features  of  the  Christian 
life,  and  the  earlier  temptations  and  difficulties  of  the 
spiritual  warfare.     2s.  6d. ;  cheap  edition.  Is. 

MOKRO.*--Thb  Dark  Mountains.  A  Sequel  to  the  Journey 
Home.    2s.  6d.;  cheap  edition,  Is. 

This  sequel  contains  an  account  of  the  trials  and  temptations  most  frequent 
as  life  draws  to  an  end  and  death  ia  near. 

The  ahove  6  vols,  hound  together,  lOs.  6d.  cloth ;  148.  morocco.  ] 

or  in  2  vols,  cloth,  5s.  6d.  each. 

MONRO.— Harry  and  Archie;  or,  First  and  Last  Com- 
munion, and  the  danger  of  delay.  Part  I.  6d.  Fart  IL 
6d. ;  together,  Is. ;  cloth.  Is.  6d. 

MONRO.— Nanny :  a  Sequel  to  "Harry  and  Archie."  6d. ; 
cloth,  Is. 

MRS.  BOSS'S  NIECE.  By  the  author  of  •*  Stories  on  Pro- 
verbs."   18mo.  cloth,  2s. 

MY  BIRTHDAY  EVE.  A  Waking  Dream.  With  orna- 
mental borders.    2s. 

NEALE.— HiEROLOGUS  j  or  the  Church  Tourists,  By  the  Rev, 
J.  M.  Neale.    6s. ;  cheap  edition  in  Two  parts,  3s.  4d. 

Sescriptiye  of  tlie  architecture  and  local  history  of  the  parts  visited— Oov- 
land,  Peterborough,  Geddington,  York,  MarstOn  Moor,  Chester,  8.  Aia|»h» 
Ruthin,  fte. 

NEALE.— Theodora  Pbranza;  or,  the  Fall  of  Constan- 
tinople.    68. 

**  Wm  be  read  with  interest,  affbrding  as  It' does  an  accurate  i^ctoie  of  the 
manners  and  condition  of  society  in  Byzantium  on  the  eve  of  the  overthrow  of 
Uie  Christian  Empire  of  the  East  by  the  Turks,  as  well  as  a  most  detailed  and 
highly  dramatic  narrative  of  that  event  itself.**— JMm. 

**  A  readable  story.  The  historical  portions  are  svifflcientlv  learned  for  all 
practical  purposes,  but  the  interest  contres  in  the  human  cbaracters  whoat 
stoiy  is  interwoven  with  the  fate  of  the  doomed  city."— ilMcii«i(in. 

NEALE. — The  Unseen  World  ;  Communications  with  it,  real 
or  imaginary.  New  edition,  with  considerable  additions. 
Fcp.  8vo.,  3s. ;  cheap  edition,'ls.  6d. 

-  CotfrrtNTs  ;—Apparitiona—'Vm(itngs— Aerial  Yidona— Firophedcs,  &e. 
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NfiALE. — Stokibb  from  the  Crusades.    Ss. 

**  Displays  an  extraordinary  acquaintance  wiUi  the  manners  and  cnatDnu  of 
the  age,  as  well  as  great  powers  of  description.  Each  page  almost  is  a  picture 
which  seems  to  us  to  fairly  represent  hoth  what  was  good  and  what  was  evil  in 
the  system  which  it  illustrates.'*— £oe/ettM^'c. 

NEALE.— DucHENlER,  or  the  Revolt  of  La  Vendue.    Ss.  6d. 

*'  It  is  not  too  much  to  say  that  the  vivid  and  truthful  descriptions  of  Mr. 
Neale  in  the  present  talet  fomsded  in  all  its  chief  incidents  on  historical  Ibcta, 
reproduce  the  sensations  and  impressions  of  the  truth  which  is  stranger  than 
fiction.** —  EeeteaiaaHc. 

N£ALE.~The  Egyptian  Wanderers.    A  Tale  of  the  Tenth 

Persecution.     18mo.  28.  6d. 
.   **  Mr.  Meale's  command  of  the  ftieta  of  eaxly  Church  History  is  well  known, 
and  his  power  of  using  his  great  knowledge  in  the  composition  of  picturesque 
and  striking  Children's  Books,  most  of  our  readers  are  well  acquainted  with* 
This  book  will  be  found  by  no  means  his  least  successful  effort.'* — Chutrdian. 

NEALE. — Eyknings  at  Sackyille  College.    ISmo.,  cL,  28. 

CoNTBNTs.— S.  Thomas,  and  King  Gondophorus— The  Storm  on  Lake 
Wener— The  Burial  of  Raymond— The  Relief  of  Antwerp,  l6afi— The  North- 
aide  Fit,  1851,  &C. 

NEAIiE. — Lent  Legends.  Stories  for  Children  from  Church 
History.    28.  6d. 

CoNTKNTS :— The  Siege  of  Omura— The  Wolf  of  the  Spessart  Wold— The 
CbaUente  of  Lueiua— The  Circoa  of  Gam— The  Sapper  of  S«  Spiridion,  &e. 

NEALE. — The  Followers  of  the  Lord  ;  Stories  from 
Church  History.     28. 

CoNTXNTs  :^The  Martyrdom  of  S.  Ketevan— The  Tunny  Fishers—The  The- 
ban  Legion— Tba  Mountain  Lights,  &c. 

**  Not  at  aU  behind  its  predecessws  in  interest.*'— ^cdesiiuMc. 

NEALE.— Sunday  Afternoons  at  an  Orphanage,  contain- 
ing Twenty-three  Stories  and  Lessons  for  Children.     2s. 
Contents  :— Advent — Epiphany  —  Christmas — The  Beacon  Lights — The 
Comet,  tco. 

NEALE. — Church  Papers  :  Tales  Illustrative  of  the  Apostles' 
Creed.     28.  6d. 

NORTHWODE  PRIORY.— A  Tale,  in  Two  Vols.    By  the 

author  of  "Everley."    Fcp.  8vo.,  10s.  6d. 

"  Esteeming  sorrow,  whose  eo^oy 
Is  to  develope,  not  destroy, 
Far  better  than  a  barren  joy." 

OLD  COURT  HOUSE  (The).    A  Tale.    Is.  6d. 

OUR  CHRISTIAN  CALLING ;  or  Conversations  with  my 
Neighbours  on  what  their  calling  as  Christians  is,  and  what 
it  requires  from  them.  By  the  author  of  "  Sunlight  in  the 
Clouds.''    16mo.,  cloth,  2s. 

OUR  DOCTOR,  AND  OTHER  TALES  OF  KIRBLBECK. 

By  the  author  of  *'  Tales  of  a  London  Parish."    5s. 
'    "Written  with  good  taste  and  elegance,  with  feeling,  piety,  and  simplicity; 
the  dialogue  is  sustained  with  spirit,  tlie  descriptive  parts  are  graphlcaUy  told, 
and  the  tales  are  wrought  up  with  artistic  power."— fn^/isA  Reoieui. 
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Present  Book$ — Tales. 

THE  OWLET  OF  O WLSTONE  EDGE :  hh  Travels,  his  Ex- 
perience,  and  his  Lucubrations.    By  the  author  of  "  S.  An- 
tholin*B,"  &c.    Fcap.  8vo.,  vith  a  beautiful  Steel  Engrav- 
ing.   Fourth  edition,  3s.  6d. 
*'  Home  tnitbfl,  and  will  give  asefiil  hints  to  the  nujority  of  deigjuien't 

wives." — Ouardian. 

PAGET.— Tales  of  the  Village.    By  the  Rev.  F.  K  Paget 

A  new  edition,  in  one  vol.,  5s.  6d. 
C0NTKKT8 :— The  Church's  Ordinances— Fruits  of  Obedience — Friendly  Dis- 
cussion—Youthful Trials— Farms  and  Formularies— The  Way  of  the  World—* 
The  Way  of  the  Church,  &c. 

PAGET.— MiLFORD  MALV0I81N ;  or.  Pews  and  Pewholders.  2s. 
Giving  an  account  of  the  Origin  and  Evil  Effects  of  Pews  or  distinction  of 
Persons  in  the  House  of  Gon. 

PAGET. — S.  Antholiii's  ;  or,  Old  Churches  and  New,    New 

edition.  Is, 
A  lesson  to  modem  Church  Builders  on  the  erection  of  cheap  churches,  and 
advocating  the  restOTation  of  our  ancient  churches  in  a  good  and  substantial 
way. 

PAGET.— The  Warden  of  Berkingholt.  5s.  ;  cheap  edi- 
tion, 2s.  8d. 

"  Enters  fully  into  the  responsibilities  wUdi  rank,  property,  and  edacatioa 
involve.** — English  Review, 

PARISH  TALES.    Reprinted  from  the  "  Tales  of  a  London 

Parish.''    In  a  packet,  Is.  6d. 
Co KTB NTS :— Denis  the  Beggar  Boy;   The  Old  Street   Sweeper;  Honor 
O'Keefe;  There's  a  Skeleton  m  every  House  1  Christian  Flower's  Story;  My 
Catechumens ;  The  Hill>side  Cottage. 

PEARSON.— Stories  on  the  Beatitudes.  By  the  Rev. 
G.  F.  Pearson.     Is.  cloth,  or  in  a  packet. 

CovTKNTS  : — Alice  Mannering,  or  the  Poor  in  Spirit;  Mrs.  Clifton,  or  the 
Mourner;  Bdwwrd  Barton,  or  the  Meek;  Edith  Leslie,  or  Hungering  after 
Righteousness ;  Mr.  Harconrt,  or  the  Merciful ;  Rose  Archer,  or  the  P^re  in 
Heart;  Rebecca  Smithers,  the  Peace-maker >  Herbert  Leslie,  or  Persecution 
for  Righteousness*  sake. 

POOLE. — Sir  Raoul  de  Broc  and  his  Son  Tristram.  A 
Tale  of  Sacrilege  of  the  Twelfth  Century.  By  the  Rev. 
G.  A.  Poole.    2s. 

PRISONERS  OF  CRAIGM ACAIRE.    A  Story  of  the  "  '46." 

Edited  by  the  author  of  **  The  Divine  Master."     Is. 
**  A  Tale  of  the  rugged  northern  shores,  and  record  of  the  patient  suffering 
and  heroic  faith  that  was  once  displayed  in  the  lives  of  men  obscure  and  un- 
known on  eiuth,  but  whose  names  were  doubtless  written  in  Heaven.'*~> 
Pr^aee, 

RAINE.— Rosa's  Summer  Wanderings.  By  Rosa  Raine. 
Fcap.  8vo.    5s. 

RAINE.— The  Queen's  Isle.    Chapters  on  the  Isle  of  Wight, 
wherein  Scripture  truths  are  hlended  with  Island  heauties. 
3s.  6d. 
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RAINY  MORNINGS  WITH  AUNT  MABEL.  18mo.,  cloth, 
2s.  6d. 

An  endeavour  to  inculcate  in  familiar  and  easy  conversations  a  1uiowledg:e 
of  the  early  Christian  Church,  its  struggles  and  triumphs,  including  the  Cata- 
combs, and  early  missions. 

ROBERTS. — The  Rocks  op  Worcestershire:  their  Mi- 
neral Character  and  Fossil  Contents.  By  George  E.  Ro- 
berts, Resident  Secretary  to  the  Geological  Society  of  Great 
Britain.     Fcap.  8yo.,  cloth  5s. 

ROBERTS. — Snow-bound   in    Cleeberrie   Grange.      A 
Christmas  Story.     By  George  E.  Roberts,  Author  of  "  The 
Rocks  of  Worcestershire,"  "  Charley's  Trip  to  the  Black 
Mountain,"  &c.     Dedicated  to  John  Ruskin,  Esq.    28.  6d. 
CoNTSNTs  :--A  Treasure-trove— The  Minstrel's  Wish— Firelight  Shadows- 
Frogs  and  Toads— The  Foam- Bell— A  Wild  Beast  Show— Grippel,  the  Ass— 
The  Two  Hermits,  &c.,  &c., 

"  An  attractive  vohune  for  the  young,  and  not  devoid  of  instruction  either." 
-^ChrUtian  Remembrancer. 

ROCKSTRO.— Stories  on  the  Commandments.   The  Second 

Table :  «*  My  Duty  towards  My  Neighbour."     By  W.  S. 

Rockstro.  Is.  6d.  cloth,  and  in  a  packet. 
CoNTKNTs :— The  Drummer>Boys,  or  the  Law  and  the  Promise;  Walter 
Milligan  and  his  Cousin  Frank,  or  the  Law  of  the  Sixth  Commandment;  The 
Sailing  Party,  or  the  Sin  of  Dinah;  The  Little  Choristers,  or  Is  it  Fair?  The 
Two  Sailor  Boys,  or  Sins  of  the  Tongue ;  The  '*  Friends  of  Freedom,"  or  the 
Ytuctory  Strike. 

[See  Hill's  Stories  on  the  First  Table,  page  29.] 
ROCKSTRO.— Abbey  Lands.    A  Tale.    Fcap.  8vo.,  6s. 

*'  We  must  here  take  leave  of  the  author,  greatly  commendiug  the  high  tone 
of  principle  and  the  devoted  fervour  with  which  his  work  is  filled  throughout. 
....  The  book  is  interesting,  gracefully  vrritten,  and  rich  in  true  and  noble 
thoughts.** — Eccle*iasiic. 

ROOT  OF  THE  MATTER  (The);  or,  the  Village  Class, 
cloth,  Is.  6d. ;  paper,  Is. 

RUTH  LEVISON;  or.  Working  and  Waiting.  A  Tale. 
Cloth,  Is.  6d. ;  paper,  Is. 

S.  ALBAN'S ;  or,  the  Prisoners  of  Hope.    By  the  author  of 
*«  The.  Divine  Master."    Fcap.  8vo.,  5s. 
Intended  to  illustrate  the  working  of  the  Church  among  the  Middle  Classes. 

SAMUEL  :  a  Story  for  Choristers.     Cloth,  Is.  6d. 

A  Tale  of  a  Chorister  in  a  country  choir,  containing  a  sketch  of  the  Church's 
work  in  a  village,  and  the  influence  of  Church  teaching  under  the  severest 
misfortunes. 

SCENES  AND  CHARACTERS;  or.  Eighteen  Months  at 
Beechcroft.  By  the  author  of  "  The  Heir  of  Redclyffe." 
Second  edition,  3s.  6d. 

SENTENCES  from  the  Works  of  the  author  of "  Amy  Her- 
bert.'^    Selected  by  permission.    Second  Edition.    2s. 

Id 


£IF£  AND  TIMES  OF  THE  RIGHT  REVEREND  FA* 
THER  IN  GOD,  PATRICK  TORRY,  D.D.,  late  Bishop 
of  S.  Andrew's,  Dunkeld,  and  Dunblane.  Edited  by  the 
Rev.  J.  M.  Neale.    Demy  Bvo,,  with  Portrait,  14s. 

'*  Mr.  Neale  cannot  bat  command  the  attention  of  his  readers  by  a  vlgporous 
ind  Inminons  style,  and  a  warm  and  genial  Intorcst  in  the  saldect." — Scottish 
MedeaJaBJicai  Journal. 

**  Most  iroportaot,  in  the  way  of  recoiding  an  important  chapter  in  our  own 
&lstoi7,  are  the  details  on  the  life  and  fortunes  of  the  Scotch  Communion 
Oflioe  and  the  S.  Andrew's  Prayer  Book." — Chriatian  Rememkrancer, 

WVES  OF  EMINENT  RUSSIAN  PRELATES.    28.  6d. 

Kikon,  8.  DemetriOB,  and  Michael.  With  an  Introduction  on  the  History, 
Geography,  and  Religioas  Constitution  of  Russia,  as  well  as  of  the  Russian 
Church,  which  has  from  the  very  first  remained  a  portion  of  the  Greek  or 
Eastern  Divisimiaf  the  Catholic  Church. 

LIVES  OF  THE  FATHERS.     Origen  of  Alexandria— S. 

Cyprian — S.  Gregory  Thaumaturgus^S.  Dionysius. — S. 

Gregory  Nazianzen — S.  C^ril — S.  Ephrem  of  Edessa.     B^ 

the  aumor  of  **  Tales  of  Kirkbeck."    58. 
,  "Distinguished  by  the  care  and  attention  to  authorities,  the  beautiful  spirit 
and  the  delightful  style,  which  have  rendered  the  farmer  volumes  so  generally 
popidar."— Guardian, 

LIVES  OF  ENGLISHMEN  IN  PAST  DAYS. 

•  Flrtt  Series :  containing  Herbert,  Donne,  Ken,  Sanderson.    6d. 
Second  Scries :  Kettlewell,  Hammond,  Wilson,  Momiieseon,  Bold,  JoUj.  4hL 
Third  Series:  Walton,  Wotton,  Fanshawe,  Earl  of  Derby,  CoUinffWOod. 
Mattes,  Exmonth.    lod. 

'Fourth  Series:  Alfred  the  Great,  Sir  Thomas  More,  John  Evdyn.  Now 
readjf. 

MEMOIR  pF  THE  REV.  R.  A.  SUCKLING,  with  Corre- 
spondence.  By  theRey.  I.  Williams.  New  Edit.,  fcp.8vo.,ds. 

**  A  weU-deflned  picture  of  a  Christian  Clergyman  Hvini^  in  these  later  days 
a  UfiB  of  ftith,  and  having  a  marlied  tnfl  pence  (m  friends  and  acquaintances,  as 
well  as  on  those  committed  to  his  chaige."-^OiiardSaa. 

MEMORIAL  OF  ELIZABETH  A .    In  the  Press. 

MEMORLA.L  OF  M.  E.  D.  AND  G.  E.  D.  Brief  notes  of 
a  Christian  life  and  very  holy  death.    By  T.  B.  P.    6d« 

NEWLAND. — ^Memoib  of  the  late  Rev.  H.  Newland, 
M.A.,  Vicar  of  S.  Marychurch,  and  Chaplain  to  the  Bishop 
of  Exeter.  By  the  Rev.  R.  N.  Shutie,  Rector  of  S.  Maty 
Steps,  Exeter.    Fcap.  8vo.y  5s. 

NOBLE  ARMY  OF  MARTYRS  (The).  By  the  Rev.  S. 
Fox.     Cloth  2s.  6d. ;  paper  cover.  Is. 

-Containing  short  Lives  of  8.  Stephen ;  S.  James ;  S.  Barnabas ;  S.  Timothy } 
8.  Polycarp;  S.  Ignatius  j  S.  Clement;  S.  Irenvusj  S.  Dionysius;  8.  Jostln 
Martyr.  .  Suited  for  a  class-reading  book. 

*'JuSt  the  book  for  circulation  among  children  or  a  Parochial  Lending^  Li. 
braiT :  what  we  want  in  the  Upper  Classes  of  our  National  Schools.'*— JTi^jcA 


J.  Mttsiera,  LoruUm, 

POETRY. 

ASCENSION,  AND  OTHER  POEMS.    Fcap.  8vo,    6d, 
ATHANASIUS,  AND  OTHER  POEMS.    By  a  Fellow  of  a 
College.     Price  28. 
'*  The  yniter  popaoflaes  tbe  historical  as  well  as  the  poetieal  mind.    His  tons, 
reveals  his  deep  sympathy  with  antiquity.    His  style  of  thougrht  and  yeniflca- 
tion  firequently  ratnind  us  agreeably  of  Mr.  Keble.** — Chtardian, 

BAPTISMAL  NAME  (The),  and  THE  FLOWER  GAIU 
DEN.  By  the  Author  of  *'  The  Daily  Life  of  a  ChriaUan 
Child."    6d. 

BELL. — The  Rural  Album,  containing  Descriptive  and  Mis- 
cellaneous Poems.  With  Historical  Notices  of  Barnwell 
and  Fotheringay  Castles,  &c.,  Northamptonshire.  By- 
Thomas  Bell.     8vo.,  ds. 

BENN.— The  Solitary?  or,  a  Lay  from  the  West,    With' 

other  Poems  in  English  and  Latin.   By  Mary  Benn.  d6. 6d. 

CoNTBNTs :— The  Soldier's  Prayer i  Phylactery}  The  Wafniag;  Thtf  Four 

Ang;els ;  The  Gatherinir  of  tbe  Saints.  ; 

BENN. — Lays  op  Trttf  Hebrews,  arid  other  Poems.    2$. 

"  There  is  a  great  deal  of  tone  and  spirit  in  Miss  Benn's  Lays  of  the  He- 
brews.   The  'Grave  of  Saul'  would  be  creditable  to  any  one,  and  there  are. 
other  poems  equally  striking  and  melodious."— Chcarrftan. 

BERNARD  (S.)— The  Sweet  Rhythm  of  S.  Bernakd  on 
THE  Most  Holt  Name  of  Jesus.  Newly  done  into 
English.     2d. 

BLACK.—- Memorialta  Cobdis:  Sonnets  and  Miscellaneous. 
Poems.    By  the  Rev.  C.  J.  Black.    2s.  6d. 

*  Contents  : — ^To  the  Memory  of  W.  Archer  Butler;  The  Tombof  Swift;  The 
Famine  of  1847 ;  Rydal  Mount ;  The  Redbreast  in  Church ;  Gethsemane  fee. 

BOURNE.— 1*hought8  upon  Catholic  Truth.    A  Volume.^ 
of  Poems.     By  the  late  Rev.  L.  Bourne.     2b.  6d. 
"  Hold  fisst  tbe  form  of  sound  wcwds  which  thou  bast  heard  In  fUtfa  atld 
lore  which  is  in  Christ  Jbbus.*' — a  Tim.  i.  13. 

BRAUNE.— The    Persone  of  a  Toun;  The  First  Book. 

By  George  Martin  firaune.  Demy  8vo.  28. 
"  The  character  of  a  parish  priest  described  by  Chaucer  four  himdted  years 
afgOf  is  suited,  in  every  respect  but  its  archaic  lai^rnage,  to  describe  the  reqot. 
sites  of  the  same  ftinctiou  in  the  present  day.  It  is  true  that  the  chanuster ' 
drawn  by  our  ancient  master  of  song  was  in  stem  contrast  to  the  Vioes  and 
iguoraace  of  the  clergy  of  his  day ;  yet  in  the  Worst  times  of  the  Church  ther* 
was  many  a  faittiflil  minister  of  religion  who  strove,  to  the  best  of  his  know- 
ledge,  to  perform  his  duty.  Some  such  person  Chaucer  had  in  his  mind  When 
he  composed  his  eulogy  on  the  '  Persone  of  a  Toun.*  .  The  pemaal  of  it  lad  me 
to  consider  the  beauty  of  the  Christian  character  witti  regard  to  mv  own  pro*- 
fession.  I  resolved  to  delineate  the  same  in  verse,  and  I  adopted  the  metre 
and  a  modiflcation  of  the  language  of  Spenser,  as  a  mean  between  tbe  times 
of  Chaucer  and  our  own.'* — Pnface, 

CHIIJD  AND  THE  ANGEL.  A  Ballad.  By  th«  Author  of 
«  The  Daily  Life  of  a  Christian  Child,"  &c.     6d. 

CHILD'S  BOOK  OF  BALLADS  (the)y  beautifcdly  iUuatrated..: 
Is.  6d. ;  paper  wrapper,  Is.    . 
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Pr^eni  Booh — Poetry. 

CHURCH  m  BABYLON,  AND  OTHER  POEMS.  By  the 

author  of  '*  Ascension,  and  other  Poems."     Fcap.  8yo.,  Is. 
DAILY  LIFE  OF  THE  CHRISTIAN  CHILD :  a  Poem,  in 

which  the  duties  of  each  day  in  a  child's  life  are  set 

forth.    6d. ;  on  a  sheet,  Id. 
DAKEYNE.— The  Swobd,  and  the  Cross.    By  the  Rev, 

J.  O.  Dakeyne.    28.  6d. 
"  Commend  themselves  to  the  reader  more  by  thetr  apiritaal  import,  yet  they 
•re  not  wanting^  in  passages  of  considerable  force  and  beauty.*' — Morning  Foai. 

EDMONSTONE.— Devotional   Keplectioms:    in   Verse. 

Arranged  in  accordance  with  the  Church  Calendar.     By 

Sir  A.  Edmonstone,  Bart.    Fcap.  Svo.,  cloth,  Ss.  6d. 
"A  Text  is  taken  for  each  Sunday  and  Holy  Day,  and  to  that  a  devotional 
r^ection  is  appended.   Should  the  reader  on  the  da]rs  which  the  Church  directs 
to  be  kept  holy  find  his  thousrhts  engaged  by  a  suitable  subject,  my  object  is 

Smed." — Pr^aee, 
VANS.— Daily  Htmns.    A  Volume  of  Poems.     By  the 
Venerable  Archdeacon  Evans,  author  of  ''Tales  of  the 
Ancient  British  Church."    38.  6d. 
GOODRICH.— Claudia  :   the  Days  pf  MARTYRDoif.     A 
Tale.    By  A.  M.  Goodrich.    Fcap.  Bwo.,  cloth,  2s.  6d. 

"  Marked  by  a  devotional  spirit,  pleasant  to  read,  and  unafRected.  It  con. 
tidns  a  faithAil  picture  of  the  early  Church  and  many  of  its  customs,  its  tone 
of  feeling,  perils,  acts  of  heroism  and  devotion  to  Cbrist.*' — Ojtford  Herald, 

GRANDFATHER'S  CHRISTMAS  STORY  (The).    6d. 

A  true  Tale  of  a  little  boy  who  always  kept  in  mind  the  Saviour's  Love  and 
Presence. 
*  *  Simphr  and  toochinc:ly  told,  in  s  strain  likely  to  win  the  ear  and  heart  of  m 

Sung  diud.'*— l^li^oUr  Herald. 
AWKEK— Echoes  from  Old  Cornwall.    By  the  Her. 

R.  S.  Hawker.    28.  6d. 
*'  Peculiar  oriidnali^* :  a  profound  and  concentrated  habit  of  thovg^t  and 
expression.'*— P/^mo«M  Herald, 
**  Osrect  and  elegant.'* — OeHtleman*»  Magazine. 

**  WMtten  to  solaoe  the  author's  own  feelings.  The  reader  who  takes  up  the 
echoes  in  search  of  the  same  calm  temper  of  mind,  will  not  be  disappointed.** 
«—  Sccleeiattic, 

HOPKINS,— Pietas  Metrica.    By  the  Rev.  T.  M.  Hopkins, 
Incumbent  of  S.  Saviour's,  Paddington,    28.  6d. 

CoNTBNTs: — Loiwand  Warship;  The  Christian  Graces;  Nathaniel;  Lent} 
The  Beacon;  The  Sea  Shell ;  Affliction;  Where  are  the  Nine?  The  Etenial 
Ooontry*  ttCf  &c. 

HYMNS,  DEVOTIONAL   AND   DESCRIPTIVE;   for  the 

Use  of  Schools.    By  the  author  of  "  The  Baron's  Little 

Daughter."    2d. 
HYMNS  FOR  LITTLE  CHILDREN.     By  the  author  of 

"The  Baron's  Little  Daughter."    cloth,  Is;  paper,  6d.; 

morocco,  38. 6d.     Cheap  edition,  3d.     Fcap.  4to.  Edition, 

with  41  Engravings  by  Dalxiel,  on  tinted  paper.    Nearly 

ready. 
HYMNS  OF  THE  HOLY  FEAST.    Square  24ino.,  on  tinted 

paper,  and  rubricated,  8d. 
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HYMNS    ON   SCMPTURE    CHARACTERS   FOR  THB 

YOUNG-    l8. 
HYMNS  FOR  INFANT  CHILDREN  5  on  Church,  School, 

Baptism,  and  Belief,  &c.     Id. 

HYMNS  AND  SCENES  OF  CHIIJ)HOOD.  By  the  author 
of  "  Margaret,  the  Martyr  of  Antioch."  2s.  6d. 
Contains  114  Hymns  on  Religious  and  Natoral  Sul^ects :  such  as  Walking^ 
in  a  Parent's  Sl^bt,  Contentment,  Questions  and  Thoughts  about  the  Stars, 
The  Little  Pilgxim,  The  Martyr  Stephen,  The  Comforter,  Many  Flowers,  Chris- 
tian  Herc^m»  ftc. 

JONES. — HoRJS  Monastics,  Poems,  Songs,  and  Ballads, 
By  W.  Jones.    Post  8vo.,  cloth,  with  Engrarings,  6s. 

KEN.— Prepabations  for  Death.  Being  Selections  from 
the  Poems  of  Bishop  Ken.  28. 
CoNTBNTs : — The  Miser ;  Now ;  Days  Numbered :  Conscience  j  Time  to  be 
Imi»roved ;  The  Baptism ;  The  Yoke  Easy  j  The  Shortness  of  Life ;  Death ; 
Resurrection;  The  World  Renounced j  The  Tempter  Vanquished i  The  State 
of  Separation ;  &c. 

LADY  ELLA,  or  the  Story  of  Cinderella  in  Verse.    Ss.  6d. 
LAST  SLEEP  OF  A  CHRISTIAN  CHILD  :  a  Poem,  show- 

ing  how  a  Christian  Child  should  meet  death,    6d. ;  on  a 

sheet,  Id. 

"Very  touchbiriv  written."— fn^fftA  Review, 

LAUGHAJRNE. — ^The  Advent  Collects  Paraphrased  ix 
Verse.    By  the  Rev.  T.  R.  J.  Laughame,  M.A.     Is. 

LEE. — Poems.  By  the  Rev.  Frederick  George  Lee.  Second 
edition,  enlarged.    Fcap.  8vo.,  cloth,  3s.  6d. 

CoNTBNTS :— Field  Flowers ;  Netley  Abbey;  Kind  Words;  Ruins  of  Thebes  i 
Woodchester ;  The  Martyrs  of  Vienne;  Geraldine;  S.  Thomas  the  Mar^j  8. 
Auffurtine,  &c. 

LITTLE  ANNIE;  or,  Michaelmas  Day.     By  the  author  of 
*«  The  Grandfather's  Christmas  Story."    6d. 
An  account  in  verse  of  a  little  Girl,  who  by  her  example  and  earnestness 
brought  her  siiming  brother  to  repentance  and  amendment. 

LORAINE.— Lays  of    Israel.      By   Amelia  M.  Loraine. 

2s.  6d.  cloth ;  4s.  morocco. 
*'  Evidences  very  considerable  poetic  powers.**— £or/e«<a«/<e. 
LYRA  SANCTORUM ;  Lays  for  the  Minor  Festivals.    Edited 

by  the  Rev.  W.  J.  Deane.  Ss.  6d. 
'*  We  hail  the  appearance  of  such  a  book  with  pleasure ;  it  is  agreeably  sig- 
nificant as  to  the  progress  of  sacred  poetry  in  our  age.  It  is  a  collection  of 
historical  ballads,  designed  for  the  most  part  to  commemorate  the  sufferings 
and  celebrate  the  triumphs  of  those  who  were  mar^fred  in  the  early  ages  of  the 
Church.  Many  ci  the  poems  are  singularly  elegant  and  impressive."— Jfomttif 
Post. 

MARGARET,  The  Martyr  of  Antioch:  an  Olden  Tale, 
in  Verse.    2s.  6d.  cloth ;  Is.  6d.  wrapper. 
'*  For  combined  beauty  of  composition,  typography,  and  illustration,  we  will 
venture  to  pronounce  *  Margaret/  even  in  this  day  of  handsome  books,  nn^ 
rivalled." — EetUenasHc, 

MAGN AY.— Poems.  By  the  Rev.  Qaude  Magnay.  New 
edition,  with  additions.    Ss.  6d. 
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PrMeni  Book»-'P<i€fry. 

JdOBAL  SONOS.     By  the  author  of  «*HvmDs  for  Little 

Children."    With  Engravings.    8d.;  cloth,  la.;  morocco, 

ds.  64.1  school  edition,  3d. 
MOTHER'S  EASTER  OFFERING  (The).    By  the  author 

of  *'  The  Grandfather's  Christmas  Story."    6d. 
A  Tale  in  Verae  of  God's  chastening  band  in  the  deaih  of  young  dbildren, 
and  the  mother's  submission. 

NARRATIVE  HYMNS  FOR  VILLAGE  SCHOOLS.  By 
the  author  of  "  The  Baron's  Little  Daughter."  3d.  Set 
to  Music,  fcp.  4to.,  28.  6d. 

NEALE.— Hymns  fob  thb  Sick.     By   the   Rev.    J.  M. 

Neale.     6d.;  cloth,  Is. 
Intended  to  set  before  the  ISick  and  Soflieringr  some  of  those  soorces  of 
"  stronc:  consolation  *'  which  it  has  pleased  God  to  lay  up  for  them. 

KEALE. — Htmns  fob  Childben.  3d.  each  Series,  or  bound 
together,  Is. 

First  Series :  Hymns  for  the  Days  of  the  Week,  Hours,  vaU.  Hoty  Days. 

Second  Series:  HymoS  for  Special  Oocaaious—Giiaroh  Duties,  PriTaegeo* 
and' Festivals. 
*  Third  Series :  Hymns  chiefly  for  the  Saints'  Days. 

NEALE. — Lays  and  Legends  of  the  Chubch  in  England. 

2s.  6d. 
NEALE.— Songs  and  Ballads  fob  Manufactubebs.    3d. 
OLD  "WILLIAM ;  or,  the  Longest  Day.     By  the  author  of 

"  The  Grandfather's  Christmas  Story."     6d. 
a  Tale  in  Terse  of  the  good  and  nnselflsh  use  made  by  a  little  Girl  ctf  her 
money. 

QRLEBAR.— Chbistmas  Eve  and  otheb  Poems.    By  Mrs. 

Cuthhert  Orlebar.     Is. 
CoivraKTS :— Flowers  and  Hair, «  Woodland  Song;  My  Sister  Laura;  Tlie 
Cradle ;  The  Eagle ;  The  Wife }  The  Autumn  Walk*  &c. 

POEMS  ON  SUBJECTS  IN  THE  OLD  TESTAMENT.  By 
the  author  of  "  Hymns  for  Little  Children."  In  Two  Parts, 
6d.  each.     Cloth  Is.  each. 

Part  I.  The  Creation j  The  Temptation;  Cain  and  Ahel;  Enoch;  The  Arki 
The  Dove;  Ahraham's  Sacrifice;  Isaac  and  Rebekah;  Esau,  Jacob,  Bacbel 
J«i0eph»  Jacob,  Moces,  Ac.    Part  IL  Sott}eict8  firom  Moses  to  David. 

PROSE  HYMN  FOR  CHILDREN.  By  the  Rev.  W,  J. 
Jenkins,  Rector  of  Fillingham.     7s.  per  100. 

RAINE.— Vebses  fob  Chubch  S(  hools.    By  Rosa  Raine. 

New  and  Enlarged  Edition.    6d. 
RUSSELL. — Lays  Concebnikg  the  Eably  Chubch.     By 

the  Rev.  J.  F.  Russell.     Is.  6d. 

Contents  :— S.  John's  Toitmre;  B.  Ignatius;  The  Thondering  Legion i  The 
Mcurtyr'a  Foneral ;  The  Council  of  Nice ;  S.  Ambfoae,  he. 
SEVEN  CORPORAL  WORKS  OF  MERCY.    By  the  au- 
thor of  "  The  Daily  Life  of  a  Christian  Child."    With 
Illustrations.    Price  6d. 
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SEVEN  SPIRITUAL  WORKS   OF    MERCY.    In  Verse, 
By  the  same  author.    Illustrated  by  DaliieL     6d. 

BONNETS  AND  VERSES,  from  Home  and  Parochial  Life. 
By  H.  K.  C.     28.  6d 

The  greater  part  of  the  present  volume  received  seven  years  ago  the  im- 
ptilnatiir  of  the  author  of  the  '*  Christian  Year." 

Among  its  contents  we  have  Moonlight  on  the  Sea ;  The  Lark's  Complaint  $ 
Primroses  at  Night;  Tavistock  Abbey;  Dovedale:  Revisiting  the  Sea;  The 
Chancel }  Bamham  Sands,  &c. 

SUNDAY.      A  Poem.      By  the  Rev.    P.    Freeman,  M.A., 
Rector  of  Thorverton,  Devon.    4d. 

TEN  COMMANDMENTS  (The),  set  in  easy  verse,  for  young 
Children  to  commit  to  memory.     6d. 
"  Applying  the  spiritual  sense  of  the  Commandments  in  simple  vene.*'— 
BHgluk  Aniew, 

TIME  OF  THE  END,  and  other  Poems.    Fcap.  8vo.,  Ss. 

CoNTBNTS  '.—Trust  in  the  Lord  ;  Infant  Imagining ;  Flowers  in  Church  in  * 
Withered  Leaf;  The  Whole  Armour  of  Goo  j  The  Christmas  I'ree;  The  Last 
Day  in  the  Year,  &c. 

TUTE— Holy  Times  and  Scenes,    By  the  Rev.  J.  S.  Tute. 
First  Series,  3s. 

TUTE. — Holy  Times  and  Scenes.    Second  Series,  38. 

On  Kirlidale  Abbey ;  Church  Bells;  the  Great  Festivals j  Providenoe;  The 
Martyrs;  the  Lily ;  the  Fall  of  Angels,  &c. 

VERSES.     By  a  Country  Curate.    4s. 

This  work  contains  Fifty.six  Translations  from  the  Ancient  Hymns  by  S. 
Ambrose,  S.  Gregory,  Frudentius,  ice,  with  Thirty-three  Original  Poenuii 
Hymns,  Carols,  Songs,  &c. 

WARING.— Annuals  and  Perennials;  or,  Seed-time  and 
Harvest.     By  C.  M.  Waring.     Demy  Svo.,  beautifully 
Illustrated  by  Macquoid,  58. 
Verses  for  every  Sunday  hi  the  Year,  dbiefly  f oimded  on  Ui«  CoUccta,  Annual 

in  their  Use,  Perennial  in  their  Antiquity. 

WHITING.— Rural  Thoughts  and  Scenes.  By  W.  Whiting. 
In  a  Wrapper,  3s.  6d. 

WILLIAMS.— The  Altar.  By  the  Rev.  Isaac  Williams,  B.D., 
author  of  the  '*  Cathedral.''    5s. ;  morocco^  Ss.  6d. 

This  work  consists  of  Meditations  in  Verse  on  the  several  parts  of  the 
Service  for  Idie  Holy  Communion,  applying  them  to  corresponding  parts  of  the 
Passion  of  our  Lord. 

WILLIAMS.— Hymns  ON  the  Catechism.    6d.,  cloth  Is. 
WILLIAMS. — Ancient  Hymns  for  Children.    Is.  6d. 
WINGED  WORDS.    Poems,  hy  A.  H.    2s.  6d. 

*'  Childlike  though  the  verses  be. 
And  untunable  the  parts ; 
Thou  wilt  own  ttie  minstrelsy. 
If  it  flow  firom  childlike  hearU." 
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Present  Boois-^Smaller  Tales. 


SMALLER  TALES  AND  REWARD  BOOKS. 

ALICE  PARKER ;  or,  the  Tea  Brinkiog.    Bj  the  author  of 
**  Siuan  Carter,"  &c    4d. 

ANNAND ALE ;  or,  the  Danger  of  Self-  Confidence.    A  Welsh 
Tale.    2d. 

BELLAIRS.— Stxekoth  and  Weakness.   Bj  Nona  Bellairs. 
18oio»,  4d. 
•^  A  pretty  Stotj  of  Vtetory  Uli^  ezUbilfnr  wlMt  msf  be  dooe  19^  Und 
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scaloos  minirtrrlal  wrtrhfnlne—  aad  soprrintrndwiffr.** — Clericml . 

BELLAIRS.— An  Old  Woman's  Story ;  or,  Tmst  in  Trial.    6d. 

BETTY  COBNWELL  AND  HER  GRANDCHILDREN; 
or,  the  Path  of  Obedience.    6d. 

BUNBURY. — ^Thk  Sunday  of  the  People  in  France.    By 

the  Abb^  Mullois,  Chaplain  to  the  Emperor  of  France* 

Translated  by  Miss  Bunbury.    4d. 

'  Origirialhr  writtoi  for  tbe  me  of  tlie  worinnen  of  Fntnoe,  to  indooe  a  better 
mktoifanding  and  obwnranoe  of  the  Sunday. 

BUNBURY.— I  AM  80  Hafpt;  or,  the  Reward  of  Sorrow 
borne  Religiously.  By  Miss  Banbury.  21st  Thousand.  2d. 

BUNBURY.— The  Bbotber's  Sacbifice;  or,  a  Soldier^s 
Generosity  Rewarded.    2d. 

BUNBURY.— The  Lost  One  Found.  A  true  Story  of  the 
Baptism  and  Holy  Death  of  a  Young  GirL    4d. 

BUNBURY.— Silent  John.  A  short  Story  on  the  good  result 
of  meditation  on  the  Good  Shepherd,  by  the  aid  of  the 
well-known  picture  of  that  subject.    3d. 

BUNBURY.— Little  Mabt  $  or,  the  Captain's  Gold  Ring.  4d. 

BUNBURY.— The  Ebrob  Corrected;  or,  the  Faithful  Priests 
By  Henry  Shirley  Bunbury.    4d. 
A  story  of  Ibe  onion  between  tiie  S«zons  aud  Nomums. 

CAT  AND  HER  KITTENS  (The) ;  a  Fable  on  Disobedienc* 

and  Mischief.    2d. 

CHARLOTTE  DREW'S  PINCH.    6d. 

A  tele  for  little  girls,  on  tbe  fatal  effects  of  the  flrst  step  in  disobcdienee  to 
parents,  and  of  cliooaing  bad  companions  at  scbooL 

CHILD'S  MISSION  (Tbe) ;  a  True  Tale  of  the  influence  of  a 
Tery  young  and  drin^  Child  in  the  Conversion  of  her  mo- 
ther DTom  Sin  to  Holiness.    2d. 
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CHORISTER'S  FALL  (The).    6d. 

A  Tale  of  a  Chorister  whose  Tanity  led  him  to  iUl,  bat  who  vnB  enabled  to 
r^oice  in  the  illness  which  broui^ht  him  to  repentance. 

CHURCH  CATECHISM  (The).  With  the  Confirmation  Ser- 
vice.  Beautifully  illustrated  by  John  Gilbert.  Cheap 
edition,  6d.|  on  tinted  paper  and  gilt  edges,  Is. 

CHURCHYARD  GARDENING.  By  the  author  of  •*  The 
Bishop's  Little  Daughter."    4d. 

CONSOLATION  j  or,  the  Comfort  of  Intercessory  Prayer  in 
,  Absence.    By  the  author  of  **  Gentle  Influence."    4d. 

CONVERSATIONS  WITH  COUSIN  RACHEL.     9d.  each 

part.    Parts  I.  and  II.  in  a  vol.,  cloth.  Is.  6d. ;  III.  and 

IV.,  ditto,  Is.  6d. 
Parti.    Dialo^ies  on  Diligence  and  Thoughtfnlness  in  Household  Work; 
on  Good  Thoughts;  Sunday  at  Church;  Doing  our  Duty,  not  Choosing  itj 
tSelf-Control }  Dividing  our  Time  j  the  Seasons,  with  Hymns. 

Fart  II.  Conversations  on  Dress  and  Keeping  to  our  Church,  or  Good  out 
of  Evil}  Easter-tide;  The  Old  Farm-house;  Bearing  Reproof;  Sheep-shear- 
ing ;  and  the  Lessons  in  Scripture  from  Sheep. 

Fart  III.  The  New  Church;  The  Story  of  Ambrose  Heme,  and  English 
Churdh Teaching;  The  First  Situation;  The  New  School  and  Consecration; 
Christian  Duties;  The  Flowers  of  the  Field;  How  to  bear  Losses. 

..  Fart  IV.  Dialogues  on  God's  ordering  all  things;  Ill-natured  speaking} 
Bearing  little  trials  well  j  Not  thinking  much  of  ourselves ;  Being  prepared  to 
die;  Our  holiness  not  our  own;  Distraction  and  inattention;  Drawing  good 
from  all  we  see. 

BAY'S  PLEASURE  (A) ;  or,  the  Consecration  of  the  District 
Church.    By  the  author  of  "  Susan  Carter."    4d. 

DISHONESTY,  and  the  Loss  of  Character  which  follows  It. 
By  the  author  of  "  The  Conceited  Pig."    2d. 

DUMB  BOY  (The);  showing  how,  though  Dumb,  he  felt  the 
influence  of  our  Holy  Religion.    2d. 

EASY  TALES  FOR  LITTLE  CHILDREN.  With  En- 
gratings,  and  in  large  Type.    6d. ;  coloured,  la. 

John's  Disobedience;  Fanny's  Birthday;  tittle  Mary's  Fall;  Susan's  Cross 
Behaviour;  The  liost  Child »  The  Torn  Froclc ;  &c. 

EDWARD  TRUEMAN.    t)d. ;  cloth,  Is. 

A  Tale,  to  ahoyr  that  the  best  and  kindest  people  fall  into  mistakes  and  ftdse 
iDLpressions,  and  that  we  must  not  on  that  account  indulge  revengeful  or  on- 
kind  feelings,  but  '*  believe  always  for  tlie  best." 

FAIR  AND  THE  CONFIRMATION  (The);  a  Lesson  to 
thoughtless  village  girls  on  lightly  treating  God's  holy 
ordinance.    6d. 

FATHER'S  HOPE  (The),-  or,  the  Wanderer  Returned.  By 
the  Author  of  "  Going  Abroad.'*    4d. 
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Present  Books — Smaller  Tales. 

FANNY'S  FLOWERS;  or,  Fun  for  the  Nursery.  WitB 
several  engraTings.     Is. ;  cloth  gilt,  Is.  6d. 

FLORA  AND  HER  CHILDREN;  a  Tale  for  Young  Child- 
ren  on  the  Nature  and  History  of  Flowers.    4d. 

FLOWER.— A  Day's  Misfortunes,  or  Try  Agai5;  or, 
the  Benefit  of  Perseverance  and  Good  Temper.  By  the 
Rev.  W.  B.  Flower.    4d. 

FLOWER.— Little  Willie  the  Lamb  Boy;  a  Story  on 
the  Benefits  of  Education.    4d. 

FLOWER.— R08B  EOUWTON ;  or,  The  Stolen  Child.    2d. 

FLOWERS  AND  FRUIT,  &c.  For  Little  Children.  In  a 
neat  box,  or  bound  in  cloth.  Is.  |  cloth  gilt,  is.  6d. 

1.  Lacy;  or,  The  Violet. — ^2.  Alice;  or.  The  Dai^.-^^S.  Mazy;  or.  The  Son. 
flower.— 4.  Rachel ;  or,  The  Strawberry  Blossom. — 5.  Crocnses ;  or.  The  Field 
of  Flowers. — 6.  Lilies ;  or.  Light  in  Darkness. — 7*  Heart's  Ease ;  or,  Chamber 
of  Peace.— 8.  The  Orphan's  Home.— 9.  Christmas  Tide;  or.  The  Word  of  a 
Kini?.— 10.  The  Foundling. 

FORSAKEN  (The).  Reprinted  from  the  Churchman's  Com- 
panion,   By  the  author  of  **  Trerenan  Court."    4d. 

FRIENDS  (The) ;  or  how  Neighbours  should  dwell  in  peace 
and  love  one  with  another.     6d. 

GABRIEL'S  DREAM  AND  WAKING.  By  the  author  of 
«  The  Chamois  Hunter,''  «  The  Cross-bearer,'*  &c.    4d. 

GARDEN  IN  THE  WILDERNESS  (The) ;  or,  the  Church 
of  Christ  in  the  midst  of  the  World.    An  Allegory.    6d. 

GEORGE  MALINGS ;  or,  the  Sunday  Truant.  By  the  author 
of  «  Susan  Carter,"  "  The  Secret,"  «  Old  Betty,"  &c.     4d. 

GEORGE  FOSTER,  THE  PAGE.  JBy  the  author  of  «  Su- 
sannah."   6d. 

GLIMPSE  OF  THE  UNSEEN..  Reprinted  from  "The 
Churchman's  Companion."    dd. 

GRESLEY.— The  Littlk  Miners  ?  a  Fairy  Tale  of  an  Ex- 
plosion  in  a  Mine.    By  the  Rev.  W.  Qresley.    4d. 

HALF-HOLIDAY  (The).--A  Packet  of  Six  Tales,  containing 
Six  Different  Ways  of  Spending  a  Half-Holiday.  By  the 
author  of  "  Gentle  Influence."    In  a  Packet    6d. 

■  The  Good  DangbtSTj  Utflftalness;  Charles  Wtthndlx  Mischief:  Kindness  t 

Self  Denial. 

HANNAH  AND  ALICE ;  or.  Neatness  of  Dress.    3d. 

HARRIET  AND  HER  SISTER;  or,  the  First  Step  in  De- 
ceit.   6d. 

HENSLOW.--J0HN  B0RTON5  or,  a  Word  in  Season.    By 
Mrs.  J.  S.  Henslow.    4d. 
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HEYOATE.— Ellen  Metkick  ;  a  Story  on  False  Excuses. 
By  the  Rev.  W.  E.  Heygate.    4d, 

HILL. — Stobies  on  the  Commandments.    The  Pint  TabU : 

"  My  Duty  towards  GoD."    By  the  Rev.  G.  Hill,  M.A.    Is. 

The  Needle  Case,  or  Forgettiiif  God  i  The  Idolater,  or  the  Love  of  Money  } 
The  Christeninfp,  or  taking  the  Name  of  Christ }  A  Simdaf  at  Deepwell,  or 
the  Due  Observance  of  the  Lord*8  Day. 

[See  Rookstro's  Stories  on  the  Second  Table,  at  page  15.3 

HONOR  DELAFONT;  a  true  Tale  of  a  Mother's  Prayer,  and 
its  Answer.     By  the  author  of ''  Sansetting."    6d. 

HOW  TO  BE  A  MARTYR;  a  Story  for  S.  Stephen's  Day.   Id. 

ISLAND  CHOIR  (The) ;  or»  the  Children  of  the  Child  Jesus  x 
showing  how  Choristers  should  conform  themselves  to  that 
pattern.    6d. 

IS  IT  THE  BEST?    A  Tale.    By  the  author  of  "Trevenan 
Court,"  &c.     6d. 

S.  JOHN  THE  EVANGELIST'S  DAY ;  or,  The  Martyrdom 
of  Will.    6d. 

LEFROY.— The  Force  of  Habit  ;  or,  the  Story  of  Widow 
Monger.    By  F.  C.  Lefroy.    6d. 

LEGEND  OF  THE  LAND  OF  FLIES.  4d. 

LEGEND  OF  S.  CHRISTOPHER  (The);  or,  What  Master 
shall  I  Serve?  Reprinted  from  the  ChurchnunCs  Com- 
panion for  November,  1859.    3d. 

LITTLE  COMFORTERS  (The),  and  other  Tales.  In  a  packet. 

Is.,  or  bound  in  neat  cloth. 
Contents  :— The  Two  Ways  of  Rath  Martin.— Rachel  Ford ;  or  the  Little 
Girl  who  tried  to  be  Good.— The  little  Comforters. — The  Four  Seasons.— Little 
Ellen,  or  the  Sick  Child;  and  Death.— The  Coward — Sonday.— The  Little 
Street  Sweeper. — The  Rose  Trees ;  or,  Disobedience,  &c. 

LITTLE  LACE  GIRL  (The) ;  a  Tale  of  Irish  Industry.  By 
the  author  of  "  The  Conceited  Pig."    2d. 

LITTLE  WALTER,  THE  LAME  CHORISTER.    6d. 

A  Tale,  to  show  the  great  importance  of  each  one*s  individual  example  for 
good  or  for  evil. 

LITTLE  GARDENERS  (The).    Wrapper,  8d. 

*'  Most  of  us  have  seen  how  intensely  little  children  love  flowers,  and  how 
delighted  they  are  to  have  a  little  garden  of  their  own.  These  facts  are  taken 
advantage  of  to  teach  much  religious  truth.  The  writer  is  well  acquainted 
with  gardening,  and  makes  its  incidents  tell  npon  the  purpose  of  the  story." 
— Clerical  Journal. 

LITTLE  STORIES  FOR  LITPLE  CHILDREN.  With 
Engravings,  and  in  large  Type.     6d. 

LITTLE  STORIES  FOR  LITTLE  CHILDREN.    2d. 

-  CeifTBNTs: — The  Little  Herd  Boy;  The  Sensible  Elephant;  The  Starlhig; 
Sleep  and  Death;  The  Woodep  Leg;  The  Flowers,  the  Field,  and  the  Pearl. 


Present  Books — Smaller  Tales. 

LONDON  PRIDE;  or,  the  Account  and  Effects  of  a  Vint  to 
the  Great  City.    3d* 

LUCY  FOBD ;  or,  Hearing  the  Story  of  a  Pilgrimage  to  the 
Holy  Land.    2d. 

LUCY  PARKER ;  or,  the  true  value  of  regular,  self-denying 
Service  to  God  and  Man.    6d. 

MAKING  UP  OF  THE  JEWELS  (The).    This  is  an  answer 

to  a  little  Girl's  question,  "  If  I  were  a  Sister  of  Mercy, 

should  I  have  no  Jewels  ?"    6d. 

Under  tbe  form  of  allegory,  the  Jewels  and  Talents  entrusted  to  each  Chris- 
tian to  preserve  pore  and  bright  against  the  King's  coming  are  represented. 

MARGARET  HUNT ;  or,  the  Patient  and  Forgiving  School- 
Girl.    By  the  author  of  «  The  Conceited  Pig."    2d. 

MARY  MANSFIELD ;  or,  the  Life  and  Trials  of  a  Country 
Girl.    6d. 

MARY  WILSON;  or,  Self-Denial.   A  Tale  for  May-Day.   2d. 

MAURICE  FAVELL ;  a  Story  of  the  Reform,  of  Church 
Music  in  a  Village.    3d. 

MICHAEL  THE  CHORISTER;  or,  the  Influence  of  the  Ca- 
thedral Service.    6d. ;  cloth  Is. 

MIDSUMMER  DAY;  or.  The  Two  Churches  where  Daily 
Prayers  were  said.    3d. 

MILLIE'S  JOURNAL.  Edited  by  the  author  of  **  GenUe 
Influence."    6d. 

Is  the  plain  unvarnished  Narrative,  or  Journal,  of  a  yoong  and  weU  eda- 
cated  English  Girl,  who  accompanied  her  ikmily  into  the  Far  West,  Macomb, 
Illinois,  U.S. 

"  Genuhie  Letters  by  a  young  female  Emigrant :  are  very  acceptable  as  the 
portraiture  of  the  feelhigs  of  a  person  placed  in  an  entirely  novel  position,  and 
influenced  by  high  moral  and  rdigious  feelings." — Oxford  Herald, 

MILLY  WHEELER ;  or,  a  Daughter's  Love.  By  the  Author 
of  "  Lizzie  Martin,"  &c.    9d. 

MILMAN  —The  Mystery  of  Masking  ;  or,  Christian  Re- 

sponsihility.    6d. ;  cloth,  lOd. 

An  AUegoiy  for  School  Girls,  teaching  them  how  to  work  out  the  Pattern  of 
our  Loan  and  Saviour  in  themselves. 

MIRRORS  (The) ;  a  Story  for  Children.    6d. 

A  Story  of  a  little  Gfarl,  who  was  taught  by  our  Loan's  parables  to  see  things 
eternal,  of  which  aU  things  here  are  but  the  pictures  or  emblems. 

MISS  PECK'S  AD\^ENTURES ;  or.  the  folly  of  going  out 
of  our  own  sphere  of  Duty*  By  the  author  of  **  The 
Conceited  Pig."    4d. 

MONRO. — ^Annie's  Grave  ;  or,  More  than  Feeling  Required 
in  True  Religion.    By  the  Rev.  E.  Monro.    4(L 
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MONRO.— Robert  Lee  {  or.  The  Recmitiog  Party.    4d. 

MONRO.— Mart  Cooper;  or.  Choosing  One's  Own  Path  in 
Life.    4d. 

MONRO.— The  Cottage  in  the  Lane;  or  the  Sad  Effects 
of  Indecision  of  Character.    4d. 

MONRO.— The  Drunkard's  Boy  ;  or,  God's  Help  in  Mis^ 
fortune.    4d. 

MONRO. — The  Railroad  Boy  ;  or.  True  Peace  in  Suffering. 
4d. 

MONRO.— Midsummer  Eve,    6d.;  cloth,  Is. 

a  Tale  of  the  fidelity  of  a  joung  girl  to  the  daacrhter  of  her  mistren,  and  of 
her  influeoce  for  good  on  the  fSkther  and  others. 

MONRO.— Tales  for  the  Million. 

1.  Dick,  the  Haymaker.   4d. 

2.  Walter,  the  Convict.    4d. 

3.  Edward  Morris ;  or,  Cottage  Life.    2d. 

4.  The  Tale  of  a  Cotton  Gown :  Manchester  Life.    4d. 

MY  CHRISTMAS  HOME  :  an  Old  Man's  Sketch.    6d. 

MY  DREAM.  A  true  account  of  a  Dream  of  the  Heavenly 
Jerusalem,  with  the  lesson  of  purity  in  heart,  needed  for 
all  to  see  God.    4d. 

NEALE.— Erick's  Grave;  or,  how  a  faithful  Russian  Servant 
laid  down  his  life  for  his  Master. — The  Helmsman  of 
Lake  Erie  ;  a  Tale  of  American  Courage  in  a  Burning 
Ship.— The  Plague  of  1665  at  Eyam,  in  Derbyshire^ 
and  how  it  was  met.    By  the  Rev.  J.  M.  Neale.     4d. 

NEALE. — The  Dream  of  S.  Perpetua,  a  Martyr  of  Car- 
thage; and  The  Cross  of  Constat  tine.    4d. 

'NEALE.— The  Legend  of  6.  Dorothea,  Virgin  and  Mar- 
tyr, of  CsBsarea.    4d. 

NEALE.— The  Siege  of  Nisibis,  and  how  Sapor,  King  of 
Persia,  and  his  Host  were  overthrown  by  the  Faith  of  its 
Bishop;  and.  The  Death  of  Julian  the  Apostate  Em- 
peror, A.D.  363,  the  fearful  Tale  of  one  who  renounced 
his  Christian  Faith.    4d. 

NEALE.— The  Two  Huts.    An  Allegory.    4d. 

NEGLECl^ED  OPPORTUNITY  (The).    6d. 

NEVER  TOO   LATE  TO   MEND;   or,  the  Two  Fortune 

Tellers.    By  the  author  of  "  Willie  Grant."    8d. 
'    A  Tale  for  village  girls,  of  encouragement  to  persevere  in  the  conrte  d  true 
religion,  and  to  find  in  that  tbe  beat  way  to  be  naetoi  and  happf. 
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NINE  SHILLINGS  A  WEEK ;  or.  How  Rachel  Down  kept 
House.    6d. 

OLD  BETTY.    A  Sketch  from  Real  Life.    In  two  parts,  6d. 
each ;  together,  Is. 

OLIVE  LESTER.    6d. 

The  account  of  the  strogrgle  of  a  iwor  lame  orphan  in  her  endeavour  to  do 
her  duty  amidst  the  difficulty  of  a  carele«8  and  irretlgioiis  family. 

PAGET.— A  Sunday  Walk  and  a  Sunday  Talk  ;  or,  How 
the  YateshuU  Boys  enjoyed  that  Day.    By  the  Rev.  F.  K. 

Paget.    4d. 

PAGET. — Beating  the  Bounds  j  its  Religious  Meaning  and 
Origin,  as  taught  at  YateshuU.    4d. 

PAGET. — Hallowmas    Evej    or,   a   Conversation    on    Old 
Church  Legends  and  Customs.    4d. 

PAGET. — How  TO  BE  Useful  and  Happy  j  a  Few  Words 
of  Advice,  with  Rules  for  a  Young  Person.    2d. 

PAGET.— The  Singers  ;  or,  a  Story  for  Boys  in  a  Country 
Church  Choir.    4d. 

PAGET.— The  Wake;   or.  How  the  Dedication   Feast  of 
YateshuU  Church  was  kept.    4d. 

PAGET.— The  Bonfire;  or,  How  the  Fifth  of  November 
was  kept  at  YateshuU.    4d. 

PAGET.— The  Pancake  Bell  ;  its  Origin  and  Meaning.   4d. 

PATH  OF  LIFE.     By  the  author  of  the  "  Seven  Corporal 
Works  of  Mercy.*'    ed. 

.    An  Allegoiy,  representing  tiie  narrow  wpj  to  eveil«stinff  life  as  the  path 
trod  by  oar  Blessed  Lord. 

^PATTIE  GRAHAM ;  or,  School  Trials,  Learning,  and  Bene- 
fits.   2d. 

PEAKSON.—HuoH ;  or,  the  Inflnence  of  Christian  Art    By 
the  Kev.  H.  D.  Pearson^    4d. 

PEARSON.— Holy  Stone;  a  Story  of  Two  Penitents :  show- 
ing what  real  Repentance  is.    4d. 

PEARSON.— Little  Ruth  Gray  ;  or,  the  EflFect  of  a  Good 
Example  even  by  a  Little  Child.    4d. 

PEARSON. — Sibyl  Marchant;  or,  The  Strengthening  and 
Refreshing  of  the  Soul  under  Trials.     4d. 

"  An  interesting  and  edifyingr  storjr.    It  will  impress  a  reverent  appredatton 
of  the  blesfdngs  of  Holy  Gommuoicn.*'-r-i?iic<M  CkmrehmM^, 
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PEARSON.— Old  OliTBR  Dalb.    4d. 

A  T»le  of  the  example  and  influence  of  an  old  man  of  sound  reUgious  inin- 
dplee  which  are  shown  forth  in  every-daj  walk  of  life  throughout  the  village. 

PEKSEVEHANCE.    A  Tale  for  Working  Girls.    4d. 

PHILIP  BEZANT ;  or,  Is  Kevenge  Sweet  ?  By  the  author 
of  *'  Likes  and  Dislikes."    Demy  18mo.    4d. 

PH(£BE;  or,  The  Hospital.  A  Story  of  many  Trials  in 
Country  Life.    8d. 

PRECIOUS  STONES  OF  THE  KING'S  HOUSE  (The) : 
an  Allegory  founded  on  Holy  Scripture.    6d. 

PREPARING  THE  WAY;  or,  the  King's  Workmen.  An 
AdTent  Story.    6d. 

An  Allegory,  where  the  work  of  salvation  given  us  to  do  is  oompazed  with 
the  work  of  manual  labour,  and  the  right  and  wrong  ways  of  pursuing  it. 

PRIMROSES  (The);  or,  the  Duty  of  Elder  Sisters  in  a 
Family.     8a. 

PRIZE  (The) ;  a  Tale  of  Industry,  and  Neatness  in  Needle- 
work.   2d. 

RACHEL  ASHBURN ;  a  Story  of  Real  Life.  By  the  author 
of  ♦«  Harry  and  Walter."    6d. 

RAVENS  (The) ;  A  Fairy  Tale.  By  the  author  of  "  The 
Conceited  Pig."    2d. 

READY  AND  DESIROUS  j  or,  A  Lent's  Lessons.    6d. 

RECOLLECTIONS  OF  A  SOLDIER'S  WIDOW.    6d. 

A  true  Tsle;  related  as  told  by  the  Widow  herself.  She  followed  the  for« 
tunes  of  the  28th  Regiment  for  eleven  years  of  fatigue,  danger,  and  death,  at 
Copenhagen,  Corunna,  and  Barossa. 

RICKARDS.— Bi£D-K££FiNO  BoT  (Theh  or,  the  Lowest 
Occupation  mav  be  sanctified  to  God  s  Service.  By  the 
Rev.  S.  Rickards.     6d. 

ROCKSTRO.— The  Choristers  of  S.  Mary's.  A  Legend 
of  Christmas-tide,  a.d.  circa  1143.  By  W.  S.  Rockstro, 
author  of  **  Stories  on  the  Commandments,"  &c.    4d. 

RUTH  OSBORNE,  the  Nurse.     6d. 

a  lesson  to  nurses  of  patient  and  untiring  attention,  supported  hy  true  rcli* 
gious  principles. 

S.  ANDREW'S  DAY ;  or,  the  Brother's  Influence.  By  the 
Author  of  "  the  Sunbeam."    3d. 

SECRET  (The) ;  a  Tale  of  Christmas  Decorations.  By  the 
author  of  *'  Susan  Carter."    4d. 
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Present  Books^Smaller  Taiei. 

SCHOLAR'S  NOSEGAY  (The).    Beings  a  series  of  Tales  and 

Conversations  on  Flowers.    In  a  neat  box,  or  bound  ia 

cloth,  Is. ;  cloth  gilt,  Is.  6d. 

1.  Introduction ;  the  Good  Shepherd  and  the  lily  of  Purity.— s.  The  JMxj ; 
or,  liOving  One  Another.— 3.  The  Violet ;  or,  Hamility.— 4.  The  Aram ;  or^ 
Baptisra.— 5.  The  Oogus  ;  or.  The  Holy  Trinity  in  Unity.— 6.  The  Strawberrjr- 
Blosaom ;  or.  Modesty  (in  Terse)  .—7.  The  Dandelion }  or.  Lent. — S.  The  Palm ; 
or.  Bearing  the  Crom.--9-  The  Hawthorn  j  a  Lesson  for  Grood  Friday. — 10.  The 
ToUp)  or.  The  Resurrection. — 1 1.  The  Sunflower}  or,  ReTerence. — 12.  Grass  s 
or.  Contentment. — 13.  The  Forgret-me-not,  and  the  Lesson  its  name  implies. 

SEVEN  CORPORAL  WORKS  OF  MERCY  (The>  In  a 
Packet,  or  bound  in  ornamental  coyer,  6d. 

1.  Feeding  the  Hungry*  Need  and  Charity.— S.  GiTing  Drink  to  the  Thinty. 
The  Old  Man  tj  the  Well^^S.  Clothing  the  Naked.  Ellen  the  Parish  ChDd. 
—4.  Taking  in  the  Stranger.  Mary  Howard.— 5.  Visiting  the  Sick.  Watching:. 
—6.  Visiting  the  Prisoner.  Phosbe  and  her  Friend.— 7.  Burying  the  Dead. 
Shirley  Church. 

SEVEN  SPIRITUAL  WORKS  OF  MERCY  (The),     In  a 

Packet,  or  bound  in  ornamental  cover,  6d. 

1 .  Counselling  the  Doubtful ;  or,  the  Little  Sisters  of  Mercy. — S.  Teaching 
the  Ignorant  J  or,  the  Shq;>hard  Boy  of  Aragon. — 3.  Admonishing  the  Sinner  1 
or,  the  Little  Milk  Boy. — i.  Comforting  the  AiBicted ;  or,  a  Day  in  Bessie*8 
Life. — ^5.  Forgiving  Injuries;  or,  Noni^  the  Captive. — 6.  Suffering  Wrongs 
Patiently ;  or,  the  Path  to .  Glory.— 7.  Praying  for  Others ;  or,  the  Story  of 
Lf  tUe  May. 

SHEPHERDS  OF  BETHLEHEM :  a  Story  of  the  Nativity 
of  our  Lord.    6d. 

SISTER'S  CARE ;  or,  How  a  very  young  girl  took  care  of 
her  little  orphan  sister.  By  the  author  of  "  Michael  the 
Chorister,''    6d. 

SNOWDROP,  an  Old  Woman's  Story.  A  Tale  for  Christmas* 
tide.     Is. 

SPRAINED  ANCLE  (The) ;  or,  the  Punishment  of  Forget- 
fulness.    By  the  author  of  **  The  Conceited  Pig."    2d. 

STONE. — ^Angels.  By  Mrs.  Stone.  In  ornamental  borders* 
6d. 

STRAY  DONKEY  (The).  A  Lesson  on  Cruelty  to  Animals. 
By  a  Donkey  himself.    2d. 

STORIES  ON  THE  LORD'S  PRAYER.    By  the  author  of 

"  Amy  Herbert."    6d. 
Containbig  eight  incidents  in  the  Life  of  a  Young  Wldov^  fllnstratliig  the 
eight  petitions. 

STORY  OF  A  PRIMROSE;  wherein  is  shown  the  Resulte 
of  Disobedience  to  Parents,  and  a  Lesson  in  Kindness  it 
given.    2d. 
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STORY  OF  A  PROMISE  THAT  WAS  KEPT.    2d. 

SUSANNA !  a  Home  Tale.    6d. 

A  Tale  of  patient  saffering:  and  the  Influence  of  example  of  a  litQe  girl  during 
a  long  Bodonm  in  the  Ward  of  a  Hospital. 

SUSAN  SPELLMAN :  a  Tale  of  the  Trials  she  met  with  in 
the  Silk  Mills  at  Horton.    6d. 

SUNSET  REVERIE;  an  Allegory:  in  which  Mirth  and 
Earnest  pass  through  the  trials  of  this  world.     6d. 

SUNSETTING ;  or,  Old  Age  in  ite  Glory.  A  story  of  hap- 
piness,  peace,  and  contentment.    6d. 

A  Tale  showing  the  blessings  of  old  age  when  it  is  allowed  to  see  the  firutts 
of  Its  labour  in  bringing  up  its  children  in  the  nurture  and  admonition  of  the 
Loan. 

S.  SYLVESTER'S  NIGHT.    9d. 

An  Allegorj  on  the  change  of  our  condition  since  the  fall,  and  the  wicked^, 
ness  of  pining  at  our  station  in  this  Ufe  in  consequence. 

TALE  OF  A  TORTOISE  with  its  Adventures ;  and  A  Story 
OF  King  Alfbed  the  Great.    2d. 

THE  THREE  S.  STEPHEN'S  DAYS.    6d. 

THE  THREEFOLD  PROMISE  AND  THE  THREEFOLD 
BLESSING.  Published  in  aid  of  the  Funds  of  the  Mis- 
sion Church,  S.  George  in  the  East,  London.    18mo.    6d. 

TOWER  BUILDERS  (The),  and  The  Two  Merchants.  9d. 

Two  Allegories,  showing  (l)  how  we  should  be  built  up  in  our  Christian 
Faith  {  and  (»)  where  we  should  lay  up  our  treasure. 

TREASURE  IN  HEAVEN.    By  H.  M.  E.  H.    6d. 

TREBURSAYE  SCHOOL ;  or,  the  Power  of  Example.  A 
Story  for  Choristers  and  Schoolboys.    6d. 

TWINS  (The).  A  Tale  of  Warning  to  Bovs;  showing  the 
misery  caused  by  giving  way  to  angry  and  unkind  temper. 
8d. 

TWO  FRIENDS  (The) ;  or,  Charley's  Escape.    6d.  ' 

A  Tale  of  the  influence  of  a  good  companion,  and  the  warning  of  his  sudden 
death. 

TWO  SHEEP  (The) ;  a  Lesson  from  the  Adventures  of  an 
Erring  or  Stray  Sheep.    2d. 

VILLAGE  STORY ;  a  Tale  of  a  Lacemakers'  Village,  and  the 
good  influence  of  the  chief  family  in  a  Village.    6d. 
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Present  Books — SvMUer  Tides, 

VIOLBT :  a  Ikle  for  Easter-tide.  By  the  aatlior  of  '<  Ready 
and  Desirous."    8d. 

WHITE  RAIMENT,  a  Tale  on  the  Sinfulness  of  Gaudy  and 
Showy  Dress,  chiefly  intended  for  Sunday  School  Teachers 
and  Sunday  School  Girls.    2d. 

WILFORD.— Joy  in  Duty.  By  the  author  of  "  The  Master 
of  Churchill  Abbots,  and  his  Little  Friends/*  and  "  Play 
and  Earnest."    Demy  18mo.    6d. 

WILLIAM  DALE ;  or.  The  Lame  Boy.    2d. 

WILLIE  GRANT ;  dr,  Honesty  is  the  Best  Policy.  A  Tale 
of  the  Fidelity  and  Reward  of  a  Lad  in  very  humble  life, 
4d. 

WOOD  CARVER  (The) ;  or,  S.  Barnabas'  Day.    Id. 

YOUNG  CHRISTIAN'S  LIBRARY;  Containing  Tales  and 
Lessons  on  all  the  Festivals  and  Holy  Days  of  the  Church's 
Year.  In  32  little  books,  2s.  6d.  the  set,  in  a  neat  orna- 
mental Box.    In  3  vols.,  ornamental  cloth,  3s. 


Advent 

Christmas  Day 
Epiphany 
Ash  Wednesday 
Good  Friday 
Easter  Eve 
Easter  Day 
Ascension  Day 
Whit  Sunday 
Trinity  Sunday 
S.  Andrew  - 
S.  Thomas 


S.  Stephen 

8.  John  the  Evan- 
gelist 

The  Holy  Innocents 

Circumcision 

Conversion  ot  S. 
Paul 

Poriflcation 

8.  Matthias 

Annunciation 

S.Mark 

SS.  Philip  and  James 


S.  Barnabas 

S.  John  the  Baptist 

S.  Peter 

S.James 

S.  Bartholomew 

S.  Malthew 

S.  Michael  and  AU 

AiigeU 
S.  Luke 

SS.  Simon  and  Jude 
All  Saints. 


YOUNG  CHURCHMAN'S  ALPHABET.  The  leading  events 
of  our  Lord's  Life,  illustrated  in  verse,  with  an  en- 
graving to  each  letter.    6d. 

YOUNG  SOLDIERS  (The),  or  the  Double  Birthday:  and 
other  Tales.    A  Packet  of.  Seven  Tales,  6d. ;  bound,  6d. 

1.  The  Yomir  Soldiera.  Part  I.>-3.  The  Ymins  Soldlen.  Partll.'-S.  Asfa. 
grove  F6te.— 4.  The  little  Sisters. — 5.  They  do  so  in  my  Countiy.— 6.  Herbert 
and  Lizzie;  or,  the  Morning  Ramble.— 7.  Christmas;  or»  the  German  Fir  Tree. 

YOUNG  ANGLERS  OF  VICHY,  (The).  Bjr  the  author  of 
'*  Willie  Grant ;  or.  Honesty  is  the  best  Policy."  Reprinted 
from  the  Churchftum^s  Companion,    6d. 
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